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PREFACE. 


This volume of Dryclen’s Poems does not contain his Plays or Translations from 
Roman and Greek poets. It comprises all his Prologues and Epilogues to his 
own Plays, with his other Prologues and Epilogues, and also his free versions 
fiom Chaucer and Boccaccio, best known as his Fables. Three translations of 
Latin hymns are also included in the volume. 

The Translation of Boileau’s “Art of Poetry,” which is printed in Scott’s 
edition of Dr^xlen’s works, is not included in this volume : for, though revised 
and altered by Dryden, the translation is in the main Sir William Soame’s work. 
The ** Essay on Satire” is also excluded from this collection, as being •un- 
questionably the work of Sheffield, Earl of Mulgrave, afterwards successively 
Marquis of Nonnanby and Duke of Buckinghamshire. Some smaller pieces 
which preceding editors have printed among Dryden’s poems have been excluded : 
v^iz. the Satire on the Dutch,” said to have been written by Dryden in 1662, but 
in fact a b<')okseIler’s concoction from his Prologue and Epilogue to “ Amboyna” 
of 1673; the Prologue and Epilogue to ‘‘The Indian Queen,” assigned without 
any authority to Dryden, and doubtle&s Sir Robert Howard’s, who wrote the 
t>lay with some assistance from Dryden; and a second Epilogue to Lee’'s 
“ .Mithridatcb,” when acted in i68r, and the Epilogue to Soutlieme’s “ Disap- 
pointment,” which have both been mistakenly printed by Scott as Dryden’s. 

It has been a principal object in this edition to correct and purify the text 
of Diyden’s poetry, which in the course of time has su ffered from ve ry m any^ 
misprints and small changes by successive editors. Most, but not all, of the 
corrections made of preceding editors^ texts "^are inentioned in the notes. The 
whole, number of these small corrections is very considerable. The importance 
of corrections of this sort will not be judged by the smallness of the change for 
tlie worse introtiuced by carelessness or design. The word epocka, which appears 
in all modern editions in a line of “ Astraea Redux” {108), 

“In story chasms, in epocha mistakes,” 

and which has l)cen cited by Archbushop Trench as a Dryden peculiarity,* was not 
Dryden’s word. 1 le wrote epochs^ the plural of epocksf^^a^ Greek word, and as 


“ Knglhh, Past and Present,” p, 60, 
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proper as ejitiome. There is an instance of epoche (spelt epochcc) in Clcaveland’s 
poetry : 

** Howe’er,’ since we’re delivered, let there be 
From this flood too another cpochce. ’ 

The change of •one letter deprives us of an old appropiiate poetical woul sheer, 
and substitutes the commonplace word steer, in a line of “Annus Mirabilis’^ 
{stanza 78) : 

So thick, our navy scarce could sheer tl.eii way.” 

All Dryden’s modern editors have turned the following line (436) of “ Absalom 
and Achitophel ” into a question : 

“ ’Tis after God’s own heart to cheat his heir , ” 

substituting TsP for Dryden’s ’ Tis, placing a note of interrogation at the end, and 
making the passage incoherent. It is Achitophel spealdng wickedly, not the poet 
propounding truth. 

The meaning of a line in “The Hind and the Panther” (part x, line 391), 
where Jw^ds means cattk-kcepers and not cattle, is altered to nonsense by editors 
who have turned the small word the at the beginning into thdr: 

“ The diligence of careful herds below.” 

Distinction and meaning are completely lost by the editors' change (T lau>^hed 
into lashed in a line on the ancient Satirists, in an Address to INIr. lligdcn, 
translator of Juvenal : 

“They durst not rail perhaps, they laughed at ^cast.” 

\yhen Dryden apostrophizes the Marquis of Winchester in an epitaph as 
“Ark of thy age's faith and loyalty,” 

the change of one letter in ark has turned the line into nonsense in every modern 
edition, in which is read 

Ask of thy age’s faith and loyalty.” 

In another epitaph, that of Mrs. Margaret Paston of IjTorfolk, the word/J^ has 
been changed to mix, to the spoiling of the following line^^ in all modern editions ; 

“ ’Twas gold too fine to fix without allay.” 

In Diyden’s Prologue to ShadwelPs play “The Trwe Widow,” a line 

“ His cruse ne’er |ails, for whatsoe’er he spends,” 
is spoilt by changing cruse into cause. 
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An old word used by Dryden in Ms Epilogue to Banks’s play The 
Unhappy Favourite,” is not to be found in any of the- editions, but ^op has 
taken its place : . * * 

We act by fits and starts, like drowning men, 

But just peep up, and then dop down again,” 

A classical phrase of Dryden, following Latin authors, in his Dedication of j 
**Palamon and Aiciie” to the Duchess of Oimond, where he speaks of the ' 
devotion of the Irish to her husband’s family (lines 58, 59), ^ 

The sturdy kerns in due subjection stand, 1 

Noi hear the reins in any foreign hand,” 

is completely lost in all modem editions by the substitution of hear for hear. ' 
And yet Sir Walter Scott at least must have known that Horace placed the ' 
horse’s car in his mouth, and that Virgil made a chariot hear the reins. 

These are a few instances of corruptions of Dryden’s text rectified in this edition. 
Sir Walter Scott’s is the last impoitant edition of Dryden, as it is indeed still 
the only gcneial collection of his works : and it is to be regretted that that dis- 
tinguished man did not give as much pains to the purification of Dryden’s text 
as he did to his excellent biography and to the notes which enrich the edition. 

The text has been icvised for this edition by a careful examination of the original 
ami early editions of all the poems. These are generally very correctly pi inted : but 
misprints of course must sometimes occur ; and in one or tw^o cases I may have • 
been misled by an original misprint. There may be a difference of opinion as 
to the word rw/; //Ir which I have piimtcd in line 325 of “Eleonora,” following 
the original edition. It has been suggested to me by Mr, W. A. Wright, since ' 
p. 432 of this volume was printed, that the word stewed^ for which editors have 
substituted riide^ was an original misprint for starved; and, as Dryden would • 
probably have written sterved, as he has done elsewhere, it is probable that sierved 
is the correct reading. 

The spelling adopted in this edition is generally modem spelling : but there 
are instances in ivhich the .spelling of Dryden’s time is preserved, not only wdiere 
it is needed for rhyme or metre, but also where the old spelling is recommended by 
etymological considerations, and where it is not altogether strange and repulsive ; 

* shipwrach, iuteressed^ thrid, justley just for joust, are a few such instances. *Jusi 
lemimls me of another striking instance of corruption of text by change of a single 
letter. The univcr.sal joy of Athens, when filled for the great combat between 
Pakmon and Arcite, is dc.scribcd by Dryden in glowing language: 

Twas justing all the day and love at nighty” 
every editor turns justing into jesting (book 3, line 431). 
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PREFACE. 


Dryden's spelling often , varies, and I have sometimes followed him in his 
varieties. Thus, to give examples of one class, while his oidinary spellings are 
rehearse^ suffice^ proffer, he octasionally spells rclicrst\ sHjisi\ proJtTf from the 
French, by which language his English is much affected: and I have pieservcd 
these and o?fi^ vaneties of spelling. Attt/writy and auctonXvs hvuiums and 
beautious, starve woodbine iixA woodbind^ are other instances of \anety. 

1 have had the advantage of access to the valuable Notes on Brydon made 
during a long period of devotion to the poet’s works by the late Mr. T. Holt 
White, which are in the possession of his son, Mr. A. Holt White, of Clements 
Hall, Rochford. My obligations to Mr. Holt White are much beyond the 
few instances of reference to him in my notes. I have to thank the Rev. 
Henry Ward, the Rector of Aldwincle St. Peter’s, Northamptonshire, for 
obligingly communicating to me the correct inscription on the tomb of Dryden's 
maternal grandfather, the Rev. Henry Pickering, which may be regarded as 
entirely removing doubt as to Dryden’s birthplace. The researches of the same 
clergyman have lately fixed the place and date of the marriage of Bry^den’s parents. 
My. thanks are also specially due for aid and advice during the preparation of 
this edition to Mr. Bolton Corney, the well-known critic and bibliographer ; to 
Mr. W. A, Wright, the late Librarian of Trinity College, Cambridge, and one 
of the editors of the “Cambridge Shakespeare and to the Rev. I)i% J r.REMlK, the 
Bean of Lincoln, to whom, long a Fellow of Trinity College, Camhri«Ige, this 
edition of the , poems of “ Gtoous John,” a famous ancient .scholar of 'rrinity, 
is gratefully inscribed by the iiditor, a mcm and former scholar of I lie same 
College. 
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The life of Dryden is that of a Poet and great Wit and Author, who mixed much 
with the world and exercised a sway over British literature for certainly the last 
thirty years of the seventeenth century. Mo^r e popular and famous in his life-time 
tlian^his greater contemporaij^MUtpi^ posterity, which calmly and clearly judges, 
has assigned to him a ioremost place among British poets of a rank second to 
Milton’s. A strong, sharp, subtle and versatile intellect, and a fine ear -for j 
numbers, which with practice gave him a matchless power of versification, are 
Drydeh’s chief characteristics of excellence as a poet. The self-contained, self- 
subsisting imagination of the greater Milton is wanting. He has more strength 
and larger grasp of mind than his more polished and equable successor. Pope, who 
divides with him suffrages for the superior place among our classic poets of second 
rank. The great bulk of Dryden’s multifarious woiks consists of dissertations on 
criticism in prose, and of poetical translations and plays, the last spun, most of them 
rapidly, from an active and quickly working brain, and composed in order to pro- 
duce ijj^pneyjieccssary for tlie expenses of living and with degrading adaptalipn to 
prevailing tastes and feelings. The poetical pieces of Dryden which are not trans- 
lations are all more or less occasional, leferring to persons or aiising out o f passing 
political ev ents^ or translating theological controversy into veise ; but the art..pf^ 
inaster has made Jhi^, ^ occasional popiry interesting and valuable for"afl *^111^®; 
•Dryden stands a^lm Imad^Brith^^ p oetical artist s, as distinguished from those oi 
g enius and imaginatiom He had in youth made himself an accomplished 
scholar, and" had lead widely. He is an excellent prose-writer, and he did much 
during forty years of writing, in poetry and in prose, to settle and improve the 
English language. Of po etical criticism ^^ 1 ^^^ : and in an age which 

undervalued both, Shakespeare and Milton, were, .lie objects. of his reverential 
adoration. Tlie con ceits of Donne and Cowley which fascinated ..his 
were . soon thro wn off by his mp’cullne ^in^^ obtained an easy supe- 

riority over his elder contemporaries Denham and W aller, whose smooth and 
skilful mmibors helped to make his poetical education, and to whom he has 
often in strong language declared his obligations. He gave British poeliy a new 
c haracter and di rection^ beyond the drama, which he himself cultivated with inferior 
success, more as a conveuicFCC than from the love of it ; and beyond love-verses, 
elegies, ,ode«, and complimentary addresses, which he also practised and excelled 
in. \ 3 rfc placed Satire on a pinnacle in our litenCture, and he is the greatest satirist 
of British poetry. As a rcas oner in verse he is unrivalled. His two great Odes 
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of St. Cecilia^s Day maintain pre-eminence in tLat class of poetry. Of his contem- 
poraries, setting aside Milton, whom his age did not appreciate and horn ■we loidv 
back to as standing above and apait, and Butler,, an eccentiic specialty of genius 
who was let starve by those whom his wit delighted, there could be no rival for 
Dryden amSlrg^ contemporary poets. Most of these were noblemen and gentlemen 
who wrote at ease, as Dorset, Roscomon, Rochester, Buckingham, hlulgrave, 
Etherege, and Sedley: Otway, Southerne, Congreve and Wycheiley, were dra- 
matists \ Duke was a mere imitator of Dryden ; and the more % igorous Oldham, 
who died young, before his powers were fully developed or fully shown, had 
obviously made Dryden his study. 

John Dryden was born on the 9th of August, 1631, at Aldwinclc, a village in 
Northamptonshire near Thrapstone and Oundle. Aldwincle consists of two 
parishes, All Saints and St Peter’s, and there is every reason to believe that the 
poet was bom in Aldwincle All Saints, and in the parsonage-house of that parish. 
Idis parents were Erasmus Dryden, third son cf Sir Erasmus Diyden, baronet, 
of Canons Ashby, Northamptonshire, and hlary, daughter of the Rev. Hentyi^ 
Pickering, rector of Aldwincle All Saints, a younger son of Sir Clilbeit 
Pickering, knight, of Tichmarsh, Northamptonshire. It has been lately ascertained 
that the marriage of Dryden’s parents was celebrated on October 21, 1C30, in the 
church of Pilton, a village near Aldwincle.* The establishment of the date of this 
marriage places it beyond doubt that the poet, born in August 1631, was the ehlost 
child of his parents. He was the eldest of a very large family, fourtjffl in immbtT, 
who were all alive when the father died in 1654. It has been lately ascertained 
by a careful examination of the inscription on the tomb of the Rev. Henry 
.Pickering, Dryden’s maternal grandfather, that he became rector of Aldwincle AH 
Saints in 1 597. All previous biographers, following Malone, who relied on what 
is now proved to be a very incorrect account of the inscription, have said that he 
did not become rector until i647.t The difference is of consequence in connexion 
with the tradition of Dryden’s birth in the parsonage-house of Aldwincle All Saints. 
If the grandfather was not rector till 1647, why should Dryden have been bom in 
that parsonage-house in 1631? Malone suggested by way of conjecture that Mr, 
Pickering might at that date have been curate. There is now no difficulty in 
accepting the tradition of Dryden’s place of birth, which has been always strong. 

■’‘•The Rev. Henry Ward, the present rector of Ald-wincle St, Peter*s, discovered the eatw of 
the marriage of Dryden's parents in the Pilton rerister, and published the information in ** ISTotes 
and Queries,” Second Senes, vol. xii p. aoj (1861). The name of the bridegroom i& spelt Dreydon 
in the register. 

t The information, correcting the old story, has been kindly given me by the Rev. Henry Ward, 
the present rector of Aldwincle St Peter’s. The inscription, as given by Malone, from 
Bridges’s ** History of Northamptonshire,” contains three errors. The following is a correct copy, 
with two blanks on account of illegibility : “ Heare lyeth the bftdy of Henry Pyketing, Rector of 
this church ... the space 4oty yeares, who departed this life the . . clay of Septembr. i0j7, 
aged 75 ” In this epitaph as previously printed, ten was substituted for ^oty, 1657 for 1^37, and 
73 for 75. Mr Ward tells me : The Tnscription is only legible when the sun is shining at a 
particular tune of the day, but is then tolerably clear." 
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The room in the parsonage-house in which he is said to have been born has been * 
shown uninterruptedly from liis birth till the present time. ,No register of birtlis 
for the parish of Aldwincle All Saints can be found older than 1650 ; positive 1 
proof that Dryden was bom in that parish is therefore wanting. His bnth is not 1 
registered in the registry-book, which exists, of the other parish, Altiwincle St 
Peter’s. Nothing is more likely than that he, his mother’s first child, should have 
been born in the house of her parents, who were then old, the father being sixty- 
nine. Dry den mentions in the Postscript to his “ Virgil” that he was bom in a village 
belonging to Lord Exeter, in whose house at Burghley he translated the Seventh 
Book of the .Eneid ; and the industry of Malone having discovered that Lord 
Exeter’s property at Aldwinde lay in the parish of St Peter’s and not in that of 
All Saints, an additional doubt, which may now be disregarded, had arisen as to 
the exact place of Dryden’s birth. It may be presumed that all that Dryden knew 
of Lord Exeter’s property to which he refers is that it was in Aldwincle. 

An ancestor of the poet, also John Dryden byname, had come firom Cumberland 
early in the reign of Queen Elizabeth, and acquired the estate of Canons Ashby in 
Northamptonshire, by marriage with the daughter and heir of Sir John Cop.e, 
knight. The Drydens and die Pickerings, near neighbours, were connected by 
marriage before the union of the poet’s parents. Sir John Pickering, elder brother 
of the clergyman Hemy who was Dryden’s maternal grandfather, had married ^ 
sister of Dryden’s lather, Erasmus Dryden. The eldest son of this marriage was 
Sir Gilbert Pickering, baronet, who was therefore Dryden’s first cousin. Sir 
Gilbert was made a baronet by Charles the First, and was afterwards one of the “ 
judges at his trial, but did not sit on the day on which sentence was given. He was 
high in Cromwell’s favour, was Chamberlain to the Protector, and one of his Peers. . 
The Drydens and the Pickerings were all on th e popular side in Ae^great Chur^ 
and^State struggles with Charles the First. Sir fiasmus^Dryden, the poet’s grand- 
father, had been imprisoned, when he was more than seventy, for refusing 'the 
payment of loan-money to Charles the First* Sir John Dryden, successoi of Sir 
Erasmus and the poet’s uncle, was a strong Puritan ; he is accused by a Church ’ 
champion of having turned the chancel of his church at Canons Ashby into a barn 
and the body of it into a corn-chamber. Erasmus, the poet’s father, who was a 
justice of the peace for Northamptonshire, was probably a “ committee-man” of the 
Commonwealth times, cither for ejecting m in i sters or sequestrating delinquents’ 
estates, perhaps for both duties. 

"And Bayes •w.'is of committee-man's flesh and blood,” 
is one of several sneering allusions by Dryden’s bitter adversaries of later days, 

♦ Sec note on a pawnxe referriifpr to this impri'ionment m Dryden's ‘Epistle to his cousin, John 
Briden, in p. 3?p. " Yo\ir j'euerous RrandMJ e,” there <'uloj?ired by Dryden, is Sfr Erasmus Dryden, 
spelt Pmtion 111 Kusliworth’s ** nistorietd Collections" (r. 473), ana not Sir Robert Bevilc, the 
cousin's matetnal Kr*u«tf.Uhcr, us Malone jjuessed, and •siircccdintf editors and biographers have 
followed him in stating. I owe this correction to Mr. Holt White’s MS. notes. 
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when he was^ J^ourt ch^pion and a Roman Catholic. Another called him a 
bristled Baptist bred,’^, taming to account for retaliation his own language on the 
Baptists in “ The* Hind and the Panther.’* 

Of Dryden’s early education before he went to Westminster next to nothing is 
known. ^e inscription on the monument in Tichmai'ah church creeled by 
Bryden’s fond cousin, Mrs., Creed, it is recorded that it was the boast of Tichmarsh 
that there he was ^‘bred and had his first learning.” This is all that is known. 
His father resided at Tichmarsh, and is described as of Tichmarsh in the Icttcrs- 
patent of 1670 making Biyden poet-laureate. It is not known when Dr3'den 
entered Westminster School. He was a King’s scholar, and he left Westminster 
in 1650 with a scholarship for Trinity College, Cambridge. He was entered at 
Trinity, May i8, 1650; he matriculated July 16; and he was elected a scholar of 
the College on the Westminster foundation October 2, 1650. 

There exists no particular information as to his life at Westminster. His works 
give abundant proof that he must have been ^igent in youth and laid in at school 
a large stock of classical knowledge Late in life, more than forty years after he 
left Westminster, he dedicated to liis old master, Dr. Busby, bis translation of the 
Fifth Satire of Persius : he says at that time that he remembers having translated 
the Third Satire as a Thursday night’s exercise at Westminster, and he mentions, 
among other reasons for dedicating one of the Satires to Dr. Busby, his obligatiimt> 

, to him for the best part of his own education and of that of two sons, and I is 
^itaivmg received from him the, fir st m id truest taste of Pcrsluw.” Theic aic 
‘extant two letters of Dryden to Busby about his sons when they were at West- 
minster, written in 1682, very graceful in their language of gratitude and deference 
.to his old master. South and Locke were among Dryden’s contemporaries at 
Westminster, but there is no sign through his life of intercomse or acquaintance 
with either; and Locke w as afterwards the medical attendant, secretary, and 
friend of Shaftesbuiy^'wEoSn Dryden fiercely assailed and recklessly reviled. 

A poem written by Dryden was published before he left Westminster. The 
unumely'Bl^th mr*i^49 of a very promising young nobleman who had been 
educated at Westminster, Lord Hastings, the eldest son of the Earl of Hunt- 
ingdon, produced a large number of elegies from youths still at Westminster, 
from many who had left, and from others ; Denham, Herrick, and Marvel, 
all three already known as poets, were among those who joined in poetical 
lamentation. Thirty- three elegies were collected and published in 1650 by 
Richard Brome with the title “ Lacrymae Musarum, the Tears of the Muses ; 
exprest ii!i Elegies written by divers persons of nobility and worth upon the 
death of Henry Lord Hastings, only son of the Right Honourable Ferdinando, 
Earl of Huntingdon, heir-general of the high-beto Prince George, Duke of 
Clarence, brother to TCing Edward tlie Fourth.” The chief interest of this 
curious little volume now consisfs in its containing Dryden’s first poem, which, 
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though of anything hut superior excellence, is inferior to few of its companions, 
and better than many of them. who was an ardent admirer of Diyclen, 

is reported by Mason to have been in the habit of saying that this first poem did 
not give the ^lightest promise of future excellence, and seemed to show want \ 
of ear for versification. The poem is undoubtedly Jstiff,* Jabo,ured^ ' 

Itlhust' be judged, however, as the production of a youth of eighteen, saturated 
wit h Latin and G^e ek, and set on imitating the metaphysical*conceiS"of Donne . 
and Cowley, who were then in fashion and had impressed his young intellect. 

Not very much more is known of Dryden at Cambridge than of his life at " 
Westminster, _A short p oem, h is second known piece, being a few complimentaiy ^ 
lines addressed to a young friend, John Hoddesdon, and printed at the beginning 
of a little volume of religious poetry by Hoddesdon, called “ Sion and Parnassus,” 
was published, and probably also written, soon after he commenced residence 
at Cambridge. Hoddesdon’s little volume was published in 1650, and the lines ^ 
of praise are signed **John Dryden, of Trinity C.” The style of these lines is i 
perhaps a little less constrained than that of the poem on Lord Hastings : but t 
classical allusions predominate. 

There is a record in the archives of Trinity College of Dryden’s being in 
disgrace in the second year of his undergraduateship. It is written in the College 
Conclusion Book, July 19, 1652, that “his- crime was his disobedience to the 
Vice-Master, and his contumacy in taking of his punishment inflicted by him.” 
The occasion and nature of the disobedience are not explamed. The punishment 
assigned by the College was “that Dryden be put out of commons for a fortnight 
at least, and that he go not out of the College during the time aforesaid, 
excepting to sermons, without express leave from the Master or Vice-Master, and 
that at the end of the fortnight he read a confession of his crime in the Hall at 
dinner-time at the three Fellows’ tables.” This , is_reaUy jhe is| 

known of his College life beyond dates of formal academic acts. He took ‘the -•/ 
degree of Bachelor of Arts in January 1654. He did not become a Fellow* of ; 
Trinity College, and he did not take the degree of Master of Arts at Cambridge ; \ 
he is said, however, to have continued to reside at Cambridge till about the middle | 
of 1657, when he was nearly ripe for a Master’s degree. 

His father died in June 1654. The property to which he succeeded was^small, 
but proba bly sufficient to keep a single man in decenej.^ He acquired under his 
father’s will two-thirds of the income oi" a smaii estate at Blakesley, near Cmions 
Ashby and Tichmarsh, the other third being left to hds mother for her life. On. 
her death, in 1676, the whole income of the estate became his. Malone> who made 
very minute incptirics and calculations, represents the whole income of the little 
Blakesley property as sixty* pounds a year. Dryden’s p o rtion of for^ 

Malone considers e<iuivalent to a hundred and twenty atme end of tKe eighteenth 
eentni^, when he wrote. Dryden is said to have returned to Oxbrid ge after 
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his father’s death, and to have continued to reside there for nearly three years. 
His heart was touched during this time with love for a cousin. Honor, dauglUer 
of Sir John Dryden, and sister of the cousin John to whom late in lie 
addressed an Epistle, which is one of his best smaller poems. A letter v*ikuu 
by Dryden t5‘this lady in 1655 is prcscived, which passionately mingles pociiy v. llh 
prose. It has been always matter of surprise that Dryden neither obtained a 
fellowship in the College of which he was a scholar, nor took the degree of ?.'a 
of Arts. ' Malone, who is the authority for the statement that he conliniicd to 
reside at Cambridge after liis father’s death till 1C57, gives no sufficient prou^, If 
any at all ; and it would be easier to explain both circumstances, if he quitted 
Cambridge on the death of his father. As to his not taking the degree of blaster 
of Arts, this would probably be explained, as he was not a Fellow, by the expense, 
which would have been greater for Dryden, in consequence of his inheritance from 
his father. The ancient statutes of the University required any one possessed of 
any estate, annuity, or certain income for life amounting to j^26 13^. 4^/. to pay 
;^8 6s, in addition to the ordinary fees for any degree ; and these for the 
M. A. degree for one not a Fellow of a College would be as much. It may be 
•rapposed that Dryden with his income of forty poimds might be unable, or might 
not care, to incur the expense of this degree. 

Shadwell, in his scurrilous reply to Dryden’s “Medal,” taunts Dryden with 
having left Cambridge in shame after receiving chastisement fiom some young 
nobleman whom he had slandered : 

** At Cambridge fiist your scurrilous vein began, 

Where saucUy you traduced a nobleman, 

Who for that ciime rebuked you on the head, 

And you had been expelled, had you not fled.'' 

But there is not the slightest confirmation anywhere else of this story, and had 
there been any such cause for Dryden’s leaving Cambridge, more would most cer- 
tainly have been known of it. It is unlikely on the other hand that so specific an 
imputation should be wholly baseless ; and the story may be an incorrect and exag- 
gerated version of the cause of Dryden’s college-trouble in 1652, There is no sign 
in his many writings, or in what is known of the events of Hs life^ ^ pf foi ^toess for 
Ca mbridge, or renewed intercourse with his old College and University. One soli- 
taryTiSf&ce’is in his “Life of Plutarch,” published in 1683, where he mentions 
having read that author in the Library of Trinity College, “to which foundation,” 
he then adds, “I gratefully acknowledge a great part of my education.” No 
inference on the other hand can be drawn as to altered feeling from the often- 
quoted lines of one of his Prologues spoken at Oxford : 

“ Ox^rd to him a dearer name shall be 
Than his own mother-univeisity. 

Thebes did his ^cen unknowing yoTith engage ; 

He chooses Athens in hi:, riper age.'* 
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For it was characteristic of Drydeii to flatter when he desired to please, and run 
riot in praise if it suited his purpose of the moment ; and a letter of his to John , 
■Wilmot, Earl of Rochester, is 'preserved, in which he avows the insincerity of other 
similar flattering addresses to an Oxford audience. Sending RochesjFer copies or a 
Prologue and Epilogue written for Oxford in 1673, he says, hear they have 
succeeded, and by the event your lordship will judge how easy ’tis to pass anything 
upon an University, and what groas flatteiy the leamed will endure.’^ 

Dryd^ appears to have taken up his residence 111 London about the middle of 
the yea f 1657 . Oliver Cromwell was then in the height of power, strongly estab- 
lished asftotector, having lately refused for the second time the title of King. The 
second Protectoral constitution had been newly made, by which a second House 
was created, and Cromwell was charged with the nomination of its members for life. 
All Dryden’s relations were Cromwcllitcs, and his cousin Sir Gilbert Pickering was 
*prom 5 ent and influential. He was one of the Peers nominated by Cromwell in 
the following year, 1658. Sliadwcll says, in ‘‘The Medal of John Bayes,” that 
Dryden was clerk to Sir Gilbert when he began London life. It is veiy probsiblc 
that he lived for a time with Sir Gilbcit, or improved his scanty income by working 
under him for some remuneration. On the death of Ciomwcll, September 3, 165S, 
Dryde n wrote his fir^t iiocm of maik, “ Heroic Stanzas ” in memoiy and praise.of 
thej^rotector* lie had not published, and docs not appear to have wiitten any 
poetry, since his two school and college cflbrls of 1650. The supeiiority of his 
poem on Cromwell is very ^onsidci aide, lie was now in his hventy-eightli year. 
Diyden did not blossom young as a poet, and even now the flow^er was developed 

slowly, i 

“ Great Dryden did not early great appear, 

Faintly distinguished in his thirtieth year.”* 

Dryden’s poem in praise of Cromwell was published in conjunction with two other 
poetical eulogies by Waller, an elder poet of established fame, and by “Mr. Sprat 
of Oxford,” who was his junior, and who came to be Dean of Westminster and 
Bishop of Rochester. When these poems weie published, a few months after 
Cromwell’s death, there was every appearance that his son Richard was finniy i 
seated as his successor, and the hopes of a Stuart restoration were at the lowest. ; 
But a sudden unexpected change came over the nation : in less than eighteen 
months Charles the Second was restored ; and Dryden and Waller then sung the 
praises of Charles and the wickedness of all who had rebelled against his father 
and murdered him, and kept the son out of his rights. 

Drydcii’s life of forty years from the Restoration, when he broke away from all 
his early a.s.sociations into anthusiaslic loyalty, may be conveniently divided irito 
three portions. The first will extend to the publication ** Absalom and Achito- 

* addressed to Charles Montague, Earl of Halifax, by Laurence Eusden^ a poet-laureate, 

quoted by Malone in his Life, p. 50. 
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pixel near the close of l68i, when he suddenly emeiged from his chief occupation 
of play-writing to -appear in political controversy, and electrified the public with 
his satire of matchless vigour in verse of consumihate skill. The second poition 
will extend t(r»,the Revolution of i6SS, when he ceased to hold the oiticcb ot X^uet- 
Laureate and "Historiographer Royal, which he had received from Charles, and 
loring aU his official income he was forced to return to play-writing for subsistence. 
The third and last portion is from 1688 till death ended his existence of toil and 
strife and fame on May i, 1700. Though the industiy of subsequent biographers 
has made some considerable addition to the stock of materials from which Johnson 
wrote his life of Hryden, the deficiency of infonnation as to the life of one famous 
so long before his death is stiU remarkable, and the names and dates and order 
of his publications make a large portion of his biography. 


i66o“i68i. 

Three poems within two years after the Restoration were the fruit of Bryden^s 
new-born zeal for the restored King a nd Chumh, These arc ‘*A*strcca Redux,*’ 
written immediately after the Restoration in its praise, and published in 1660,* a 
“ Panegyric addressed to the King on his coronation, which took place April 
' 22, 1661 ; and a complimentary poem addressed to Clarendon, the Lord Chancellor, 
on New Year’s Day, 1662. There is no possibility of r econciling, satisfactorily for 
Dryden’s character, the political tone of these poems and his new politics with his 
praises of Cromwell and of all that had led up to Cromwell’s power, written but 
eighteen months before the Restoration. The enemies of Dryden may have put a 
forced and unfair interpretation on the following lines, in representing them as 
Justifying the execution of Charles the First, and they may contain no more 
’’than a figurative illustration ol Cromwell’s vigour in prosecuting the war to the 
end as contrasted with the dilatory and irresolute proceedings of Essex ; 

“ War, our consumption, was their gainful trade ; ^ 

We inward bled, whilst they prolonged our pain ; 

He fought to end opr fighting, and assaved 
To stanch the blood by breathing of the vein.” 

But the praise of Cromwell’s proceedings in the war and of the rebellion itself is 
: unequivocal, and the poem ends with a declaration that Cromwell’s name would 
stand as a great example, to show 

r 

How strangely high endeavours may be blessed 
Where piety am valour jointly go.” 

Immediately after the Restoration, and within eighteen months, the bame poet, 
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a man nearly thirty years of age, wrote, in ‘‘ Astrsea Redux," of Charles’s exile 
during the Protectorate ; 

For his long absence church and state did groan ; 

Madness the pulpit, faction seized the throne : 

Experienced age in deep despair was lost. 

To see the rebel thrive, the loyal crost ” 

And again addressing the restored King, he said : 

The discontented now are only they 

Whose crimes before did your just cause betray." 

A sudden change like this from one extreme to another, attendant on Inumph of I 
the newly-espoused cause over that whibh the poet abandons, cannot be complacently 1 
regarded. Dryden projected and sketched at this time a play on the subject of the ] 
Duke of Guise and the French League ; he did not now persevere with it, hut 
part of his present work was turned to use in the play which was published, twenty 
years later, the joint work of himself and Lee, on the same subject ; and the 
language of Dryden’s loyal poems now published shows that he did not exaggerate 
the ardour of his new loyalty at its birth when, in 1683, in his ** Vindication of 
the Duke of Guise,” he said that he had undertaken the subject immediately 
after the Restoration ^*as the fairest way which the Act of Indemnity had tlien 
left us of setting forth the rise of the late. Rebellion, and by exploding the villanies 
of it upon the stage to precaution posterity against like errors.” , 

J^^ new politics a^ common cultivation of ppet^ probably combined to i 
connect Dryden at tliis time in friendship with Sir Robert Howard, a younger son I 
of the Earl of Berkshire, who was of a Royalist family, and had been constant to I 
the royal cause. A complimentary poem addressed by Dryden to Sir Robert was 
prefixed to a volume of poems published by the latter soon after the Restoration. . 
This shows that Dryden’s praise was already regarded as having value ; his 
‘‘Astrsea Redux” had probably been already published. Howard’s volume began 
with a Panegyric for the King, and ended with another for Monk, One of 
ShadwelVs malicious taunts against Dryden in his reply to “ The Medal” is that 
he lived at this period indelicately on Sir Robert Howard’s bounty ; and he also 
taunts Dryden with being at this time a dro d^e for Herringman, who was his 
and Sir Robert Howard’s publisher. Dryden was above actual want,, but he 
doubtless increased by writing hi.s small inherited income. Tluough2ife he wi'ote to 
nj:rc^c„lris means, and to do this is no disgrace. According to the custom oFfHc*'* 
time, he might haW received from I Toward a present of money in return for Ms 
com]ilimenlary poem ; and,*thc King and Clarendon doubtless rewarded his praises. 
Servil ity to tlmsc with whom he lived was no part of ^rydenV c’araclerj inde- 
pendence and pr'uie wore strangciy mixed with lu.s tendency to fiaUeiy in 'wfTtiiig, 
an(r*oK*’l(pdirt lu his own interest^ lie re^Hcct hlnibelf as 
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the social equal of Sir Robert Howard, held up his head before him, and some 
years later in a literary controversy treated him with asperity and some disdain. 
He had in the meantime become the husband of Sir Robert Howard’s sister. 

Dryden was married to Lady Elizabeth Howard in St. Swithin’s Church, 
London, on ist of December, 1663. The marriage was by licence, and it is 
expressly mentioned that it was with the consent of the lady’s father, the Eail of 
Berkshire, though, as she wa s twe nty-five years of age, the father’s consent was 
not necessary. Dryden is descrlBed in" the entry in the register as of the parish 
of St. Clement Danes : the lady is described as of the parish of St. Martin’s, 
in which was Berkshire House. The express mention of the father’s consent 
disproves any inference from the celebration of the marriage in tlie church of a 
parish to which neither bride nor brid^oom belonged that it was clandestine. 
The marriage, however, probably took place under circumstances not happy and 
auspicious. There are many broad insinuations in the printed productions of 
Dryden’s many assailants ' aga inst th e purity of his wife’s character before her 
mardage ; and one distinctly taunts him with having been hectored into marriage 
by -the lady’s brothers in order to save her character. A letter, which lime has 
revealed, written by Dryden’s wife before her marriage to a licentious young 

1 ' nobleman, the second Earl of Chesterfield, places it beyond reasonable doubt that 
she had an intrigue with him before her marriage.* It is hardly likely that, if 
her character had been unsullied, she would have married Dryden, who, though 
of good family, was poor, and living by his pen. There is no doubt that they 
were an ill-assorted pair, and that the marriage was unhappy. The wife’s temper 
was fitful and violent ; and her latter years were clouded with insanity. She was 
' not a congenial companion by intellect for Dryden. It is difficult in such cases to 
distinguish entirely cause and effect, or to determine accurately the faults of both 
sides. A wife of softer temper and more sympathizing mind might have saved the 
poet from seeking, after daily literary labour, pleasure and excitement beyond his 
^home, and might have refined and purified his character. On the other hand, a 
better man, or one of another temperament, might have raised the wife and made 
her happier. Dryden was a libertine. A beautiful actress, Ann Reeve, was noto- 
riously for many years his mistress. The husband and wife had one strong tie in 
a merit common to both, love of the ir c hildr en. Dryden’s letters give striking 
proofs pf his warm self-denying affection foT his sons, and there are two extant 
letters of Lady Elizabeth showing deficient cultivation, but charming in their 
artless manifestation of maternal tenderness and care. 

Dryden gained some jj>ddition to his means by this m arriage. In his dedication 

* Letters of Philip, secoiuSUEarl of Chesterfield, 1820, p. ps- This Earl of Chesterfield was 
many years afterwards a patroa of Dryden, and the Georgies were dedicated to him in the 
Tianslation of Virgil. The same volume of Letters added two letters of Dryden on the subject 
■ of this dedication to the scanty stock of published Dryden letters. 
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of the play Cleomenes to Laurence Hyde, Earl of Rochester, in 1692, he says ■ 
that he held some property under this nobleman in Wiltshire : this would doubtless i 
have been acquired through his marriage, Lord Berkshire’s chik possessions being ' 
in Wiltshire. Pope told Spence that Dryden Jeft a fa,i^ly, estate pf about 
year ; and there are other statements in accord with that ascribj^to Pope. It 
appears from official documents preserved in the Record Office that, in considera- ; 
tion of her father’s services. Lady Elizabeth had received in 1662 a warrant for a ! 
grant of ;f3,ooo from the Excise, to be paid in quarterly instalments of £2.^^, and 
that she had made this over, in May 1663, to her father, in exchange for another 
sum of ;^3,ooo, portion of a grant of ;^8,ooo made to him by the King. This sum 
of £Zy^^ was still due from the King in August 1666 : but it may be presumed 
that it was ultimately paid, and added to Dryden’s fortune; and property in | 
Wiltshire may have been purchased with it.* 

An entry in the Diary of S^uel Pepys of February 3, 1664, just two months 
after the marriage, shows that ’bry'deh' had already acquired the fame of a poet. 
Pepys saw him that evening in the Coffee House at Covent Garden, which came to 
be known as WilP^^nd which he frequehte 4 *tiff d^'th, having been then for many 
years its presiding spirit. ** In Covent Garden to-night, going to fetch home my 
wife, I stopped at the great Coffee House there, where I never was before ; where 
Dryden, the poet I knew at Cambridge, and all the wits of the town, and Harris 
the player, and Mr. Hoolc of our College [Magdalen]. And had I had time then, 
or could at other times, it will be good coming thither ; for there, I perceive, is 
very^utty^and jplea&ant discourse” As far back as November 1662, Dryden had ‘ 
been elected a Fellow of the newly-instituted Royal Society ; an honour wlncli he 
profiably owed immediately to his poem addressed to Dr. Charleton on his work on 
Stonehenge, published in 1662, in which he had reviewed English discoveries in 
science and lauded their authors. Of science Dryden had no accurate knowledge, * 
and his election to the Royal Society was rather a marie of social^position and 
general reputation. He was already a writer of plays, and had produced two ^ 
on the stage, though without marked success, Before'his'marriage. 

On the revival of theatrical representations at the Restoration, Charles the 
Second, acting under the advice of Clarendon, gave permission for onl^ two 
th^res,"wELich were called the King’s Theatre and the Duke’s, the latter in 
fibnour of the Duke of York. The King’s Theatre was under the direction of 
Thomas Killigrew, a favourite court-wit and a writer of plays ; the Duke’s was 
under Sir William Davenant, the pocl-laureate. Dryden’s first play, ‘‘The 
Wild Gallant,” a comedy, was brought out in February 1663, by the King’s 
Company, who were then feting in Vere Street, Lincoln’s Inn Fields, waiting 
for the completion of a better house iu Drury Lane, ^o which they moved in 

^ Calendars of State Papers (Domestic), xdfii-s and *1665*6, by Mrs. Everett Green : Feb. 27, 
March s8, and May 7, 166a ; June as, Aug. aa and 39, 1G66. 
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the throne of Mexico. In “The Indian Emperor*' Dryden’s subiect was the 
conquest of Mexico and dethronement of Monte:m.maby the Spaniards. “The 
Indian Emperor*’ was brought out at the King’s Theatre in the early part of 
16655 the fine scenes and dresses of “The Indian Queen” reappeared. As 
Dryden said in the Prologue, ^ 

** The scenes are old, the habits are the same 
We wore last year, before the Spaniards came.” 

“The Indian Emperor” succeeded on the stage, and Dryden had now obtained | 
a firm footing as a dramatic author. The author’s piofits from the acting of a | 
play were derived from the third m ^ ht’s representation, which custom appropriated 
for his benefit. A successful third night might bring Dryden at this time forty 
or fifty guineas : the publisher’s payment for cop3ncight and the pecuniary reward 
for a dedication were additionaT profits,' which, later, were valuable to Diy^'eh. 
As yet, of the three plays which he had produced, he had published only “ The 
Rival Ladies,” dedicated to Lord Orrery, “ The Indian Emperor ” was published 
in 1667, with a dedication to the young Duchess of Monmouth, and “The Wild 
Gallant ” was not published till 1669. 

The great Pla^ie wMch visited England iri 166^ closed the play-houses, and 
inlernipted for a lime Diyde^s. career of play-writing. The pla^e liaS.* hardly 
ceased when, in September (166^ London was ravaged by the great Fire, and 
through these two calamities there were no dramatic representations in London 
from May 1665 till very near the close of the year 1666. During the greater part 
of this long period Dryden seems to have lived at his father-in-law Lord 
Berkshire’s seat at Charlton in Wiltshire. He composed during this time the 
poem of “Annus Mirabilis,”— the year 1666 of Du tch war, plagu e^ ^ fire : the 
Preface to which, dated from Charlton, November 16, 1666, was addressed to 
Sir Robert Howard, with many friendly compliments. “You have not only been ^ 
careful of my fortune,” he says, “which was the effect of your nobleness, but 
you have been solicitous of my reputation, which is that of your kindness. It^ 
is not long since I gave you the trouble of perusing a play for me, and now, 
instead of an acknowledgment, I have given you a greater in the correction of 
a poem.” ’The play which Ploward had perused was probably the comedy of 
“ Secret I.ove, or the Maiden Queen,” which was brought out with great success 
soon after the re-opening of the theatres. Another work which employed Dryden, 
during his residence in the country in 1666, was his “ Essay of . D rama tic 
which he published in ifiCB, and which led to a controversy with Sir Robert Howard, 
and to an interruption, probably however not very long, of his friendship with his 
brother-in-law. The .subject of cUsputc was the comparative merits of rhyme 
and bla nk verse in tragedies j JIoward, ' though he" ha<^ written rKymeii "feoic 
piaysT tardy criticised I)ryden’s*doclrine in tho*Prefacc- to his play of “The Duke 
of Lerma,” published in x668 ; and Dryden sharply rejoined in “A Defence of 
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tlie Essay of Dramatic Poesy” prefixed to a second edition of Indian 

Emperor.” The. pieces of this controversy may yet be read wth interest, 
especially Dryden’s larger portion; the quarrel, on which biographers have 
much dwelt, ^las probably been exaggerated. There is incontrovertible proof in 
Dryden’s lettiftfe of the last years of his life, that he and Sir Robert Howard were 
on terms of intimacy and affection, and that Howai'd was kind and generous to him. 

Dryden^s eldest son, Charles, was bom at Charlton in 1665 or 1666. 

The ‘‘Annus Mirabilis,” published in the beginning of 1667, added consideiably 
to Dryden’s fame. It was tlie longest and most elaborate poem which he had yet 
pi,*oduced. In this poem he returned to the quatrain stan^ which he had used in 
his poem in praise of Cromwell, and to which the ear of the poetry-reading public 
was familiarized by the ‘ ‘ Gondibert ” of Davenant. The difficult stanza is managed 
by Dryden with skill, and he shows in this poem his mastery of the English 
language. The Dutch war and the deeds of the English navy were subjects of 
I thrilling interest at the moment ; his description of the Fire of London contains 

i ' some fine poetry. The poem has many passages of thought, tenderness, and 
dignity, which greatly predominate over occasional disfigurements of extravagance 
and bathos. Pepys, who generally reflected the public opinion, says of this poem, 
which he bought and read on Febmary 2, 1667 ; “lam very well pleased this 
night widi reading a poem I brought home with me last night from Westminster 
Hall, of Dryden’s, upon the present war ; a veiy good poem.” 

, Dryden’s comedy of “Secret Love, or the Maiden Queen,” was brought out at 
the King’s Theatre in March 1667, and was a great success. Nell Gwyn, who 
had lately begun as an actress, enchanted the audience in the part of I*1orimoI. 
Pepys went with his wife to see the play on March 2, the first night': the King 
and the Duke of York were present; “The play,” says Pepys, “was mightily 
- commended for the regularity of it, and the strain and mt 5 ” and of Nell Gwyn’s 
acting he says, “ I nev e r can hope to see the like done agdn hy man or woman.” 
Jle records a second and a thirS.'^sit’ to the play within the month, and each time 
renews in the same strain his praises both of the play and of Nell Gwyn’s acting. 
The plaif was published in the following year vnth a courtly Preface, which was 
and was not a dedication to the King : modesty prevented such a dedication ; 
but the play “ having been owned in so particular a manner by his majesty that 
he has -graced it with the title of his play,” Dryden announced that “after l^is 
i glory which it has received from a sovereign prince,” he could not “send it lo 
seek protection from any subject.” Dryden now revived his first play, “The 
Wild Gallant, ” and his established fame probably helped to give it more success. 
In the autumn of 1667 “ Sir Martin Mar-all,” a comedy, was brought out at the 
Duke’s Theatre in Lincoln’s Inn Fields. The belief at the time was that Ihi 
play, an obvious adaptation of Mblite’s “L’Etourdi,” had been reconstruct 
and made his own by Dryden from a translation of Moliere’s play by ll'e Duke 
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of Newcastle. The play was, however, called the Duke of Newcastle’s, and it 
was published in the following year without authoi^s name ; but, later, Diyclen 
announced it without dispute as one of his own plays. Pepys speaks of it, 
August 1 6, 1667, as “a play made by my Lord Duke of Newcastle, but, as ^ 
everybody says, corrected by Dryden.” It was a very successfi4j(4comedy : “ I ; 
never laughed so in all my life,” says Pepys, “and at very good wit therein, 
not fpol^ ,* the house full, and in all thmgs of mighty content to me.” A . 
joint wbfli of Dryden and Davenant, “ The Tempest, or the Enchanted Island,” 
a comedy, an alteration of Shakespeare’s “Tempest,” was pioduced at the 
Duke’s Theatre in November 1657. Davenant ied before the publication 
of this piece in 1670, when it appeared wdth a preface by Dryden ^, in which 
he speaks of Davenant^ as, ^^haying^ venerated^ ^Sh^e^ and haying^ firgt 
taught himself to admire, him. , Sir Walter Scott iinks that Dryden had 
little more to do with this alteration of Shakespeare than to adapt Davenant’s 
work to the stage : but Dryden’s preface would rather seem to mean that the plan 
was Davenant’s, and the writing chiefly his own. The new “Tempest” can 
only be pronoimced a debasement of Shakespeare’s play to please an ill-judging 
audience. But Dryden himself duly valued thq„genius of Shakespeare, and kpew 
his own inferiority. The plays of Shakespeare were then^neglected at the theatres^ 
Ben Jonson was a greater favourite. Dryden endeavoured persistently to amend 
the popular judgment in this respect : he had already in his “ Essay of Dramatic | 
Poesy” published that eulogium on Shakespeare ^of which Johnson has said that itj 
“ may stand as a perpetual model of encomiastic criticism, exact without miimte-j 
ness, and lofty without exaggeration.” The altered “Tempest” now appeared on 
the stage with a Prologue from Dryden’s pen, containing a fine and nobly written 
tribute to tire genius of Shakespeare. It is in tliis Prologue that the often-quoted 
lines occur, — 


I' 


* But Shakespeare's magic could not copied be ; 
Within that circle none durst walk but he.” 


I' It was probably after the production of “The Tempest ” at the Duke’s 
Theatre, where Davenant presided, that Dryden became ajretaige^y^terjinder ^ 
contract for the Bang’s Theatre, at which afl his own unassisted plays had 
hitherto appeared, and in fact a partner in the Company. Our information as to 
this contract is derived from a memorial of complaint against Diydcn by his 
partners, addressed, it is presumed, to the Lord Chamberlain, when Dryden and 
Lee’s play of “ CEdipus ” was about to be brought out at the Duke’s Theatre 
some ten years later.* It is distinctly stated in Hus memorial that Dryden con- 

* A further proof of this partrrership is furnished by a document published by Mr. J. Payne 
Collier in 1840 in the Shakespeare Society's Papers, vol. iv. p. T47. It is an agreement by the 
partners, of whotu Dryden appears as one among ten, to repay f sum of money lent one 
Nicholas Burt for the fuindmg of the new theatre, after Ae desUuction of the old one by fire ni 
January *679. Mr. Collier, in his paper, which is called "Dryden, lulligrew, and the fur 
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tracted to write three plays a year for the King’s Theatre, in consideration of 
leceiving a share and a"’5arter of the profits of the theatre, which were divided 
into twelve shares and*tliree *qiiari:efs;’'ahd that he received his share of the 
profits regularly, amounting for some years to or ;(£’40O on an average, 

though he^di^'.pot fulfil his part of the contract : and so far from writing three 
plays in a year, not always one. The £iqo or £400 a year of profit to Dryden 
would be up to the burning of the theatre in January 1673 ; after that event 
the memorial proceeds to state that the company incurred great debts in building 
a new house, “so that the shares fell much short of what they were formerly.” 
** Thereupon,” say the memorialists, “Mr. Dryden complaining to the company 
of his want of profit, the company was so kind to him, that they not only did 
not press him for the plays which he so engaged to write for them, and for which 
he was paid beforehand, but they did also at his earnest request give him a third 
day for his last new play, called ‘ All for Love ; ’ and at the receipt of the money of 
the said third day, he acknowledged it as a gift and a particular kindness of the 
company.” “All for Love ” was brought out in the beginning of 1678. The 
complaint against Dryden was that he gave the play of “ CEdipu^” to the Duke’s 
Company. The statement of the memorialists that Dryden did not always produce 
one play a year, though he had bound himself to produce three, is strictly true. 
During the ten years, from the end of 1667 to the beginning of 1678, he produced 
but ten plays: “All for Love” being counted in the number, and the two 
parts of “The Conquest of Granada” as two separate plays ; and an unfortunate 
production, “Ladies k la Mode,” which did not survive the first night and was 
never printed, being also counted. In undertaking to write three plays a year, 
Dryden had promised what was impossible ; less than one a year might have 
been better for his reputation. But it is interesting to know that for four years 
.from^the end of 1667 Dryden received £300 or £400 from the King’s Company, 
and for six years more, till the b^^ning of 1678, a diminished income from the 
same quarter, which would probably not have been less than ;^2O0 a year. The 
expense of building the new theatre, which was opened in March"! 674, is stated to 
have been £4^000 ; of which Dryden probably would have had to pay about;£‘400, 

I he having 6ne share and a quarter of the profits out of twelve shares and three 
i quarters. 


Company which acted at Diytry Lane Theatre,” said that he possessed several Prologues and 
Epilogues by Dryden, some in print and others in manuscript, which had never been inseitcd in 
any collection of Dryden’s works, and promised to copy them out for the Sbakespciue Sociciy’s 
next volume. But these promised new Prologues and Epilogues never appeared. Mr. Colfiei 
furnished Mr. R. Bell, for his edition of Dryden’s Poems of t8^4, with a printed copy of the 
Second Epilogue to "The Duke of Guise” (see p 461 of this volume), which had not been printed 
by Scott. There is a printed copy of this in the British Museum Library. I applied to Mr. 
J. Payne Collier for information as to o|jier Prologues and Epilogues, and conclude from his 
replv to me that his statement of 1849 was a mistake, except only as regaxds the second Proloirue 
for " The Duke of Guise." 
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The first play written for the King’s Theatre under the contract was “ An 
Evening’s Love, or the Mock Astrologer,” a comedy adapted from “ Le Feint 
Astrologue” of the younger Corneille. This was brought out in June 1668, and 
was not vei*y successful. Pepys did not like it, nor did his wife : the Sccrctaiy 
to the Admiralty thought it “very smutty, and nothing so good a<w^he Maiden 
Queen’ or ‘The Indian Emperor’ of Dryden’s making.” ITerrmgman the 
publisher told Pepys that Dryden himself called it “ but a fifth-rate play.” The 
play w'as dedicated in the usual strain of adulation to the Duke of Newcastle. 

On the 19th of June, 1668, the same day on which Pepys mentions that his 
wife went to the theatre and “saw the new play ‘Evening Love’ of Dryden’s, 
which, though the world commends, she likes not,” Evelyn enters the following m 
his Diary : “To anew play witli several of my relatives, ‘The Evening Love,’ a 
foohsh plot and very profane ; it afflicted me to see how the stage was degenerated 
and polluted by the licentious times.” Pepys mentions another play by Dryden, a 
translation from the French, called “Ladies k la Mode,” about which there 
is no other information, produced at the King’s Theatre in September 1668, and 
‘ entirely condemned on the first and only representation. “ So mean a thing,” 
says Pepys, “as when they came to say it would be acted again to-morrow, both 
he that said it, Beeson, and the pit fell a laughing, there being this day not a 
quarter of the pit full.” The play never appeared again, and this is the only 
known notice of it. We lose henceforth the advantage of Mr. Pepys’s notices 
of Dryden’s plays : his valuable Diary ends with May 1669. 

The degree of Master of Arts was conferred on Dryden in June 1668, by the J 
Ar^bishop of Canterbury, on a letter of recommendation from the King. 'j 

“Tyrannic Love, or the Koyal Martyr,” a tragedy, and “Almanzor and 
Almahide, or the Conquest of Granada,” another tragedy, in two parts, each part 
, being a separate play, were Dryden’s dramatic productions of 1669 and 1670, under 
I his agreement with the King’s Theatre. NeU Gwyn, who had now become the 
I King’s ^imstr^Sj^ had a prominent part in all three plays. It was necessary toj 
j d 3 ay the bringing out of the first part of “The Conquest of Granada” until after p 
j her confinement in May 1670, when she presented Charles with ason^who was in J 
I due time made Duke of St Alban’s. The cause of delay is alluded to in Drydea’s J 
! Epilogue; 

“ And pity us, your scywanJls, to whose cost, 

In one sucli sicknesjS' nincjkvhole months are lost. ‘ 

' There is a .story that Charles became enamoured of Nell Gwyn a year before, 
when he saw her as Valeria^ in “Tyrannic Love ; ” and the time of the birth of 
the Duke of St. Alban’s supports the stoxy. These heroic tragedies, full of beauties j ] 
as well ite fiiulth, gic.illy lai.scd l>i7don\ lame. Thu Maxiuiiu of “ Tyrannic T.ovc ” t | 
and the AlinansoV* of ‘-The Conquest of "Granada ” are tragedy-heroes, whose | 
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! ^‘heroism too often runs riot in rant; and Diyden himself acknowledged, eleven ' 
I years later, in his DediSition of “The Spanish Friar,” that some of the verses 
' which he had put into their mouths cried shame on him for their extravagance, 

!f, and that he would gladly see them burnt. But these exttavagances aided success 
on the stagL'^ and the stilted heroic tragedies were a ruling passion, to which 
Dryden conformed, ani which he in turn strengthened. ‘^Tyrannic Love” was 
published in 1670, •with a dedication of the usual sort to the Duke of Monmouth, 
and the two parts of “The Conquest of Granada” in 1672, with another equally 
flattering dedication to the Duke of York, To “ The Conquest of Granada*' was , 
prefixed an Essay on heroic plays, another defence of rhymes in tragedy; and 
there was annexed to’ the" puHication an Essay on the dramatic poets of the 
last age, being a defence of his Epilogue to die Second Part, in- which he had 
claimed superi.Q?i,ty for the dramatic writers of the time over Ben Johson aniTothcm 
of the preceding age. This Epilogue had exposed him to much attack. In his 
defence of the Epilogue, Dryden addresses himself principally to criticism .of the 
hmguage of Jp^son ; he had a hardlasTc in defending himself, and his criticism is 
almost entirely worcl-picking, while his own writings furnish examples of almost all 
the faults which he charges against Jonson. 

In August 1670 Dryden received the two appointments of Poet-Laur^^te and J 
Histono^aphei^oyS^^ The j&rst had become vacant by die death of his friend, 

Sir William Davenant, in April 1668 ; and the other had been vacant since tlxc j 
death of James Howell in j666. These two appointments were now joined in one I 
j patent, which conferred a salaty of ;C^oo a year, with a butt of canary winc^eycry ' 
year f rom the King’s cellars. The salary was to be paid to Dryden from Mid- 
summer-day, the next "quarter-day after Davenant’s death, so that he was 10 
begin by receiving ;^400 of arrears, Malone and other biographers have discussed 
^ pro^bUities as to which of his numerous noble friends and patrons would most 
have helped to gain him this appointment. He could have had no want of 
^ powerful recommendations at Court : but it may be presumed that the fame which 
he had acquired, and the King’s ^jo^ent of his plays, were his best helps. It 
, maybe judged firom passages in DrydenTs wriSngs that*S£r Thonads Clxfiford, now 
Treasurer of the Household, who in 1673 became Lord Clifford and Lord 
Treasurer, and the Du chess of Monmouth, were two of his ^li^ jealous 
advocates ;"aad he h^^'aF the jfeiendshxp of John Wilmot, Eail of 
Rochester, a literary arbiter and a favourite of Charles. 

The death of Dryden’s mother in 1670 added R20 to his income from the 
property in Northamptonshire. The ^estion of^ Drydeu’s pecuniary meaiis is 
i^prtant in Ids Itfe^ and it may now be estimated^that his hereditary fortune, 
whatever he may nave acquired by his mairiage, his profits from the theatre, from 
publication of his plays, and from^dedications, and the salary of his new appoint- 
ments, made up an income of £700 a year, more or less. But the salaty was 
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irregularly paid, and we shall find that, in 1684, it was as much as four years in | 
arrear. "Sefween 1670 and 1679, but when is not known, the King granted Drydeii 
an additional annuity of jifioo. Sir Walter Scotl estimates that ^700 a year in 
1670 was “ more adequate to procure all the comforts, and many of the luxuries, 
of life than thrice the amount ” in the beginning of this century, ** 

A memorable event in Dryden’s literary life was the bringing out at the King's 
Theatre, in December 1671, of the Duke of Buckingh^'s farce ^ * * The Reheai-sal," 
in which the heroic rhymed plays were ridiculed and Dryden caricatured. The 
poet Bayes oFtKe farce was Dryden ; his dress and manners were imitated, his 
favourite phrases freely used, and a number of passages of his plays parodied : 
Buckingham is said to have taken great pains with the actor, Lacey, to teach him^ 
how to recite certain passages,* ‘‘The Rehearsal” had been long in preparation, 1 
and Buckingham received assistance from others'; the author of “ Hudibras,” | 
Sprat, and Martin Clifford, master of the Charterhouse, are specially named as | 
having share in the authorship. There appears to be little doubt that Bayes was > 
in the first instance designed to represent D”avenantj Dryden^s' predecessor as 
Laureate, who had died in 1668, and the character was , fia nsferred to Dryden, to 
whom the King had transferred the laureL “The Reheamai”’"’lLa 3 rimmense 
success, and “ Bayes ” was ever after Dryden's nickname. It is remarkable that 
Dryden, who later showed so much irritation and impetuosity under attacks, 
made no reply to Buckingham, But his adversary was at the time a man of 
great power, one of the King’s chief ministers and strong in his personal favour : 
he had, indeed, been ostensibly chief minister for some shoit lime after Clarendon's 
fall in 1667, and he was now, if not superior in place or influence to the others, 
one of the five prominent rulers of affairs who are known as the Cabal Ministry ; 
Arlington, Lauderdale, Ashley, and Clifford being the four others. Clifford, who 
was at this moment an active Commissioner of the Treasury, and who in the . 
following year became Lord Treasurer, was a friend and patron of Dryden. It 
is noteworthy that the farce in which Dryden was unsparingly ridiculed was brought, 
out at the Kingfs Theatre, in which Dryden had a share, and where his and other 
rhymed plays ridiculed had been represented. His own fnend, . Ann Reeve, acted 
the part of Amaryllis ; and the farce contained satire on Dryden’s amours, and on 
his intrigue witii Ann lleeve herself Dryilen took credit to himself for politic f 
forbearance, several years after, in his “ Discouj^ on Satire” of Z693, prefixed to the j ^ 
Translations of Juvenal, and addressed to the Earl of Dorset. “ I answered not ‘ The 
Rehearsal,’ ” he says, “ because I knew tliat the author sat to himself when he 
drew the picture, and was the very Bayes of his own farce ; because, also, I knew 
that my betters were more concerned than I was in that satire ; and lastly, because 


^ Spence's Anecdotes (Villiers, Dulce of Buclcinghara), on the authority of Loclder, Dean of 
Beter&rottgh. 
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Mr. Smith and Mr. Johnson, the main pillars of it, were two such languishing 
gentlemen in their conversation, that I could liken them to nothing but to their 
own lelations, those noble cliaracteis of men of wit and pleasure about the town.” 
Dean Lockier told Spence that “Dryden allowed ‘The Rehearsal’ to have a 
great many J^d strokes in it, though so severe (added he) upon myself ; but I 
can’t help saying, that Smith and Johnson are two of the coolcbt, most insigiiUicant 
fellows I ever met with on the stage.” 

When in i6Sl Buckingham was in political opposition to Charles and lus 
Ministry, and his influence and reputation had much declined, Drydeu tO(jl: an 
ample revenge on his old antagonist by Ms finished and admix'able sketch of him 
as Zimri in “Absalom and Achitophel.” Dryden could even sometimes stoically 
speak of Mr. Bayes as if he were not himself the original, as in his Epilogue of 
1678 to “ All for Love, or the Woild Well Lost 

“ For our poor wretch, he neither rails or prays, 

Nor likes your wit jusfas you like his plays ; 

He has not yet so much of Mr. Bayes." 

The King’s Theatre in Druiy Lane was burnt down in January 1673 ; and now 
Dryden’s income from the profits was diminished by the expenses consequent on 
this calamity. The company moved to die house in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, deserted 
shortly before by the Duke's Company, who had gone to a new house in Dorset 
Gardens. The representations were opened in Lincoln’s Inn Fields on February 
126, 1673, with a Prologue by Dryden, in which he foreshadowed a finer theatre 
1 arising from the fire, as London had sprung up more magnificent after the deso- 
llaling fire of 1666 : 

* “ But as our uew-huUt city rises higher, 

So from old theatres may new aspiie, 

Since Fate contrives magnificence by fire." 

As a mode of eking out money, several representations were given in the 
^Lincoln's Inn Fields house by the actresses alone ; and Dryden's aid was invoked 
for a Prologue for the first of these performances. He provided also a new 
Prologue and Epilogue for his play of “The Maiden Queen, or Secret Love," 
which was among the plays acted by the ladies. The fire had probably stirred 
Dryden to more exertion : this year, 1672, two new plays of his were produced, 
both comedies, — “Marriage h la Mode," which was very successful, and “The 
Assignation, or Love in a Nunnery,” which was a failure. In 1673 he produced 
the tragedy of “Amboyna, or the Cruelties of the Dutch to the English 
Merchants,” a very inferior piece, hastily written for the occasion of the Dutch 
war, and designed to gratify and inflame the national animosity against the 
l')ulch. There has been p, general mistake among Dryden’s editors and biogra])hcrs 
of representing the Prologue and Epilogue to this play as principally made fiom a 
“Satire against the Dutch” alleged to have been composed by Dryden in 1G62. 
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The fact is that the alleged Satire was made up from tlie Prologue and Epilogue 
to this play of 1673, by the publisher of the “State Poems/' and first published 
by him in 1704, with the invention of its having been written in 1662. The style i 
and tone of the Prologue and Epilogue are execrable. It is no^to be forgotten I 
that the now fierce abettor of this Dutch war, begun and carried on by the so- , 
called Cabal Ministry, was a few years later as fierce a reviler of Shaftesbury for | 
his share in promoting this very war. Both in “Absalom and Achitopher’ and i 
in “The Medal” is this wa r in alliance with Fr^c^ against Holland made a | 
diief count of indictment apank" Shaiftesbury by Dryden, who now, while the war j 
was in progress, gloated over the French alliance against Holland, and prayed ^ 
for degradation and ruin of the Dutch republic. These are the concluding lines of 
the Epilogue, chiming vdth Shaftesbury's “Delenda est Carthago’* of the same 
year; 

Yet is their empire no true growth, but humour. 

And only two kings* touch can cure the tumour. 

As Cato did his i&c fruits display. 

So we before your eyes their Indies lay ; 

All loyal English will like him. conclude. 

Let Csesar live, and Carthage be subdued.” 

The play of “ Amboyna” was published immediately with a dedication to Lord 
Clifford, Shaftesbuiy’s colleague, who had, however, by this time resigned his 
office of Lord Treasurer on the passing of the Test Act, but who had been noto- 
iiously more concerned in the rupture of the Triple Alliance and in the treaty 
with P'rance than Shaftesbury ; Tiui DrySen wrot^' amid miicli fulsome flattery, 
that Clifford had, both at home and abroad, made the King’s greatness and the 
tme interest of his country the standard and measure of all his actions. “ Mar- 
riage a la Mode” and “The Coronation,” both published also in 1673, were 
dedicated respectively to Wilmot, Earl of Rochester, and to Sir Charles Sedley ; 
and in the latter dedication he took occasion, to notice again, briefly and in general 
terms, but with biting contempt, those who had attacked him for his Epilogue to 
the Second Part of “The Conquest of Granada.” 

Dryden involved himself in 1673 ^ literary controversy, to an account of 

which Dr. Johnson has given exaggerated importance and disproportionate space, 
with Elkanah Settle, an inferior poet and play- writer. Settle’s play,^ “The 
Empress of Morocco” had had great success, and, patronized by the capricious 
Rochester, who had the ear of the King, had been often acted at Court ; and 
Settle published this play in 1673 with many signs of inflated vanity, and with a 
dedication in which Dryden was disrespectfully spoken of. This led to the publb 
cation of a severe and maltgnant criticism, the joint work of Crowne, Shadwcll, 
and Dryden, Crowne claims to have written ihree-fourtHfe of this pamphlet, wliich 
Johnson treats as if it were almost entirely Dpy 3 en's. But Dryden had a part in it, 
and Settle retorted sharply on him, criticising the “Conquest of Granada.” Settle 
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had by no means tlie worst of it in the pamphleteeri.''; fray, and Dry den gained no 
increase of reputation by his part in this controver ^y. Time has decisively settled 
the question of the relative merits of Dryden and Settle; but the author of “The 
Emperor of Mmocco” then divided not unequally public favour and s3TOpathy with 
the ^Laureate. iDennis, who was sixteen years old in 1673 and went up to Cam- 
bridge as a freshman in 1676, wrote in 1717 that he rememhered Settle at the 
time of this controversy as a formidable rival to Dryden, and. that not only London, 
but also the University of Cambridge, was much divided in ‘opinion as to which 
was superior, and that in both places Settle was the favourite among the younger 
men. 

A connexion of Dryden’s literary life with Milton is more interesting. In 1674 
Dryden published 'a piece which he called an Opera, but which, though doubtless 
intended for representation, was never brought on the stage, adapted from Milton’s 

1 ** Paradise Lost,” and entitled “ The State of Innocence.” It is related by Aubrey 
that Dryden called on Milton to ask his permission to adapt his poem to a play in 
rhyme, and that Milton ‘‘received him civilly, and told him he would give him 
leave to tag his verses.”* “Paradise Lost” had been published in 1669. hlilton 
died shor^'after the publication of “The State of Innocence,” on November 8, 
1674. “The State of Innocence” is said by Dryden to have been hastily written, 
and to have been finished in a month. It adds in itself nothing to Diyden’s 

( reputation ; but it is gx-atifying to ^r^ d his admiring language on Milton’s j)oem, 
which he describes in the Preface as “being undoubtedly one of the greatest, most 
noble, and sublime poems which either this age or nation has produced.” It is not 
unlikely that there should be some foundation of truth in a long collection of stories 
by Richardson about the early i-eception of the “ Paradise Lost and there is no 
reason why it should not be true that Dryden, not long after the publication of the 
- “Paradise Lost,” said to Lord Buckhurst, “This man cuts us all out and the 
’ " a n c ^nte^^^^ D ryden was able to judge Milton^^ and we may believe his praise 
-m this instance to be"'sincefel Milton, it is said, spoke of Dryden as a great rhyqier, 
but no y oet. But Dryden’s fame was now great and general, while Milton was 
appreciateJTbnly by the wise and few. In this very year in which Dryden “tagged 
his verses” on “Paradise Lost,” and in which Milton died, Evelvn, who never 
names Milton and loathed him as a rebel, records as a fact of importance a visit 
from Dryden : “ Mr. Dryden, the famous poet and new laureate, came to visit me. ” t 
It may have arisen from a want of strength to resist flattery, however coarse, or 
it may have been the fault of the publisher, anxious to puff his verses and con- 
trolling Dryden, that some lines of fulsome praise by Lee, representing Dryden’s 


* Letters by Eminent Persons, ^c. and Lives by John Aubrey^ from the Bodleian Library, (Ssc. 
(x$j:A vol. ii. p, 444. ^ 

t Piebardson^s Explanatory. Notes a»d Remarks on Milton’s “Paradise I-ost/’ quoted by 
Malone m his Life, p. 113. 
t Diary, June 27, 1674. 
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poem as an improvement on Milton, were prefixed to the publication. This is- a 
specimen of Lee’s eulogies : 

“ To the dead bard your fame a little owes. 

For Milton did the wealthy mine disclose, 

And rudely cast what you could well dispose. 

He roughly drew on an old-fashioned ground 
A chaos ; for no perfect world was found 
Till thiough the heap your mighty genius shined. 

He was the golden ore which you refined.” 

Dryden dedicated “The State of Innocence” to the Duke of York’s second wife, 
Mary of Modena, married to the Duke of York the year before. This Dedication 
carries flatte^ and adulation to the highest height. Malone has cited a saying of, 
Burke m coiiversatioh mtli'^mself about Dryden, that the hyperbolicfil ^^aise of i 
his dedications was the vice of the .time and not of Seaman ; itiat there was rivalry 
among literary dedicators as to which should go farthest in the most graceful way \ 
and that Dryden sitting down to write a dedication might be compared to the 
archer described in “ Hudibras ” as drawing his arrow to the head, whether it be a 
swan or a goose that is levelled at.'* But this is a lame excuse fo r Dryden’s al^ct 
adulations and servile ^flatteries. His great powers of mind were iU-employed 
in these florid dedications, and that they brought him money made it worse. 
Lord Macaulay has j ustly argued that a high spirit ^linot be pred icate d of one who , 

long pursued a trade of mendican^ and’ adulation. 

"the new theatre to replace the old one burnt down two years before was 
opened in March 1674, and Dryden’s pen furnished the Prologue and Epilogue 
for the occasion of the opening of the new house. It was not a magnificent 
new house, as he had foreshadowed, though it is said to have cost ;^4,ooo ; and 
the present Prologue commended the modesty of “ a’ plain-built house ” as 
contrasted with the fine and gaudy new theatre of the Duke’s Company in Dorset. 
Gardens. But the site, Dryden urged, was more convenient for city folks, and he 
promised good plays as contrasted with machines and operas and shows of the^ 
other house. Dryden vividly, and perhaps with a poet’s licence, describes the 
inconveniences of bad roads in a winter n^ht beyond Drury Lane to Dorset 
Gardens, which were by the Thames east of the Temple : 

“ Our house relieves the ladies from the frights 
Of ill-paved streets, and long dark winter nights. 

The Flanders horses from a cold bleak road. 

Where bears in furs dare scarcely look abroad.” 

In 1675 Drydext produced another tragedy, “ Aurengzebe, or the Great Mogul.” 
In the Prologue to this play he announced that he had “now another taste of j 
wit, and was growing weary of his long-loved mistress, JRhynw;.” The dedication 
I of the play when published, addressed to Sheffield, EcJl of Mulgrave, explains 


* Maloneys Life, p. 245 ; and Prior’s Life of Malone, p. 25;. 
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more clearly wliat Diyden meant by liis Prologae. His mind was now set on the 
composition of_ an^ep ic poem ; he had already, by Mulgravc’s good offices, convcj-scd 
with the King'and with the Duke of York on the subject ; and he now publicly 
asked Mulgrave to remind the King of his design. Diydeids desire of course was 
that tlie King sli^uld do something for improving his means, so as to relieve him 
from the necessity of play-writing, and enable him to devote himself to an epic 
poem. The subject which he had at this time in his mind was the conquest of 
Spain by Edward the Black Prince : here he only describes it vaguely ; but many 
years afterwards, in 1693, in his “Discourse on Satire,” he .specifies this as one of 
two subjects which he had thought of for an epic poem ; the other being King 
Arthur conquering the Saxons. Some sentences of the Dedication of * * Aurengzebe ” 
to Lord Mulgrave may be fitly quoted for their biographical interest : 


“ I 'desire to "be no longer the Sisyphus of the stage ; to roll up a stone with endless labour, 
which, to follow the proved, gathers no moss, and which is perpetually falling down again. I 
never thought myself very fit for an employment where many of my piedccessors have excelled 
me in all kinds j and some of my contemporaries, even in my own partial judgment, have outdone 
me in comedy. Some little hopes I have yet remaining, and these too, considering my abilities, 
may be vain, that I may make the world some part of amends for many ill plays by an heroic 
poem. Your lordship has been long acquainted with my design : the subject of which you know 
IS great, the story English^, and neither too far distant from the present age, nor too near 
approaching it. Such it is, in my opinion, that 1 could not have wished a nobler occasion to do 
honour by it to my king, my country, and my friends , most of our ancient nobility being 
concerned in tifd, action. And your lordship has one particular reason to promote this uuder- 
talang , because you were the first who gave me the opportunity of discovering it to his htiyesty 
and ins Royal Ilighness. They were then pleased both to commend the design, and to en com age 
it by their comitnands. But the unsettledness of my condition has hitherto put a stop to my 
thoughts concerning it. As I am no successor to Homer in his wit, so neither do I desire to be m 
his poverty. I can make no one go a begging at the Grecian doors while 1 sing the piaises of 
their ancestors. The times of Vir^ please me better, because he had an Augustus for his pation ; 
and to draw the allegory nearer you, I am sure I shall not want a IMecasnas with him. It is for 
your lordship to stir up that remembrance in his Majesty, which his many avocations of business 
have caused him, I fear, to lay aside ; and as himself and his lOyal bi other are the heroes of the 
poem, to represent to them the images of their warlike predecessors : as Achilles is said to be 
-eroused to glory with the sight of the combat before the shms. For my own part, I am satisfied to 
have offered the design, and it may be to the advantage of my reputation to have it refused me.” 


This was the last of Dryden’s rhymed heroic tragedies, for in his next play, a 
tragedy, *‘A 11 for Love,” which appeared after an interval of three years, 
he abandoned rhyme fox bl ank ve rse^ This last of Dryden’s heroic plays is 
the best ; and, Hk^ aUliis tragedies, it contains fine passages of poetry. The 
lines on human life, its vanities and disappointments, in one of Aurengzebe's 
speeches, were singled out by Johnson for adpiiration, and arc well known. Not 
less beautiful is Aurengzebe’s meditation on the trials and thanklessness of virtue 
on earth : 

How vain is vi^ue which directs our ways, 

Through certain danger to uncertain praise I 
Bamn and mry name 1 thee Fortune flies, 

With thy lean tr9,in, the pious and the wise. 

Heaven takes thee at thy word without regard 
And lets thee poorly be thv own reward. 
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The world is made for the bold impious man. 

Who stops at nothing, seizes all he can. 

Justice to merit does weak aid afford, 

She trusts her balance and neglects* her swoxd. 

Virtue is nice to take what’s not her own , 

And while she long consults, the prize is gone.’* 

There was now a longf interval before another play by Diydeii appeared, 
and there is no sign of other occupation of importance between the production 
of Aurengzebe” in 1675 ^^2,t of ‘‘All for Love, or the World Well 

Lost,” a tragedy on the theme of Antony and Cleopatra, wIiilIi was brought 
out at the King’s Theatre in the winter of 1677-8, probably in the beginning 
of 1678. The play of “All for Love” was greatly benefited by the time 
given to its composition, and Dryden was conscious of its superior ments. 

He had now abandoned rhyme, and he said in the Preface that, as he had taken 
his subject from Shakespeare, he had made it his ^eat object to imitate his style : ’ 
“Id’ my style, I have professed to imitate the divine Shakespeare, which that 
I might perform freely, I have disencumbered myself from rhyme, not that I 
condemn my former way, but that this is more proper to my present purpose.” 
He says of this, that it was “the only play wiitten for himself, the rest were 
^iycn J.0 the people.” The success 'of this' play was vby gieat. His fellbw- 
beneficiaries of the King’s Theatre gave him on this occasion, as a' special favour, 
the profits of “the third day” of representation. The author of a play had 
ordinarily “the third day;” but Dryden being a sharer in the general profits 
of the theatre, was excluded by his engagement from this advantage. The 
conduct of the company in granting him “ the third day ” on this occasion was 
particularly generous, for, as has been already said, Dryden had never fulfilled 
his own engagement to furnish three plays a year, and had indeed, while always 
receiving his stipulated share of the profits, not produced more on the whole . 
than one a year. It is set forth in liis partners’ memorial of complaint to 
the Lord Chamberlain made very shortly after, which has been already referred . 
to, tliat diis favour was granted to Dryden on a representation by him of the ! 
inconvenience he had suffered by the diminution of his profits. “The house [ 
being burnt,” say the memorialists, “the company in building another contracted •; 
great debts, so that the shares fell much short of what they were fonnerly. ^ 
Thereupon Mr, Dryden complaining to the company of his want of profit, the j 
company was so kind to him that they not only did not press him for the plays | 
which he is engaged to write for them, and for which he was paid before- 
hand, but they did also, at his earnest requc.sl, give him a third day for his last 
new play, called ‘All for^Love,’ and at the receipt of the money of the said 
third day he acknowledged it as a gift, and a paiticuiar kijjdness of the company.” 
lint very soon after this act of generosity Dryden, greatly in arrears with the 
King’s Theatre as to the play.s he had promised, joined with Nathaniel Lee in 
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a new play, the “CEdipus,” which was offered to the Duke’s Company. The 
memorialists complain to the Dord Chamberlain of this ungrateful proceeding as 
an act of injustice to them, and they pray him either to compel Dryden to give the 
play to them ^ to compel the Duke’s Company to gmnt them pecuniary com- 
pensation. “CEdipus” was brought out by the Duke’s Company in Dorset 
Gardens, and there is no information that compensation was adjudged. Another 
play by Dryden, a comedy, “ The Kind Keeper, or Limberham,” was also 
produced about the same time at Dorset Gardens. Dryden had now clearly 
qu arrelled with and left the King’s Company. “Qi^dipus” had been a success, but 
“ The Kind Keeper” gave great offence, and was acted only thiee times. In April 
1679, ‘‘Troilus and Cressida, or Truth found too Late,” an adaptation of Shake- 
speare’s play, was brought out in Dorset Gardens. It took less time to adapt than 
to 'invent ; and as with his other hasty adaptations from Shakespeare and Milton, 
“The Tempest” and **The State of Innocence,” a marked inferiority to the 
greater poet’s original is obvious. ‘‘Troilus and Cressida” was published in 
1679, with an Essay on the grounds of criticism in tragedy by way of Preface. 
The Prologue, spoken by Betterton, who appeared as the ghost of Shakespeare, 
contained another fine homage in Dryden’s best style to Shakespeare’s genius : 

Untaught, unpractised, in a barbarous age, 

I found not, but created first, the stage ; 

And if I drained no Greek or Latin store, 

'Twas that my own abundance gave me more.” 

**Troilus'and Cressida” was dedicated to Robert, Earl of Sunderland, who had 
shortly before been made Secretary of State, and was in close friendship with the 
Duchess of Portsmouth, who was then in the ascendant with Charles, All for 
Love” had been dedicated to Danby, who then was the powerful Lord Treasurer, 
'soon to fall before the parliamentary opposition headed by Shaftesbury and 
Russell, and become an inmate of the Tower, ‘‘Limberham” was dedicated to 
•Lord Vaughan. Of this play, which had been so badly received that after three 
nights it was withdrawn, Dryden says in the dedication that ** it was intended for 
an honest satire against our crying sin of keeping'^ He attributes its bad reception 
to the enmity of those whose vice was exposed. “The crime,” he says, “for 
which it suffered, was that which is objected against the satires of Juvenal and the 
epigratns of Catullus, that it expressed too much of the vice which it decried.” It 
is to be inferred from Dryden’s language that strong remonstrances from powerful 
friends of his own, probably from the highest-placed in the land, led him to with- 
draw this piece. Indelicacy of language alone would not have caused condemnation. 
Dryden states that in preparii^ the play for the press he had Jlltered or omitted all 
passages which had offended his friends when it was acted: “for their authority,” 
he proceeds, “is and shall be ever sacred- to me, as much absent as jiresent, and 
in' aU alterations of their fortune, who for those reasons have stopped its further 
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appearance on the theatre.” He predicts that posterity will endorse his own 
opinion that ‘‘Limberham” was one of his best comedies: It is certainly one of 
the ff^sest^ and the acted play was probably ‘worse in this respect than the 
published one.* 

In the year 1679 Dryden separated himself, why it is not kno'vfft, from his oldf 
publisher, He rn^m an, in whose house he is said by Shadwell to have lived whenl 
he first started in London, and began the connexion, which lasted till his death, | 
with the famous Jacob Tons on, then a young and poor bookseller. “ Troilus and? j 
I Cressida” was pubUsKecTm 1679 by Tonson and Swalle : and there is a story, 
which may or may not be true, that Tonson, being unable to find twenty pounds 
for payment to Diyden for the copyright, obtained the money firom his brother 
bookseller Swalle, on condition of giving him half the profits. 

In December of the year 1679, Dryden was the victim of a savage and 
cowardly night attack in the neighbourhood of Covent Garden, of which the 
instigator is betfeved ' to have been the poet and profligate John Wilmot, Earl 
of Rochester, who had been among Dryden’s friends and patrons. The play 
of “ Marriage a la Mode ” was dedicated by Dryden in 1673 lo Rochester with 
the usual profusion of flattery j and there is preserved a letter of Dryden to Roch- 
ester, written a short time after, warmly acknowledging patronage and bounty. 
Rochester was capricious, and in a few years there was ill-feeling between the 
two. Dryden is said to have resented Rochester's successive patronage of Settle, 
Crowne, and Otway, and his efforts to befriend them at Court ,* but in all the 
stories told relating to these three poets, and of slights or injuries to Dryden 
through favour to them, there is more of suspicion and conjecture than certain 
I knowledge. "What is more certain is, that Dryden fomred, in or about the year 
1673, an intimacy with the Earl of Mulgrave, another young noble poet, who had 
a desperate quarrel with Rochester, It is perhaps true that Mulgrave had some, 
aid from Dryden for revising a poem, composed, it is said, in 1675, and circulated 
in manuscript in 1679, an “Essay on Satire,” in which Rochester was severely- 
treated. There is no doubt that Dryden was suspected of the authorship. The 
following passage of a letter from Rochester to his friend Henry Savile, Nov. 21, 
1679, which was published with blanks for the names, + has always been understood 
to refer to l)rydeii and Mulgrave and to this poem : “I have sent you herewith 
a libel, in which my own share is not the least ; the King having perused it is 
ill no way dissatisfied with his. The author is apparent, Mr. Diyden, his patron 
my Lord Mulgrave having a panegyric in the midst.” The paneg3rric on Mulgrave 

. * Malone mentions that he had seen in Lord BoHngbroke’s study, after his death, a copy of 
**Liinberham” corrected by Dryden, with exceptionable passage^ scratched through. (Life of 
Dryden, p. 118 ; and see Pnor's Life of Malone, p. 364.) 

t Published in 1697 in ** Familiar Letters,'* vol. x. with Preface by T. Blown, The blanks are 
here filled up with the names, as lias been commonly done by preceding biographers. 
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Jill the poem is extremely mild: the King and his mistresses arc xinsparingly 
I assailed. Another passage of a letter of Rochester to wSavile also refers, it may 
^he taken for granted, to Dryden : “You wrote me word that I’m out of 


favour with a certain poet, whom I have admired* for the disproportion of 
him and his £(*iributes. He is a rarity which I cannot hut he fond of, as one 
would be fond of a hog that could fiddle, or a singing owl. If ho falls on me at 
the blunt, which is his very good weapon in wit, I will forgive him if you 
please, and leave the repartee to Black Will with a cudgel.*' This last remark 
strongly confirms the suspicion or belief that Rochester was instigator of the 
cowardly night attack on Dryden on the i8th of December, 1679. As the 
poet was returning to his residence in Long Acre tliat evening through 
Rose Street, Covent Garden, he was attacked and cudgelled by a party of 
ruffians, who escaped after perpetrating the assault. A reward of ;^5o was 
offered for the discovery of the offender, and, later, tlie same I'eward and a pardon 
were offered to the offender himself if he would make known the instigator. 
Neither offender nor instigator was discovered. It seems to have been always 
believed that Rochester was the instigator of this assault, and the “ Essay on 
Satire” the cause of anger. Yet it is strange that Dryden should have been 
thought the author of the poem, for, dependent as he -was on the favour of the King, 
and holding the offices of Poet-Laureate and Historiogiapher Royal, besides an 
annuity of ;£‘ioo from the King, how could he have published abuse of Charles? 
How could he have allowed himself to risk, or lie even for only <mc day 
under, suspicion of the authorship of a poem in which the King is described, 
with his two mistresses, IB a rbara yilliers. Duchess of Cleyeland, and Louise de 
Querouaille, Duchess of Portsmouth, as “ sauntering Charles between las beastly 
lirace,” and is taunted with being fooled by both? 

* Was ever prince by two at once misled, 

False, fbonsh, old, ill-natured, and ill-bred?" 

Whatever may have been suspected at the time, there is no doubt [that Mulgrave, 
and not Dryden, was the author of the ‘‘Essay on Satire.” This, however, may be 
conceded, that Rochester is very likely to have suspected Dryden of complicity in 
the part of the satire affecting himself. Conscience might have generated such 
a suspicion, for he had severely criticised Dryden shortly before in his poem 
called ‘-An Allusion to the Tenth Satire of Horace,” published in 167S ; and 
Diyclen had shown himself stung by Rochester’s attack by a icply, in Iris 
Pieface to “All for Love,” evidently intended for Rochcstei, though he was not 
rained, and much more telling, because less personal, than the coaisc lines of I hi' 
“Essay on Satire.” 

The Rose Alley amljjiscade should have excited universal indignation for 



* Admiredp wondered at. 
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tlio iiTrligator, and synipalliy witli Diyclen. The siifleicr cniilil iioL snslaiii clis- I 
jionoiir by so cf)^^'aIllly an assault. Tlic Rose Alley assault, howcvci, was made | 
a continual tlicme for ridicule and insult directed against Uiydeii by vulgai 
and bitter rcvuleis. IMulgrave, aficnvards speaking of Drydeii in liis “Art of 
Poetiy,’’ first publislicd in 16S2, lefencd to this disgraceful attack the follow- 
ing lines : — 

The Laureate here may justly claim our praise, 

Crowned by j\Iac Flccknoe with immortal bays ; 

Though praised and ]nmished for another's rhymes. 

His ow'ii deserve that glorious fate sometimes. 

Were he not forced to carry now dead weight 
Rid by some lumpish minister of state.” 

There was appended to these lines, slightly, but not materially, altered, in the 
edition of 1717, a note by Mulgrave, explaining the refeience to the “Essay on ! 
Satire for which, it is there said, “ Mr. Dryden w’as both applauded and beaten, 

; thougli not only innocent but ignorant of the whole matter.” 

hlulgravc’s strong assertion of Dryden's innocence and ignorance should suffice 
to disconnect him wiili the authoiship of the “Es'.ay on ...uc.” Dryden said of 
' hunself, in his dedication to Mulgrave of “ Aurcng/che,*'* that he subsisted wliolly 

I l)y the King's bounty; and the com tly exaggeration of this statement does not 

destroy its substantial Uuth. lie had now a pension of £100 a year dependent on 
the King’s pleasure, in addition to his salary of £2,00 a year as Poet-lauieate and I 
Ilistouogrnphcr Royal. In wdiat year subsequent to 1678, and undei uhat I 
ciicumslanccs, this additional pension \vas gianted, is not known. The fust | 
indication of it is a Treasury order for paymeni of £2^ to Dr} den for the | 
j quailcr ended Jnnuary 5, 1679, “upon his pension of £\oo per annum, which 

his .IMajcsty is pleased to allow him by way of addition to the sum of £200 

per annum by letters-patent previously granted to him.”* There ia another 
later pi oof of this pension in a Treasury wan-aiit of May 6, 1684, for payment 
of a quarter of his salary, due as far back as Midsummer 1680, and also . 
for payment, “by virtue of his Majesty’s letters of piivy seal directing an j 
additional annuity of ;^ioo,” of ^25, a quarter of this annuity, due at Lady-day j 
i6So.t It is i)ossil)le that this additional pension may have hcen the result j 
of Diydcn’s dedication to Mulgrave of his play of “Aureng/.ebe,” published in 
1676, in which he had proclaimed his desire to devote himself to the composition 



s!)nctyri"*l«oiublv .1 of lihlf .1 yc.u of the same ptusioii, the Tieaiaiiy older piabably 

n.)t luv'nig been otheiwis* lioiumud. • 

I 'fins documeiu \\.i> inibhslieil by iMx K Ikll in the Life pn'fivcd to lus edition of D>-ydcii'ii 
Poems, 1854 
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of a national epic poem, and his hopes of assistance from the King to enable him to 
fulfil his design. 

But we learn from the Treasury warrant of May 1684, that in the year 1680 
Diyden’s salary and pension both fell into arrear, and that the arrears went on 
accumulatingf^for four years. For present pecuniary aid therefoic the pension 
would now have been useless, and Dryden’s means from the end of 1679 till the 
summer of 1684, when there was a beginning* of payment of four years’ an ears, 

I must have been sadly crippled. His contract with the King’s Company no 
longer existed. He now depended on' public favour fftr the piofit of each separate 
play. The plays which he had produced since he left the King’s Company in 
1678 had not been successes : one, “ Limberham,” had brought him nothing, and 
“Troilus and Cressida” had not excited enthusiasm. It is stated, in a Life 
of Southeme,* that Dryden in no instance cleared more than a ^hundred pounds 
by a play, while the younger and less famous Southeme could clear seven bundled 
pounds. In 1680, D ryden appeared before the public for the first time as a 
tonslator poetry. A translation of the Epistles of Ovid appeared in 

this year, under ’his auspices : two of the Epistles were translated entirely by 
himself, and a third jointly by him and Lord Mulgrave ; and Dryden wrote a 
Preface to the volume. 

In 1681, Dryden produced at the Duke’s Theatre in Dorset Gardens one of his 
i most successful plays, “The Spanish Friar, or the Double Discovery.” This was 
i ^itmg satire on the Jfoman CaAoli^priesthood, and hit the popular feeling of 
the'^ay;”’" The fe'^ent which the l^pS Plot had excited in 1678 was still strong j 
the question of excluding the Duke of York from succession to tlie throne, because 
he was a Papist, was the great question of the day. In June 1680, Shaftesbuiy, 
Russell, and thirteen other noblemen and commoners of distinction, Tiad presented 
an indictment against .the Duke of York as a popish recusant in the King’s 
Bench, and their proceeding had been defeated by the abrupt dismissal of 
the grand jury by the court. The Duke of York was residing, in forced absence 
from London, at Edinburgh. The “ Spanish Friar” was probably written in 1680, 
and acted in the spring or summer of 1681. The published play was dedicated to 
Lord Haughton, eldest son of the Earl of Clare, Dryden saying that he recoin- 
mended “a Protestant play to a Protestant patron.” Scott has placed the date of 
representation m 1682, guided by a passage in the Prologue which he thought must 
have reference to the murder of Mr. Thynne of Longleal, in February 1682. 
But there is no necessity for understanding a reference to Mr, Thynne’s murder 
in the lines on which Scott founds his chronology : 

** ^ attempt has twice or thrice bcciv*made 
lo lure mght murderers and make death a trade,” 

Dryden doubtless referr^ to the attack made on himself in Rose Alley in December 

* Life prefixed to the collected edition of Southenre’s Plays, 3 vols. lamo, 1774. 

" " . 


MEMOIR OF DRYEEH^ 


xlv 


1679, and lie would also have had in his mind the attack o n S ir John Coventay, 
instigited bj Monmouth in December 1670. There is .no doubt that ** The 
'Spanish [Friar ” appeared before the pdemT of “Absalom and Achitophel,” pub- 
lished in November 1681. Here Dryden entered on a new field. Play-wnling 
was now for a lime abandoned, and would jirobably never have beeiy resumed but 
for the crash which came to Dryden’s fortunes 111 i6S$ w ith the Revolution, after 
the author ,of “The Spanish Friar” had become a Roman Catholic, and his 
new religion combined with his political antecedents placed him beyond the 
pale of office and favour from William and Mary. 

Twenty years had passed since the Restoration; and in eighteen years since 
Dryden^s first comedy, “The Wild Gallant,” had been produced with very in- 
different success, he had brought out twenty-two plays. * This was not the whole of j 
Dryden’s literary work ; but since “ Annus Mirabilis,” published in 166 7^ he had pro- ‘ 
duced no poem of importance besides plays. He was not one who worked evenly and j 
calmly; he wrote in excitement and finished under pressure : belaboured zealously 
but fitfully for each work he undertook, and he worked constantly for the means 
of^ineeting his expenses : this is a grinding condition of literary labour ; and strife 
and enmity, for the last ten or twelve years, since* he had become famous, had ever 
crowded round his path. Fame had made him companion of most of the wealthy 
and noble who pursued or loved literature ; and society, which 
consumed his time and increased the expenses whicHTit *ms his daily anxiety to 
provide for. A very interesting letter, which appeared in the “Gentleman’s 
Magazine” of 1745, written by one who states himself to be then in his eighty- 
seventh year, and who could recollect Dryden in the beginning of his literary 
career, gives us a vivid glimpse of him, probably between 1669 and 1673 : “ I 
remember plain John Dryden, before he paid his court with success to the great, in 
one uniform clothing of Norwich drugget. I have ate tarts with him and Madam 
Reeve at the Mulberry Garden, when our author advanced to a sword and Chedreux 
wig.”+ The writer of this letter would have been ten years old in 1669, and 
fourteen in 1672. In the latter year Dryden had been already for two years poet- 
laureate. His dramatic reputation, which had been raised to a great height by 
“The Conquest of Granada,” was maintained in this year, 1672, by his comedy of 
“ Marriage k la Mode ; ” and another aged writer, in the same number of the 

* In addition to these twenty-two plays, he was credited with one called '*The Mist^en 
Husband,*^ which he disowned. This play was published in 1675 by Bentley, a bookseller, with a 
statement that Dryden had revised the play and added a scene to it. 

t Gentleman’s Magarine, 174s, p. 99- This most interesting lettei is signed W. G. : the author 
is not known. I.ord Hailes thought the letter Southcxne’s (Prior’s Life of Malone, p sss).* R 
would exactly suit Southcnie’s age : he was born in 1659, and he died in 1746, in his cighty‘ei|:hth 
year. But Southerne was bom in’lreland and passed his youth there, and was educated at Trinity 
College, Dublin. Malone therefore rejected the idea of Southernc’s authorship. Still Southerne 
might, when a boy, have visited London ; but, on the other hand, wWy should he have concealed 
his name? The poem in the same number of the Magazine, tpioted from in the text, is signed 
S. G : the poem and letter appear together. 
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‘‘Gentleman’s Magazine,” recalls in verse the glories which he rcmenibcicd of the 
stage in that year and tlm brilliant troop of actors and actresses who combined 
to make “ Marriage a la Mode ” a great success : 


Cibber will smile applause ; and think again 

Of Hart, of Mohun/ and all the female tr^n, , 

Coxe, Marshall, JDryden’s Reeve, Bet blade, and Charles s reign ! 


The rhymed plays to which Dryden had so long devoted himself, and which 
themselves make but a small contribution to his celebrity, enabled him to perfeci: 
by practice that power of versification which soon shone out in ‘‘ Absalom and 
Achitophel,” ‘‘Religio Laici,” and “The Hind and the Panther.” He had been 
studying for the future as well as writing for the present. He mentions in his 
'‘Discourse on Satire,” addressed to Lord Dorset ni^i69jj that a conversation with 
Sir George Mackenzie had led him about the year to a careful re-reading of 
English poets—Waller, Denham, Cowley, Milton, and Spenser, with a special view 
Lo the study of turns of word and thought. To the English langi^e he had gi\^'n 
particular attention : and he had had two designs, never fulfilled, one of an English 
Dictionary, on the plan of the French Dictionary of the Academy, in which he was 
to work with Lord Roscomon, and the other of an English Prosody. And latterly, 
as has been mentioned, he had wished, if only the King would make him independent 
of the necessity of writing for daily bread, to turn his practised powers and accu- 
mulated knowledge of his art to the preparation of a national epic. 

At this point it may be mentioned that three sons had been born of Dryden’s 
marriage. The eldest, Charles, bom in 1665 or i666, was now, in 1681, a King’s 
scholar at Westminster : and Ms second son, John, born in 1667 or 1668, became 
1 Westminster King’s scholar in the following year, 1682. The third and youngest, 
Erasmus Henry, born in May 1669, and now twelve, entered the Charter-house 
as a scholar in February 1683. There was little pleasure for Dryden in his wife’s 
society at home. Bitter sn^rs of married life abound in Dryden’s plays to prove 
his own conjugal unfiajjpmess : fhey'carindt, under the circumstances, excite respect 
for Mm, and the (^creditable licentiousness of much of his writing suggests blame 
for himself in connexion wiOi Ms domesfic discomfort. 


1681— 1688. 

It may be regarded as one proof that Dryden, before” the publication of “ Ab- 
salom and Achitophel,” was not identified in public opinion with the Tory party 
and with opposition to the Whig promoters of the Exclusion Bill, that, in a squib 
against Shaftesbury published very shortly before this ^reat political satire appeared, 
he is made to figure in Shaftesbury’s train, as poet-laureate to Shaftesbury, imagined 


Mohuti pronounced as a monosyllable. 
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to have been elected King of Poland.* A further inference maybe drawn fipm the 
appearance of Diyden’s name in this connexion that, notwithstanding his posses- 
sion of the office of poet-laureate, a belief existed that he was not on the best 
terms with the Court. The Spanish Friar ” must have displeased the Puke of 
York, and could not have been acceptable to the King, who had> al so primtely 
adopt ed the R oman Catholic religion and been ^cretly zealous^ to establish it as TEe 
state^rel^ion. 1!lie''mevftaBre'Ten3SScy^^^ drama was to foment the feeling 
excited by the Popish Plot against the Roman Catholics, and anything which 
increased that feeling increased obloquy and danger for the Puke of York, to 
w h o m Charl es was^attached,^and whose cause ^ regards Jhesucc^sjpn^Jp^ 
throne he wannly espoused. Pryden had wished doubtless to make a popular | 
3rama and exIrac Vprbfi t: 'from^the anti-papist feeling. But he would certainly wish | 
to be in favour wStnlDOtli the King and his brother, and his anxiety to serve and ^ 
gratify them would now be even whetted by any untoward consequences of his 
“ Pro tegant play.” The general belief of Pryden’s authorship of Mulgrave’s 
** Essay on Satire” would have materially helped to create an idea which un- 
doubtedly prevailed tliat Pryden was in opposition to the Court. His friend 
hlulgrave had lately load a difference with the King, and thought himself ill-treated : 
he at any rate had assailed the King with satire, and Pryden was probably hastily 
associated with Mulgrave’s opposition on the strength only of their friendship. It 
is seen by some lines already quoted from Mulgrave’s “Essay on Satire,” 
published in 1682, that he himself, on the contrary, regarded Pryden about 
this time as spoilt by addiction to the Ministry. One of Pryden’s bitter 
poetical assailants, the autlior of “The Lam-eat,” says that his pension was 
at this period taken from him, and that therefore he went into opposition, 
satirized the King, and wrote “The Spanish Friar.” The pension was not 
taken from him ; but it w^as not paid at this time, through the shameful_ ,p Qy QrlY| 
of the Exchequ er. ■ This is how falsehood is generated. Pryden, having for som^^ 
time past wished to give up play-writing and obtain the King’s patronage anc1|i 
assistance for writing an epic poem, was now ready to gratify the King by turning ' 
his hand to political satire. It is said that the Kling himself suggested to Pryden 
the subject of Shaftesbury instigating Monmouth to aspire to the succession to the 
throne. Pryden went to Scripture for an allegory, and produced Shaftesbury as 
the cunning Achitophel andf^Monmouth as the misguided Absalom. It is idle in^ 
a piece of this sort to require entire correspondence in all the details of the allegory ' 
or a perfect plot. Pryden w'anted only a shred of story whereby to evolve' 
characters of the leading men of both parties ; the story itself is of inferior conse- 
quence. Shaftesbury was the politician on whom he now concentrated his poweis 


* ** A Modest Vindication of the Earl of Shaftesbury, xn a Letter to a Friend, concerning his 

being elected King of Poland," printed in Somers Tiacts, voL vH. 
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of attack. There is no information of any personal quarrel to explain the fierce- 
ness of Diyden’s onslaught on Shaftesbury ; the poet was evidently bound to him 
by no tie of previous friendship or obligation, and there was therefore nothing to 
restrain him from the savage treatment which he knew would please the King, the 
Duke of York^and all the Tories, and which he administered without restraint of 
conscience, because it suited his prevailing purpose. Mr. Hallam, a great but fair 
^admirer of Dryden, speaks of “his natural proneness to viiiilent ribaldry.” There 
is positive untruth in some of his accusations against Shaftesbury, who, whatever 
may have been his faults, was never a venal politician, whose personal honour was 
never questioned, who, throughout his stormy career, retained the personal friend- 
ship of strong political opponents, and who was the intimate and respected friend 
of Locke and of Lord Russell. Dryden reviles Shaftesbury for political acts, for 

{ a share in which he had previously applauded Clifford. He reviles him for the 
Dutch war of 1673, which he himself had vehemently incited in a drama expressly 
written for the purpose. Nothing can be more objectionable and ribald than the 
reference in “ Absalom and Achitophel ** to Shaftesbury’s undistinguished, but not 
unamiable son ; 

“ And all to leave -what with his toil he won 
To that unfeathered two-legged thing, a son, 

Got, while his soul did huddled notions try, 

And bom a shapeless lump, like anarchy.” 

Monmouth is treated tenderly by Dryden, because Charles in his heart loved him, 
and because Dryden was under personal obligations to him, and still more to the 
Duchess of Monmouth, who had been one of his earliest and most useful and 
constant friends. Buckingham, to whom Dryden owed a grudge, is introduced 
more prominently than would probably otherwise have been the case or than his 
Ipresent part in politics warranted. The sketch of him as Zimri is one of the most 
I finished and happiest characters in the poem, and he is treated with mercy rather 
I than severity. Dryden was not less skilful in praise than in satire ; and some 
„of his eulogistic sketches of friends among the supporters of the Court are very 
beautiful, especially the tribute to the memory of the Earl of Ossory, the Duke of 
Ormond’s son. His fiiend Mulgrave was not forgotten : 

“ Sharp-judmg Adriel, the Muses* friend, 

Himself a_Muse : in Sanhedrim*s debate 
True to his prince, hut not a slave of state.** 

This poem was published in November 1681, and probably on the 17th of 
November, just one week before Shaftesbury was indicted at the Old Bailey for 
high treason. He had been arrested on this charge, and committed a prisoner to 
the Tower on July 2, i68x. After much delay a bill of indictment against him 
was presented to the grfind jury for the city of London on November 24. The 
time of publication of this elaborate attack on Shaftesbury was doubtless chosen 
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for strengthening public feeling against him on the eve of his trial, and increasing | 
the chances of a verdict such as the King wished. The calculation was vain. The I 
grand jury ignored or threw out the bill : their declaration of Ignoramus was ! 
received with tumultuous applause by the crowd in and around the court. But / 
though the object of the poem was thus defeated, its success was otherwise very ® 
great. Brought out at a moment when political excitement connected with the ^ 
subject was at its highest, it was eagerly bought by the friends of the Court : and it 
is needless to say that the favour which excitement and sympathy procured for it 
was increased by literaiy merits of the highest order. Dr. Johnson has related 
that he heard from his father, a bookseller, that he knew of no other instance of 
such a rapid sale except lHat of tlm' nairat^ Sacheverel’s trial. The first edition 
having been rapidly sold, a second, carefully revised, and with some changes and 
additions, appeared in about a month. It is one among many proofs of the great 
effect produced by this brilliant poem that two Latin translations of it were pub- 
lished, one of them by the celebrated Atterbury, afterwards Bishop of Rochester, 
and the other by Dr. Coward, a physician, of Merton College, Oxford. 

Together with several minor changes, the second edition of ^‘Absalom and 
Achitophel” contained two addi tions of some importance. One of the added 
passages consists of four lines of tenderness for Monmouth : 

TJut oh that yet he would repent and live I 
How easy ’tis for parents to forgive • 

With how few tears a pardon might he won 
From nature pleading for a darling son > 

The other addition is more sti iking : it is an amplification of praise to Shaftesbury 
I as a judge. The germ of a distinction between Shaftesbury as Lord Chancellor and 
1 Shaftesbury as a politician is to be found in the original poem : 

Oh ’ had he been content to serve the crown 
With virtues only pioper to the gown, 

Or had the rankness of the soil been freed 
From cockle that oppressed the noble seed, 

David for him his tuneful harp had strung. 

And Heaven had wanted one immortal song " 

Twelve lines were added to this passage in the second edition : it will suffice to 
quote the last six, which contain the praise ; 

“ Yet fame deserved no enemy can grudge ; 

The statesman we abhor, but praise the judge. 

In Israel’s courts ne’er sat an Abbethdin 
With more discerning eyes, or hands more clean ; 

Unbribed, unsought, the wretched to redress. 

Swift of ilispatch and easy of access.” 

Xt is not easy to understand why Dryden should have inserted these lines of strong 
praise. Shaftesbury bad been but for a short time Lord Chancellor, and there is no 
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reason to believe that in that character he displayed special merit or acquircd 
I special fame ; he was not a lawyer bred : it may be safely assumed, however, that 
j he was quick, vigorous, intelligent, and honest as a judge. Brydcn’s praise of 
j Shaftesbury’s judicial character would in itself be worth little, but it may be taken 
L as a reflexion of general opinion. It may bo that deference to general opinion 
S produced this after-thought of eulogy. It is perhaps more likely that Shaftesbury’s 
I acquittal made Dryden disposed to do something to mollify and conciliate a foe 
I who had not fallen to the ground as he expected. A very absurd story has been 
I hatched and published to the effect that, between the appeal ance of the first and 
I second editions of “Absalom and Achitophel,’’ Shaltesbuiy, who was a governor 
of the Charterhouse, gave a nommation for admission to that foundation to one of 
Dryden’s sons. It so happens that Dryden’s third son, Erasmus, was admitted to 
the Charterhouse on the foundation more than a twelvemonth aftei, in February'' 1683, 
on the nomination of the King. It is another fact that a boy named Samuel 
Weaver was entered on Shaftesbury’s nomination a few weeks before the first 
publication of the poem. These facts, discovered by the industry of Malone, and 
produced by him in answer to the absurd story, do not themselves make absolute 
disproof of it, for there might yet have been an exchange of nominations to suit 
the convenience of nominees, and young Dryden, though admitted a year after on 
the King’s nomination, might really have benefited ]>y the kindness of Shaftesbury 
j at the time indicated. But if the story is not thus absolutely disproved, there is on 
i the other hand not a tittle of evidence in proof of it : and it is outrageously improb- 
able. How is it indeed possible that Shaftesbury should have offered a favour to 
Dryden, or that Dryden should have accepted one from Shaftesbury, immediately 
after so fierce and virulent an attack? Such a favour if conferred would necessarily 

I have elicited a more emphatic and unambiguous return. As it is, in a few months 
Diyden went back to the charge against Shaftesbui'y, and attacked him in “ The 
Medal ” with even more malignant ribaldry and . falsehood than appear in 
“ Absalom and Achitophel.” 

Several answers to “ Absalom and Achitophel ” quickly came forth. One of the 
first was a poem by Dryden’s old adversary, Geor ge yilliers, Duke of Buckingham, 
whom he had so skilfully drawn as Zimri, under the title “ Poetical Reflections on 
a late poem entitled Absalom and Achitophel, by a Person of Honour ; ” a very 
sorry performance. Samuel Pordage, an inferior dramatic writer, published a 
counter allegoiy, “ Azaria and Hushai ; ” and Elkanah Settle, a former foe, pub- 
Ibhed “ Absalom Senior, or Achitophel Transposed, a poem ” In the meantime 
D.yden launched his second satire against^ Slwftesbu^ “^The Medd. ’’ Sliafles- 
buiy s friends had struck a medal m honour of his acquittal, and this was the 
^ subject of Dryden’s second poem. Spence tells a story that the King suggested the 
I medal as a subject toT>ryden: “One day, as the King was walking in the Mall, 
I and talking with Dryden, he said, * If I was a poet, and I think I am poor enough 
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to be one, I would write a poem on such a subject in the following manner/” 
Spence, who tells this, proceeds to say that Dryden took the poem to the King as 
soon as it was written, and received a present of a hundred broad pieces. The \ 
story was told to Spence by a priest wliom he often met at Pope’s, and he says 
that Pope “seemed to confirm it.” Pope at the same lime told Spence that King 
Charles had obliged Dryden to put into verse the speech with which he had opened 
the Oxford Parliament, and to insert it at the end of “ Absalom and Achitophel” 
There is no particular resemblance between the King’s Oxford speech and that j 
which Dryden puts into his mouth at the end of “ Absalom and Achitophel ; ” and 
Spence’s stories of Dryden are generally of doubtful value. 

On the publication of “ The Medal ” co ntroversy w ax ed hott pr. Many new 
replies came forth from new and from old antagonists. All the replies need not be 
mentioned : among them were another poem by Pordage, “ The Medal Reversed,” 
*'The Medal of John Bayes,” by Shad well, and “Dryden’s Satire to his Muse,” a i 
poem which has been ascribed to Somers, the afterwards celebrated Lord Chancellor, I 
then a young man beginning his profession. But there is neither internal pioba- i 
bility nor evidence to support the story, which none would wish to be true, of j 
Somers’s authoiship ; and Pope has said that Somers told him that he had nothing 
to do with the poem. 

All the replies to Dryden were virulently personal, and none more so than 
Shadwcll’s, which specially roused Dryden ’s ire. He now devoted a new satire to 
Shadwcll. The title of tlfir* was “ Mac PS'cEioe, or a Satire on the True Blue 
Protestant Poet, T. S.; ” it was published in October 1682. Contemptuous satire 
was never developed with greater power and finish than in this poem. By 
“ Mac Fleclpioe ” is meant poetical son of Flecknoe, a voluminous writer of inferior 
poetry, and an eccentric man who had laid Inmself open to much ridicule, lately 
deceased :* and Diyden now proclaimed Shadwell as the heir of Flecknoe’s throne 
of dulness. . Shadwell and Dryden had formerly, and until comparatively lately, 
been friends: in 1676, Shadwell, in the Preface to his play, “The Humonsts,” • 
had spoken of Dryden as his particular friend, and in the beginning of 1679 Diyden 
had written a prologue for Shadwell’s play, “The True Widow.” But they were now 
engaged on opposite sides in the fierce contention between Whigs and Tories, and 
Shadwell had come forth as the great hope of the Whigs to crush with personality 

* Dryden went out of his way to speak of Flecknoe with great contempt and very offensively in 
his Dedication of “ Limbcrham ” to Lord Vaughan in 1678 : Flecknoe was then alive. “ I have 
seen an epistle of Flecknoe's to a nobleman, who was by some extraordinary chance a scholar ; 
and you may please to take notice, by the way, how natural the connexion of thought betwixt a 
bad poet and Flecknoe," &c. Peter Cunningham thinks that Flecknoe was the author of a 
pamphlet by R. F/* in 1665 in defence of Sir Robert Howaid against Dryden in the controversy 
about rhyme and blank verse, and that this would have been the caus«;of Dryden’s gtydge a^imst 
him (“Gentleman’s Magazine," December 1850, and Johnson’s “ Lives of the Poets," Cunningham’s 
edition, I 316). The pamphlet of R. B’. on Sir R. Howard's side is doubtless the one read by ] 
Samuel Pepys and mentioned in his Diary, September 20, 1668. 
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the Tory author of “Absalom and Achitophel” and “The Medal.” The title-page 
of “ Mac Flecknoe” bore that it was by tlie author of “Absalom and Achitophel, ” so 
that there could be no doubt as to who wrote it. Yet Shadwell, who was deeply 
stung by the satire, ventured to state, in his Preface to his Tianslation of the '^renth 
Satire of Juvenal, published in 1687. that, when he taxed Dryduii with the author- 
ship, Dryden “ denied it with all the execrations he could think of. ” It really does 
not seem possible that this assertion can be true. 

“ About a month after the publication of “ The Medal ” there appeared a Second 
Part of “ Absalom and Achitophel,” mainly the work of Nahum^JT^e, then a 
young man of thirty, who afterwards translated the Psalms in" verse. lie had 
^much assistance from Dryden, who contributed some two hundred lines, and pro- 
bably revised the whole and improved parts of Tate’s work. Shadwell was here 
also fiercely caricatured byDxyden in his own portion of the poem, under the name 
of Og, and Settle was coupled with him under the name of Doeg : 

“ Two fools that crutch their feeble sense on verse. 

Who by my Muse to all succeeding times 
Shall live, m spite of their own doggrel rhymes,” 

Pordage’s father had been a clergyman, expelled from his living on charges of 
wild belief in visits from angels and devils ; and he is contemptuously dismissed in 
a single line, as one on whom there is no need to dwell, and described as 

“ Lame Mephibosheth, the wizard's son ” 

Though the Second Part of Absalom and Achitophel ” was published after 
“ Mac Flecknoe,” Dryden’s lines in the other poem were probably written befoie he 
honoured Shadwell with exclusive attention in “ Mac Flecknoe.” In twelve months 
, I Dryden had pou red out like a torrent his four great satirical pieces. Admiration 
of their ability must not blind us to their faufts of 'coarseness, viniYence, and reck- 
/ lessness. Dryden wielded without conscience his great power of ridicule and 
■ invective. Even ‘‘Absalom and Achitophel,” the most moderate and chastened of 
his satires, is marred by a low moral tone : it is always hate of an individual, and 
not love of virtue, which inspires his verse. We admire the strength of satire, but 
we cannot love the satirist. 

Diyden appeared next in a new character, as a teacher of religion in verse. In 
the very same month in which the Second Part of “Absalom and Achitophel” 
kappeare , e published the poem the exposition, of ajayman’s 

i ^ ^ transition at that time from politics to theology was easy, for religion 

I mingled m all the great political controversies of the day. Dryden appears in 
I this poem as a reasonable and tolerant member of the Church of England : he was 
j ve^ soon to become suddenly a Roman Catholic. The poem islulmimble, not 
only for xts sensible sentiments, but for its clearness of reasoning and diction and 
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harmony of verse. The “ Religio Laid ” was addressed to a young fnend, Henry 
Diddnson, on his translation from the French of Simon’s “ Critical History of the 
Old Testament : ” and the poem was indeed the result of a reading of that work. 
As was often the case with Dryden, much of his learning and many of his opinions 
were probably acquiied for the occasion. 

The Prologue and Epilogue composed by Dryden for Southerne’s first play, “ The 
Loyal Brother,” which was first acted in February 1682, mark the beginning of a 
friendship with the young dramatist which contributed much pleasure to Dryden’s 
later life, and they are also connected with an interesting incident of literary history. 
The price of a prologue or epilogue written byJDiyden is said to have be^n^Jwp^ 
gm^a^, till, on Soullierne’s applying to him for his aid, Dryden demanded three 
guineas, saying, “ Not, young man, out of disrespect for you, but the playem have 
had my goods too cheap.” This is how Dr. Johnson tells the story ; others have 
told it othervdse, malcing the rise either of four to six guineas, or of five to ten. * 
Southerne at the time of the production of “ The Loyal Brother ” was only twenty- 
three. Its success was very great, and Pope has celebrated him as 

** Tom, whom Heaven sent down to raise 
The price of prologues and of plays.” 

Dryden had now for some time been in vogue as a prologue and epilogue writer; 
and during the year 1682 his prominence as a Tory author, not less than his poetical 
skill and reputation, had caused his selection to write prologues on the occasion of 
a visit of the King and Queen to the King’s Theatre, on that of the first visit of the 
Duke of York to the Duke’s Theatre after his return from his enforced residence in 
Scotland, and again on the Duchess’s first visit to the same house. In November 
of this year the two rival companies of the King’s and the Duke’s Theatres found 
it for their common advantage to combine in one house : and Dryden wrote the 
prologue and epilogue for the first representation of the united companies in the 
King’s House in Drury Lane. 

This was a period of great mental activity with Dryden, in the excitement 
of success and fame. He turned politics to further account in joining with 
Nathaniel Lee to produce the play “The Duke of Guise,” which was first acted 
in December 1682. Lee had before aided Dryden in the play of “CEdipus,” 
and Dryden says that Lee now called on him for aid in return with “ The Duke of 
Guise.” Immediately after the Restoration, Dryden had projected and sketched a 
play on the subject of the Duke of Guise, applying the story of the French League 
to the British covenant and civil war : a closer parallel was now to be found in the 
opposition to Charles and J*ames prosecuted by Shaftesbury and Monmouth and 
their party. Monm outh’s, retum^to England in ifilQin ^^fiaS ce^of to 

* See Mr. P. Cunniugham^s note on Johnson (“Lives of the Poets,*’ i. 300). Mr. Cunningham 
follows Malone and Scott in believing Johnson's to be the true version of the story. 
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resemblance to the entry of the Duke of Guise into Paris, which made part of die | 
play. Was the parallel to be completed, and, as the Duke of Guise was assassi* | 
nated, was Monmouth to come to a violent end? It may be understood that the 
icing’s love for Monmouth would naturally make him view with displeasure a 
parallel which might suggest Monmouth’s assassination; and the representation^ of 
this play was in fact delayed for some months by the interposition of the Court. At 
last, after the King had given orders for Monmouth’s arrest, it was permitted to be 
brought out on the stage. The imblic treated the play as a political manifesto, and 
Dryden was exposed to fiesh fierce attacks from Whig wiitcis. The play was 
published with a dedication to Laurence Hyde, Earl of Rochester : and Dryden 
also issued a long pamphlet in reply to his assailants, entitled “ A Vindication of 
the Duke of Guise.” He was very anxious, probably on account of the former 
friendship of Monmouth, to eonvince the public that he had had no political design 
in helping to write the play, that the scheme was in fact not his but Lee’s, that 
his own connexion with the play was an accident, and his own part in it com- 
paratively small 

f Other works of more humble industry employed Dr}>’den at this period of his 
most brilliant successes . In 1683 appeared the first volume of a new translation 
of Plutarch by several hands, to which Dryden contributed a Preface and a Life. 
Among the translators were Creech, Duke, Rymer, and Somers, the future Lord 
Chancellor. Dryden also translated, by order of the King, Maimbouig’s ** Ilistoiy 
of the League : ” the translation was published in 1684. beginning of 1OS4, 

he published a volume of “Miscellanies,” containing, with some of his already 

( published pieces, greater and smaller, and with poems of other authors, some 
translations executed by himself fiom ’ ^rgil, H orace, and Ovid. Thus did Dryden 
labour in various ways for money. AlF'IKs^imftiohs wer^^nceded, for his salary 
andTpenaCoiri^^ years unpaid. An Exchequer warrant, 

dated May 6, 1684, proves that Diyden’s salary had not then been 'paid since 
•Lady-day 1680, nor his additional pension of ;^ioo a year since January'Of the same 
year. The warrant was for payment of half a year’s salary due at Midsummer 
1680, and of a quarter’s pension due Lady-day 1680. It may be presumed that 
this tardy payment of a trifling portion of a considerable debt was due to the 
friendly exertions of Hyde, Earl of Rochester, son of Lord Chancellor Clarendon, 
then first commissioner of the Treasury, and a consequence of an earnest appeal 
from Dryden, in a letter which is in print, and which was probably written in the 
latter part of 1683. The letter is without date ; 


** My Lord, — I know not whether my Lord Sunderland has Jriterceded with your lordship for 
half a year of my salary ’ but I have two other advocates, my extreme "wants even almost to 
-^nd my M l healt h, j vmch cannot be repaired without immediate retiring into the countty. 
1 powder to my disease * the fit will return a hirtiuglit hcrirc. 

If I durst, I would plead a little merit, and some hazards of my life from the common encmifs : 
,my refusing advantages offered by them, and neglecting my beneficial studies for tlwt King’s 
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service ; but I only think I merit not to starve. I never applied myself to any interest contrary to 
your lordshtp’s, and on some occasions, perh^pa not known to you, have not been unserviceable 
to the memory and reputation of my lord your father. After this, my lord, my conscience 
assures me, I may write boldly, though I cannot speak to you. I have three sons growing to 
man's estate ; I bred them all up to learning, l?eypnd,my^prtune ; but they are too hopeful to be 
neglected, though T want. on cpinpai^gig , Some small 

employment would render my cpff^uon easy!^’''1fhe King is not unsatis^ed of me ; the Duke has 
bfltn promised me his' assistance', an(i your lordship is the conduit through which they pass : 
either m the Customs, or the Appeals of the Excise, or some other way, means cannot be 
wanting, if you please to have the will. *Tl<; for one age to have neglected Mr. Cowley 

and starved Mr Butler; but neither of them had. me'"ha!ppifle^s to* live’ tilt 'y opr lordship’s 

^ lit the meaiitime, be pleased to give me a gracious and speedy answer to my present i 
requ'esTTif half a year’s pension for my necessities. 1 am going to write somewhat by his I 
Majesty’s command, and cannot stir into the country for my studies, till I secure my family from ! 
want. You have many petitions of this nature, and cannot satisfy all , but I hope from your ' 
goodness to be made an exception to your general rules, because I am with all sincerity i 

'• Your lordship’s most obedient humble servant, ‘ 

‘‘John Dryden.” j 

SticIi were Bryden’s wants, through the poverty of the Exchequer and the neglect 1 
of th e Gove rnment^ at the time of his greatest industry m its service and of nis j 
highest fame. "'The supposition that the above letter was written in the autumn of 
1683 is strengthened by the fact that Dryden .was appointed, on December 17, j 
1683, Collector of the Customs in the port of London.* The emoluments of this j 
appointment are not known, but they were very likely considerable. There I 
appears to have been a small salary of ;^5 a year for collecting the duties on cloth ; ■ 
as in the Secret Service Expenses of Charles II. and James 11 . , published by the I 
Camden Society, there occurs the followmg entry : “To John Dryden, collector of 1 
the duties upon cloth in the port of London, for one year’s salary, ended at Chiisl- * 
mas 1685, But fees or percentages would probably make the material ! 

emolument. j 

If the Exchequer warrant of May 1684 was now effective, Dryden obtained a j 
miserable sum of when the Government owed him some ;£'i,200 more. It is , 
probable, however, that this was only a first instalment of payment, and that all j 
arrears were in time paid. In a dedication to Lord Rochester, in 1692, of his play 1 
“ Cleomenes,” Dryden says to him : “Your goodness has not been wanting to me 
during the reign of my two masters (Charles and James) ; and even from a bard ' 
treasury any success has been contrary to that of Mr. Cowley : and Gideon’s fleece | 
has then been moistened, when all the ground was dry about it.”+ Something | 

* This fact in Dryden’s life was ascertained by Mr Peter Cunningham, and first pubH.shed in ; 
one of lus valuable note.s to Johnson’s Life of Dryden in his edition of the ‘‘Lives of the Poets” ! 
(.vol. 1. p. 33s). ^ The letters-patent of December 17, 1683, and those ^renewing the appointment ! 
after the accession of James, February ao, 1686, were seen by Mr. Cunningham in the Audit Office. 

t Cowley, in his “ Complaint,” had represented his Muse alone as neglected, when everything' ‘ 
around prospered after the King’s restoration : 

“ But then, alas 1 to thee alone, 

One of old Gideon's miracles was shown. 

For ewry tree and every heib around 
With pearly dew was crowned. 

And upon all the quickened ground 

The fniitful seed of Heaven did brooding lie, 

And nothing but the Muse’s fleice was dry.” 
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perhaps is to be put to the account of Dryden’s myeterate habit of flattery : but 
yet It is probable that when James soon became king, if not before, Rochester, who 
was made Lord Treasurer after the accession of James, effected the payment of all 
the arrears. 

Of Dryden’s three sons referred to in his letters to Rochester as growing to msm’s 
estate, and as having been educated beyond his fortune, the eldest (now, in 1684, 
eighteen or nineteen) had entered Trinity College, Cambridge, in June of the pre- 
vious year, a Westminster scholar, as his father had been before him ; and some 
Latin verses addressed by him to Lord Roscomon on his “ Essay of Translated 
Verse” were published in this year, in front of Lord Roscomon’s poem, and side by 
side with English verses by the father. The second son, John, was still at 
Westminster, and was next year, 1685, elected to a studentship at Christ Church, 
Oxford, of which he did not avail himself, probably on account of his father’s soon 
after becoming a Roman Catholic. The youngest was at the Charterhouse, and 
was also elected next year to a scholarship for Oxfoid and Canibiidge, of which, 
j probably for the same reason, he did not avail himself. 

j Dryden published a second volume of Miscellanies under the title, “ Sylvoe,” in 
the beginning of 1685 ; and in this volume his eldest son, Charles, appeared as a 
I contributor. This volume contained several new translations by Dryden from 
j Viigil, Horace, Lucretius, and Theocritus. 

I Dryden had written an opera, “Albion and Albanius,” in celebration of the 
I success of Charles against the popular party and parliamentaiy opposition, and the 
I opera had been seveial times pnvately rehearsed before the King, and he had 
, also written a second opeia, “King Aithur,” as a sequel to “Albion and Albanius,” 

I and also intended for the glorification of Charles, when, on February 5, 1685, after 
' a few days’ illness, came the death of the King, and the crown passed to his brother 
'.James. The poet-laureate lost no time in producing an Ode to the Memory of 
j Charles II. j “Threnodia Augustalis” is its title. This poem was published early 
I in March. Its object was panegyric, and Dryden could always luxuriate in praise 

1 a.s easily as in vituperation. He who had so lately laid before Rochester the 
piteous through the injustice of Charles’s government, and 

praye'fT to Be saved from tlmtxndifference to literature which had neglected Cowley 
and starved Butler, could now apostrophize Charles as “ the great encourager of 
arts ; ” .though it must be admitted that there is refinement of skill m the part 
of the poem which commemorates Charles’s services to poetry. The Muses are 
described as returning with Charles from banishment, and prospering under him^ ^ , 
though lightly fed : 

J “ glorious did our Charles return : 

I I’lie officious Muses came along, 

1 harmonious quire, like angels ever young ; 

] (The Muse that mourns him now his happy tiiumph sung ) 
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Even they codlcl thrive in liis auspicious reipi , j 

And such a plenteous crop they bore, j 

Of p'j 1 esL and w cll-\v uinowcd gi am ! 

, As Jjrit'iiii nevei knew befoie , I 

■ ^J'lioiigh little \vas thcir lure and light their gam, 

I \ ct somewliat to then share he tlnew ' 

I Fed from his hand, t*iey sung and fiew, 

1 ** Jjikc birds of Paradise itiat lived on nioiuuig dew , 

. Oh never let their lays his name forg«_t ' 1 

I The pension of a Prince’s piaise is gremt ” I 

j The poem ended with a panegyric on the new soveieign. “ Albion and ! 

Albanius” was now altered to meet the new circumstances, and an addition was * 

I made to it of praises of James It was brought out on the stage on the 3d of j 

; June, 1685, four months afi er James’s accession There was a faiality against this ! 
i opera; for, on the sixtli night of its representation, London as alarmed by news 1 

■ of the landing of Monmouth at Lyme for rebellion; the tlicatic was suddenly ' 

I emptied before the conclusion of the representation, and the opera was never ! 

I reproduced, (beat expense had been mcuried on the scenery for bringing out this ! 

' opera, and much loss was sustained by the Company. The opera had not been 1 
, popular ; the music, by Grabul, a Frenchman, the master of the King's band, and a ■ 

‘ favourite of Charles, was indifferent, and national jealousy vas c\okcd by Diyden’s j 
I preference of a Frenchman to Pin cell and other English composeis ! 

I It was ascertained by Lord Macaulay that in the new patcni issued after James’? 

,1 accession for Diydcn’s oflices of poet-laureate and historiographer royal, the annual , 
bull of canary was omitted as part of the laureate’s craokimenls , and it to be I 
' presumed that this small economy was calculated But the salary of the two 1 
I offices remained the same, ;if‘2O0 a year Ilis office of Collector of Customs 

I in London was renewed to him On March 4, 1686, a year after James’s 

1 accession, ktlcrs-patcnt were issued gianting Dry'den an additional pension of 
I £100 a year, to begin from tlie beginning of the reign. This was of course ' 

I a renewal of the pension of ^100 a year which Di^dcn had been receiving 
I for a considerable time fiom Charles; but it is not to be foigoUoii that the 
I patent placed this annuity on a better footing Drydcii had in the meantime , 

I become a Roman Catholic Two months before, rumours of this change had ' ; 

1 come to the ears of his acquaintance Evelyn, who made this cntiy m his Diaiy, j 
j Janaaiy 19, 1686: '^"'Dryden, the famous play-writer, and his two sons, and Mis. | 
Nelly (miss to the late king), were said to go to mass: such proselytes w’ere no ,! 
great loss to the Church.” ‘ 

Lord Macaulay has been the subject of disrespectful comment by recent bio- ■ 
graphers, because he has ascribed Dryden's change of religion to the pension of j 
;£’ioo a year granted by Jamte.'" The fact of Dryden’s having been in receipt of a ; 

I 

I 

See Mr R Rcll’s Life prefixed to his edition of Dryden's Poems, 185^1, and the Rev R. [ 
Hooper’s Life, prefixed to the new Aldme edition, 1S66 j 



MEMOIR OFDRYDEN. 


Iviii 

pension of like amount during Charles’s reign, in addition to his salary, has been 
ascertained since Lord Macaulay wrote ; and it may be freely admitted that Dryden 
did not become a Roman Catholic either to obtain a pension of a hundred pounds 
' a year or because this pension had been granted to him. A hundred a year, 
even if it had been now granted for the first time, would probably not have 
’ been sufficient bait or reward to Dryden for changing his religion. But it is hard 
to believe that in this great change, coming so soon after James’s accession, and so 
soon after his “ Piotestant play” of “ The Spanish Friar,” and his Protestant poem 
^‘Religio Laici,” visions of greater worldly advantage did not influence Dryden. 
There was no surer way to James’s favour than to become a Roman Catholic. He 
was bent on doing everything he could for that religion and its holders. Dryden’s 
life was a perpetual struggle for income; and his character and career do not 
oppose the notion which the time of his conversion suggests, that his becoming a 
Roman Catholic was in great measure a movement of calculated expediency. His 
life and writings, neither before nor after his conversion, are those of a man strongly 
imbued with religion. Pneste had been the constant theme of his satire, and but 
( four years before, when the prevailing tide was against the Roman Catholics, he 
I had held up the Roman Catholic priesthood to ridicule and obloquy on the stage. 

I A little before he had deliberately published his “Religio Laici,” a Church of 
: England manifesto against both Popery and Protestant Dissent. And this is not a 
I SEary instance of suspicious change. He had suddenly veered with the Restora- 
; tion from Cromwell to the Stuarts. His viiulent denunciations against Shaftesbury 
; wKeii pefkcuted by the Court are in flat contradiction of his praises of Shaftesbury’s 
j colleagues and policy when Shaftesbury was in power. Sir Waller Scott had 
i endeavoured, before Lord Macaulay wrote, to prove Dryden’s sincerity, and some 
. of his arguments have been adopted without inquiry by others. “ His wife,” says 
* Scott, “had for some time been a Catholic ; and though she maybe acquitted of any 
I share in influencing his determination, yet her new faith necessarily brought into his 
i, family, persons both able and disposed to do so.” There is no authority whatever 
I for Scott’s statement that Dryden’s wife was a Roman Catholic before him. Malone, 

I who, with the characteristic spirit of Boswellian biography, chose to assert that 
j the sincerity of Dryden’s conversion could not be doubted, had said ; “ I suspect his 
! wife, Lady Elizabeth, had long been a Papist ; her brother Charles, the second Earl 
1 of Berkshire, who succeeded to the title in 1669, and was probably godfather to our 
poet’s eldest son, certainly was one.” But this Lord Berkshire had died in 1679, six 
years before Dryden’s conversion. The suspicion of Malone as to the wife, resting 
on no firmer foundation than the conversion of her brother who had died six years 
before, is the sole foundation .of Scott’s assertion that,.Lady Elizabeth Diyden was 
a Roman Catholic before her husband. Scott goes on to say : “ His eldest and 
best beloved son, Charles, is also said, tliougli upon uncertain authority, to have 
been a Catholic before his father, and to have contributed to his change.” The 
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uncertain authority ” referred to is certainly one of the worst possible, a line in an 
anonymous bitter lampoon of the time : ! 

“ One son turned me , I turned the other two ” > 

t 

Dryden’s eldest son was at this time twenty years old at the very most, and an 
under^-aduatc at Cambridge. Is it probable that this young man should have 
convcited his father to Popery? Setting aside the small question of the pension of 
a hundred a year, to which it is in any case unfortunate that Lord Macaulay should 
have narrowed the isbiie, 1 cannot but think that the brilliant and labouous historian 
i has taken a substantially just view of Diyden’s conversion, and that impartial ad- 
mirers of Dryden’s poetry must confess that there is more truth than exaggeration 
in Lord Macaulay’s stinging sentences. “ Dryden was poor and impatient of poveily. 
He knew little and cared little about religion. If any sentiment was deeply* fixed 
in him, that sentiment was an aversion to priests of all persuasions, Levites, augurs, 
muftis, Roman Catholic divines, Piesbyteiian divines, divines of the Church of ) 
England. He was not naturally a man of high spirit : and his pursuits had been ? 
by no means such ab are likely to give elevation or delicacy to his mind He had ^ 
dining many years earned his daily bread by pandering to the vicious taste of the 5 
]u1, and by giossly flattering rich and noble patrons. Self-respect and a fine sense / 
of the becoming were not to be expected from one who had led a life of mendicancy / 
and adulation. Pending that if he continued to call himself a Protestant his ^ 
services would be overlooked, he declared himself a Papist.” ^ But it is said that i 
Dryden’s thorough singlc-nimdedness is further proved by his carrying all his sons , 
with him into the Roman Catholic Chuich, and by his firm adherence to this ' 
religion after the Revolution, when it was an insuperable bar to preferment and 
royal favour. That Dryden’s thiee sons, varying in age fiom twenty to sixteen, \ 
should have followed their father in his change of religion seems natural and likely: . 
and it is, at any rate, difficult to understand how, if woildly advantage were any 
part of Dryden’s motives, that would have made him less zealous to convert liis J 
children. As to his not recanting, two years hence, after all he had written in | 
the short interval in defence and propagation of the creed which at the mature age j 
of fifty-four he had adopted, when his new religion brought loss and injury instead ' 
of favour and gain, that can only show that he was not entirely callous to lhei< * 

him anything but scorn from William and his government. ^ ; 

The ready pen of the convert was quickly employed in the cause of his new j 
religion. Jacob ‘Tonson enttred at Stationers’ Hall on Apnl 29, 1686, a notice of : 
a translation of Varillas’s History of Revolutions in Europe in matters of religion. 


world’s opinion and dead to decency: and it is hard to believe that, a . recon-:, 
version under such circumstances could have benefited Dryden, or procured for^ 


Macaulay’s History of England,” vol. u. p. 199. 



lx 


MEMOIR OF ERYDEN. 


I to be executed by Dryden by the King’s command. The translation was never 
i published, and Bishop Burnet, who was in controversy with Vanllas, boasted that 
his published criticism on the work had led Dryden to relinquish his designed 
translation. Dryden was also employed by James to assist in writing a reply to 
Stillingfleet in defence of two papers which he had published immediately after his 
accession : one alleged to be by the late king, his brother, in advocacy of the 
Church of Rome, and the other by Anne, Duchess of York, his first wife, ex- 
plaining the reasons of her becoming a Roman Catholic. Dryden’s share in this 
defence bi ought him into angry controversy with Stillingfleet, who in a rejoinder 
treated “ the new convert ” with malicious severity. But Dryden’s greatest effort 
in the cause of his new religion was in poetry. “ The Hmd and the Panther^” the 
Jmost brilliant peihaps of all Dryden’s poems, and showing the greatest variety of 
J power, in which the milk-white Hind, representing the Church of Rome, argues 
. the cause of that Church with the spotted Panther, representing the Church of 
i England, occupied Dryden during the greater part of the year 1686, and was 
published in April 1687. It is easy to ridicule the plan of this poem : the con- 
gniity of a theological dialogue between two quadrupeds will not bear serious 
discussion. But all the more admirable is the triumph of Dryden’s art. Power 
of argument and beauty of language and verse are equally conspicuous m this 
fascinating poem. It is remarkable that there is a change in the tone towards 
i Protestant Dissenteis, as the poem approaches the conclusion, in sympathy with a 
i change in James IL’s policy. James had begun with hopes of obtaining acquies- 

I cence of the Church of England in great advantages for the Roman Catholics, and 
with a desire to unite Church of England and Roman Catholics against Protestant 
Dissenters. This is the tone of the first part of “ The Hind and the Panther,” in 
which the Protestant sectaries are all disrespectfully treated. But as time went 
• on, James, finding the Churchmen intractable, turned his efforts to conciliation of 
Dissenters, and to a general Indulgence. “The Hind and the Panther” was 
published just a week after the proclamation of James’s famous Declaration of 
Indulgence, suspending all penal laws against nonconformists, and abrogating all 
Acts which imposed a religious test on holders of secular office. Dryden, who had 
come to know of the intention to issue the Declaration of Indulgence as he was 
completing the poem, endeavoured in the Third Part, and still more in the Preface, 
to retrieve himself, as towards the general body of Dissenters. There is a tradition 
that much of this poem was composed at Rushton in Northamptonshire, the old 
mansion of the Treshams; 'a walk in the grounds of that place is known as 
Dryden’s walk, and is decorated with an um inscribed to his memory. 

Stillingfleet, between whom and Dryden hard words had passed in prose, was 
lightly touched in the Third Part of “ The Hind and the Panther : ” and in the 
same part a most severe castigation was administered to Burnet as the Buzzard. 
Burnet soon retaliated by speaking with contempt of the poem, and by denouncing 
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Dryden as one who had changed from no religion to one of the worst, and whose 
morals were so bad that it was scarce possible for him to grow worse. Later, m 
his Histoiy, Burnet has described Dryden as a dramatic poet in woids of anger, 
which are not, however, void of truth, as one who had greatly helped to defile the 
stage, “being a monster of immodesty and impurity of all sorts.” 

'“The appearance of “The Hind and the Panther” was a signal for a hew volley 
of attack on Dryden : and his recent conversion naturally increased the ire of his 
opponents, and gave them much assistance for assault. Of many replies which came 
forth one only has acquired fame. Two. young men, destined to become afteiwards 
distinguished in literature and politics, Oliarlcs Montagu, the future Earl of 
Halifax, and Matthew Prior, combined to make a burlesque on Diyden’s poem, 
under the title of “ The Hind and the Panther transversed to the story of the 
Country Mouse and the City Mouse.” “The Hind and the Panther” lent itself j 
easily to parody. Bayes, Smith, and Johnson, of the “ Rehearsal,” reappeared in 
this truly witty performance of Dryden’s two young friends, for the two young men 
were frequenteis of Will’s, where Dryden, sitt ing in his great chair, now almost a 
tl^ne, had been kind to them : and it is said that Dryden felt much hurt by itheir 
ridicule, and spoke with tears in his eyes of their ingiatitude.* 

Another task executed by Dryden in the cause of his new religion was a transla- 
tion of the Life of St. Fiancis Xavier, a Jesuit missionary and worker of miracles 
of the sixteenth century, whom the Roman- Catholic Church had made a saint. In 
dedicating this work to the Queen, Dryden seriously announced that this saint had 
been chosen by her majesty for one of her patrons, that her prayers to him had not 
been unprofitable, and that the nation might expect a son and heir for James through ' 
these prayers. When the Queen gave birth to a son, on June lo, 1688, all the 
adversaries of James and his religion believed the child to be an imposture, and 
Dryden’s prediction came to be counted as evidence of deceit. f It is now . 
regarded as beyond doubt that the child was genuine, but at the time there was a 
general stiong feeling that it was otherwise, and there was much to give plausibility 
to the idea of deception ; and this feeling, fed by political and religious enmity, 
growing stronger and stronger, accelerated the Revolution. Dryden had lost no 
time in producing a poem in honour of the birth of James’s heir. “ Britannia 

* Dean Lockier m Spence’s Anecdotes : but the Dean’s stories as related by Spence are not very 
trustworthy. . * 

+ Mr Hallam, in his admirable criticism on Dryden in his Introduction to the Literature of 
Europe,” has fallen into error in interpreting a passage of *‘The Hind and the Panther” as an 
announcement of the conception of James’s heir by a sudden stream of light from Heaven. 
James’s son was bom June 10, 1688, and “The Hind and the Panther” had been publi'.hed in 
April 1687, fourteen months before The passage in question is in Part II. line 654, and describes 
a great light in the heavens on th^ might of a nocturnal victory : 

“ I saw myself the lambent easy light 
Gild the brown horror and dispel the night ” 

The reference is supposed to be to the battle of Sedgmoor : Mr. Hallam’s explanation, if possible, 
would be more poetical. 
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Rediviva ” was the title of the poem : it was published before the end of J une. He 
hailed the infant prince as the product of the prayers which he had previously 
proclaimed ; 

“ Hail, son of prayers ’ by holy violence 
I Drawn down from Heaven." 

I Soon after the birth there was a report of the infant’s illness and death : 

By prayers the mighty blessing was implored, 

To prayers was granted, and by prayers restored.” 

This poem, necessarily composed hastily, is more artificial in its style than most 
of Dryden’s later poetry, and more abounding in the classical allusions which pre- 
vailed in his early poems. Veiy short was the interval between the publication of 
I this poem, full of joy and hope, and the i^olution which deprived James of his 
throne, and brought serious loss and bitter disappointment to Dryden. Six months 
i after the birth of the ill-fated prince, James was a fugitive from England, and 
* William and Mary reigned. 

In the preceding year, 1687, Dryden had produced his first Ode for St. Cecilia’s 

I day, and in the year preceding that his Ode to the Memoiy of Anne Killigrew, 
which Dr. Johnson pronounced the noblest ode that our language had produced. 


i68S~-i70{>. 

The Revolution deprived Dryden of his offices of poet-laureate and historio- 
grapher royal, and of his place in the Customs, besides destroying all his visions 
of greater advancement and prosperity. As a Roman Catholic, he was unable 
to take the oaths of allegiance, supremacy, and abjuration, prescribed by an Act 
passed immediately after the accession of William and Mary, to be taken before 
August 1, 1689, by all holders of office ; and unless he abjured his new religion and 
took the oaths, it was not possible to continue him in the offices which he had held 
under Charles and James. It is nothing to his credit that he did not recant. A 
recantation now was simply impossible. It would have brought irretrievable 
dishonour, and disgusted his friends without conciliating foes, or rendering it 
possible for William to confer the laureateship on one lost to all shame and self- 
respect. As it was, Dryden was much cheered in misfortune by the S3nnpathy 
of powerful friends, and was treated with forbearance and respect by the Court. 
There is no proof of William’s manifesting hostility to him. Later, Dryden had 
hopes of s>omething from the government, through the good offices of Charles 
Montagu, when he had become Chancellor of the Exchequer and a leading 
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member of William’s government Montagu had begun in the aiena of liLciature 
by ridiculing “The ILnd aiiJ the Panther,” but neither religion nor politics could 
prevent him from rccogni/ing Diyden's liteiary merits and pre-eminence. Montagu 
aspued indeed to the character of a patron of literature : and with Drydcn he 
was connected through the Pickerings. 

On the first occasion on which Queen Mary went to the tlieatic she ordered the 
rcpiescntation of Drydeii's “ Spanish Friar,” which had been foi bidden during ihe 
ri..ign of James Put the choice was unfortunate ; for there were jiassages in the 
2)layoii a female usurpation of a throne, which made the Queen veiy^uncomforlable, 
and the observed of all. A letter of the Farl of Ncttmgham has liccii published, 
in w^hich the scene is vividly desci ibed “Some unhapiiy expressions put her in 
some disorder, and forced her to hold up her fan, and often lool: behind her, and 
cal] for her palatine and hood, and anything she could next think of; -while those 
who were in the pit befoie her turncrl their heads over their Miouldcrs, and all 
in gcneial directed their looks tov.aiclu her, whenever their fancy led them to make 
any aiDplication of what waa said.” 

It was doubtless cause of much grief to Diydcn’s old fncinl and patron, tlie 
Earl of Dorset, tlie Lord Biickhurat of eailiei yeais, who was appointed Lord 
Chamberlain after the Re\oluiion, to be unable to continue Drydcn in the poet- 
laurcateship. Prior a.ssertcd in a dedication of hia poems to Lord Dorset’s 
son, that Dorset allow'ed Dr3den an equivalent income out of hia own private 
purse. But there i-s obviously eiror an.l exaggeration m tins statement. Dr}^dcn 
liaa himself publicly recorded in warm terms of giaiitude Doi set's bounty by 
a large present : and there can be no doubt that, if Dorset had given him an 
fllowancc equivalent to the salary which he had lost, the fact would liave been 
distinctly staled. The passage here rcfeircd to is in Dryden’s “ Discourse on 
S.atire,” addressed to the Eai] of Dorset in 1693, certainly conliadicts 

'Prior’s statement. I le has been speaking of the design which he had cherished 
pf vniting an epic poem, and proccccL : “Lat being encouraged only with fair 
Vonls by Charles II , my liitle salary ill pa.J, and no j^roq-iect of a future 
/^bsistcnce, I w'as then discouraged in ihc beginning of my atlcmpt , and now 
age has overtaken me, and want, a more insiiTcrable c\il, through the change 
of tlie times, has wholly di'.enablcd me Thongli I mast ever acknowledge, to the 
honour of 3'our lordship and ihe eternal memory of your charitv. that, since this 
! revolution, wherein I have patiently suffered the rum of my small fortune and the 
I loss of that poor subaisLcncc which I had from two kings, whom I had served more 
, faithfully than profitably to myself, — then your loid'.hip was pleased, out of no 
other motive but your own nobleness, without any desert of mine, or the least 


I 


i 


The wife of S> GiP)ert P-cT^ennof, Drj'den’s first cousin, was first cousin of Georgu Montai:;u, 
the father of CLaiLs, Earl of Halifax 
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I solicitation from me, to make me a most bountiful present, which at that time, 

I when I was most- in want of it, came most seasonably and unexpectedly to my 
j relief.” Other presents were doubtless made by Dorset to Drydcn on other 
occasions ; * and his old friend Mulgrave M?as also generous to him. Drydcn 
speaks of the generosity of both Doiset and Mulgiave in his dedication to 
Mulgrave of the ^neid. 

The new poet-laureate and historiographer royal was Dryden’s reviler, ^^Shadwell ; 
I and his appointment must have added greatly to Drydcn ’s mortification. It is 
i related that Lord Dorset, in recommending Shad well to King William, said that 
' he presented him, not as the best poet, but as the most honest man, politically 
i speaking, among the competitois. 

And now, deprived of official income, Dryclen thought again of the drama : and 
in the next six years he produced four plays. The first of these was the tragedy of 
*‘Don Sebastian,” acted m 1690. This play was not hastily written, and, as a 
composition, it is one of Dryden’s best dramas. But the play had not very great 
j success : this Dryden in his preface attributes principally to its having been loo 
I long. In the beginning of the prologue he made an adroit reference to his altered 
; position, and begged forbearance to a vanquished foe : 

I 

j ** The jud^e removed, though he's no more my lord, 

I May plead at bar, or at the council board 

i So may cast poets write , there's no pretension 

! To argue loss of wit from loss of pension 

j Your looks are cheerful , and m all this place 

1 see not one that wears a damning face. 

' The Bntish nation is too brave to show 

] Ignoble vengeance on a vanquished foe ” 

Dryden dedicated “ Don Sebastian ” to Philip Sidney, Earl of Leicester, brother 
\ of Algernon Sidney, who had himself, as Lord Lisle, taken an active part in 
politics under Cromwell, and was now, in old age, living in privacy, but was a 
j supporter of the Revolution and friend of William’s government. In the same 
year, 1690, Diyden produced a comedy, “Amphitryon,” which succeeded well. 

I It was dedicated to Sir William Leveson Gower, an ardent supporter of the Revo- 
lution, who, Dryden says, had increased his kindness to him since his misfortunes. 

; “And as,” says Drydcn in his dedication, “since this , w ^ n tofo l , rev olut ion, I have 
' begun with the best pattern of humanity, the Earl of Leicester, I shall continue to 
I follow* the same method, in all to whom I shall address : and endeavour to pitch on 
; .such only as have been pleased to own me in this imin of my small fortune ; who, 
i though they are of a contraiy opinion themselves, yet blame not me for adhering 
! to a lost cause, and judging for myself, what I cannot choose but judge, so long as 
! I am a patient sufferer, and no disturber of the governlaent.” After “Amphitryon ^ 

* Sir Walter Scott sayis that some lettere of Dryden to Dorset, which are preserved at Knole, 

but are considered not fit for publication, contain proofs of Dorset’s liberality. 
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came, in 1691, “ King Arthur, or the British Worthy,” a dramatic opera, which had 
been originally prepared near the close of the reign of Charles the .Second, 
and designed as a sequel to “Albion and Albanius,” and for congratulation to 
Charles on his last political triumphs. It is needless to say that, under these 
circumstances, “King Arthur” was greatly changed from its first draft for re- 
presentation in 1690. The origin of the poem and the changes made in it were 
owned by Dryden with manly fiankness in his dedication of the play to George 
Savile, Marquis of Halifax, the great Trimmer of Charles the Second’s reign, and 
one of Charles’^ leading ministers in his last years, now a friend of William, but 
living in political retirement. “This poem,” says Dryden, “was the last piece of 
service which I had the honour to do for my gracious master King Charles, and 
though he lived not to see the performance of it on the stage, yet the Prologue to 
it, which was the opera of * Albion and Albanius,’ was often practised before him 
at Whitehall, and encouraged by his royal approbation.” Of the alterations made 
he says : “ Not to offend the present times, nor a government which has hitherto 
protected me, I have been obliged so much to alter the first design, and take away 
so many beauties from the writing, that it is now no more what it was formerly 
than the present ship of the Royal Sovereign, after so often taking down and 
altering, is the vessel it was at the first building.” The dedication further tells us 
that the Duchess of Monmouth — “my first and best patroness,” as Dryden here 
calls her — had shown the poem to the Queen in manuscript, and that the Queen had * 
read it and expressed her approval. “Poets,” says Dryden in his usual courtlvl 
fashion, “ who subsist not but on the favour of sovereign princes, and of great I 
persons, may have leave to be a little vain, and boast of their patronage, who 
encourage the genius that animates them.” Purcell on this occasion composed 
the music for the opera, and it was a great success. In May 1692, Dryden 
produced a tragedy, “Cleomenes, or the Spartan Hero.” Severe illness obliged 
him on this occasion to resoit to the aid of his young friend Southeme, who wrote 
or finished for him the last act of the play. There was a difficulty for a time 
about the representation of “ Cleomenes ; ” the Queen, who was acting as Regent " 
during William’s absence in Plollancl, making objections. The story of Cleomenes, 
an exiled king, seeking the assistance of a foreign ruler to restore him to his 
throne, was disagreeably, if not dangerously, suggestive of the position of Mary’s 
James, exiled in Frano^ The exertions of friends (among whom Laprence* ' 
Hyde, £arl of Rochester, Queen Mary’s uncle, was prominent), and Dryden’s 
asseverations of innocence of all political design, prevailed after a few months 
over the Queen’s scruples. The play did not obtain great success. Dryden 
published it with a dedication to Lord Rochester. The last of Dryden’s dramas 
appeared in the beginning of the year 1694, and was a conspicuous failure : this 
v^as “ Love Triumphant, or Nature will Prevail,” a tragi-comedy. The failure of 
this ciosmg play of his long dramatic career must have been most mortifymg to 
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Drydeii, who had announced that it \va.s to be hib last play. The prologue | 
declared that the poet now forsook the stage, and in the epilogue Drj^den depie- ' 
cated criticism on a dead poet : 

1“ Now, in good manners, nothing sliall be said 
i Against iSis play, because the poet ’s uead ” 

Bryden had now determined to renounce play-uoiting and devote himself to a 
tianslation of the whole of Viigd. Evelyn supped on Januar}^ ii, 1694, at 
Mr. Edward Sheldon’s, ** where ’v^as Mr. Diyden, the poet, who now intended tQ 
write no moie pla>s, being intent on his tianslation of Virgil : he read to us his 
piologue and epilogue to his valedictory play now shoitly to be acted.’’ The plays 
which he owned at the close of his dramatic career are twenty-seven in number. 

Other labours had helped during the last six years to increase Dryden’s ways and 
means. He had written in 1692 his poem “Eleonora,” in honour of the memory 
of the Countess of Abingdon, written at the request of her hu.sband. He had 
never seen the lady and was not acquainted with the husband : a handsome fee of 
live hundred guineas rewarded him foi his execution of the sorrowing husband’s 
commission. In 1693 he produced a translation of the Saties of Juvenad and 
Persius, in which liTw^s aided by his two elder sons and others : and he prefixed 
to the work a Discourse on Satire, addressed to his old friend and benefactor, the 
liarl of Dorset. Diyden himself tianslatecl the first, third, sixth, tenth, and 
sixteenth Satires of Juvenal, and the whole of Persius. Pie wrote "a Life of 
Polybius to be piefixed to a translation by Sir lienry Shere 1 this also appeared in 
1692. A third volume of Miscellanies appeared in 1693, containing some transla- 
tions by Diy'den from Ovid and Plomer ; and a fouith volume of Miscellanies, t?ie 
last which Dryden issued, appeared in 1694. To this volume he contributed a 
translation of the Third Georgic of Virgil, and his Excellent poem addressed to Sir 
Go<lfrey Kneller. .. 

Congi'cve had commenced his career as a dramatic writer in Januaiy 1693, with 
The Old Bachelor,” produced on the stage when its author was no more than 
[twenty-three. Southerne had introduced Congreve and his play to Dr^ricn before 
[its representation : and Dryden, always kind and encouraging to young authois of 
[desert, had declared that he had never before seen such a first play. The success 
of Congreve’s first play was great : but a second, brought out before the end of the 
same year, “The Double Dealer,” was not so successful. It w'as on the appeal ance 
of “The Double Dealer” that Dryden addressed to Congreve the poem in wdiich 
occur the beautiful lines prophesying for him literary eminence, and commending 
to Ills affectionate care his own reputation : 

z 

" Blit you whom every muse and grace adorn, 

Whom I foresee to better fortune bora. 

Be kind to my remains ; and oh, defend, 

Agabst your judgment, your departed mend I 
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I Let not the insulting foe my fame pursue, 

' iJut shade those laurels which descend to you, 

And tahe for tiibute what these lines express , 

You merit more, nor could my love do less.” 

I It is pleasant to read in a letter of Dryden, written to Tonson in 1695, of the friend- 
I ship and respectful attention of Southerne and Congreve, who went four miles out 
of London to accompany Dryden back to the capital, on an occasion when he was 
letuining from Noithamptonshire. 

Dryden’s three sons were now residing at Rome, where the Pope extended to , 
them his protection and favour. The eldest, Charles, was appointed Chamberlain j 
to the Pope ; and the second, John, obtained also some office in the Pope’s house- ^ 
hold. The youngest became an officer in the Pope’s guards. * 

The tianslation of Viigil, as a whole, was commenced in the end of 1693, and 
was finished aliout the end of 1696. It was published in July 1697. There is a 
tiadition that the first lines of the work were written by Dryden with a diamond on 
a pane of a window in his cousin John Driden’s house at Chesterton, in Hunting- 
donshire, where in the la^t ten or twelve years of his life the poet was a frequent 
and honoured guest, and where lived with her brother his early love, Honor, who 
had never married. The house at Chesterton was pulled down in the beginning of ’ 
this century, and it casts some doubt on the truth of this traditional story that the 
pane of glass which bore so valuable an inscription has not been preserved. 
During three years Dryden worked with laborious assiduity at his gi*eat translation: 
one diversion only of importance occurred while he was tianslatmg Virgil. In 
1695, (1^0 ^‘ 5 ® own expression) borrowed two months’^ for a translation in 

prose of Du Fresnoy’s ‘‘Art of Painting,” and he prefixed to the translation an , 
essay which he called a Parallel of Poetry and Painting,” the work, he said, of 
twelve mornings. Some of Dryden’s correspondence with his publisher, Tonson, ; 
while he w^as engaged on the translation, is in print : it testifies to his assiduity, | 
enables us to mark with some minuteness the progress of his labour, and reveals j 
much bickering with Tonson. The w^ork was to be published by subscription, and 
it was proposed to have a hundred and two subscribers at five guineas each, half to 
be paid at once ; each of these was to be honoured by printing his coat of arms at 
the foot of one of a hundred and two engravings with which the book was to be 
adorned : and there was to be a second subscription, of two guineas, of persons 
w'hose names would only appear in a list printed with the book. * It is not clear 
how much of the produce of these subscriptions went to Dryden and how much to 
Tonson. It is to be supposed that the expense of the engravings was defrayed 
from the five-guinea subscriptions ; of the five guineas, three were paid down 
at once. It is to be inferred*from Dryden’s letters to Tonson that the latter was 

* Letter from Dryden to W. Wahh, December 12, 1693, published in R. Bell’s Life ofJDrydcn, 

> prefixed to his edition of Dryden’s Poetical Works, 1854. 
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under an undertaking to pay him fifty pounds on the completion of every two 
books of the ^Eneid, * and such an anangcment may or may not have extended 
to the Georgies, and there might have been also a sum of fifty pounds for the 
Pastorals. It is conjectured that these were payments to Dryden by Tonson for 
copyright, in addition to the portion of the subscription-money which went to the i 
poet. There were in the end 102 subscribers of five guineas and 250 of two guineas, I 
and Dryden in one of his letters calculates the guinea at twenty-nine shillings : this .| 
would make ;^i,469. If all expenses of plates, paper, printing, and publisher’s I 
charges were defrayed out of this sum alone, and Pope’s statement that Dryden ; 
cleared ;£'i,200 from his Virgil is correct, there would be left a very small 
lialance for the expenses. If Tonson’s payments of fifty pounds on completion of 
every couple of books of the iEneid were payments by him for copyright, to be 
added to Dryden’s portion of the subscriptions, this would make £^00 more if j 
the payments were confined to the i^lneid ; /450 if, as has been supposed, the j 
arrangement embraced the Georgies and if fifty pounds were in like manner given | 
for all the Pastorals. It is clear from Dryden’s letters that he received portions (J ' 
the subscription-moneys, and that Tonson retained some. In one of his letters to [ 
Tonson, Dryden says : “ I thank you for the civility of your last letter in the * 
country; but the thirty shillings upon every book remains with me.” This was | 
written at a time when the second subscriptions were being collected, and piobably ® 

I means that he was to have thirty shillings for every two-guinea subscription. | 
Dryden proceeds : ‘‘You always intended I should get nothing by the second j 
subscription, as I found from first to last.” The meaning of this may be that | 
Tonson was opposed to the second set of inferior subscriptions of two guineas, 
regarding each copy so subsenbed for as subtracted from the general sale of the I 
book by which it may have been that he would solely profit. Dryden complains 
of 'Tonson’s not having published m the first instance the proposals for the first , 
subscriptions; had this been done, he says, he would have got more. -In counting 
up the total of what Diyden may have received for his Virgil, the presents which 
would have come to him from the three noblemen, Lord Clifford the Earl of 
Chesterfield, and the Marquis of Normanby (his old friend Mulgrave), to whom 
the Pastorals, the Georgies, and the /Eneid were respectively dedicated, with what 
Dr, Johnson has called “an economy of flattery, at once lavish and discreet,” ' 
j must not be forgotten. Lord Chesterfield sent him a “noble present;” so 
Dryden called it in his letter of thanks, which* has been lately published, f 
These presents may have eked out Dryden’s profits to some sum near that said to 
have been named by Pope : and, on the other hand, that sum, ;^’i,200, may be an 

r ^ 

* I agree with the Rev. Mr. Hooper, who has pointed out in his Memoir of Dryden prefixed to t 
the new Aldine edition of Dryden’s Poems (p xci ), that the obvious inference from Dryden's 
letters is, that I’onson paid on the completion of every couple of books of the iEneid, and not, | 

as Malone and Scott understood, on the completion of every one. 
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! exaggeration, for Spence’s gossip cannot be implicitly relied on. The whole of 
’ this subject is involved in much obscurity. The general impression seems to have 

* been that the Virgil was a pecuniary success for Dryden.* 

The letters from Dryden to his publisher, Tonson, during the progress of the 
j translation, which arc extant, are full of grumbling at exactions and sharp practices, 

I and for a time friendly relations between poet and publisher were interrupted. The 

* coinage was then much deteriorated, and Dryden complains frequently of loss by 

I Ton son’s clipped and bad money. When he had concluded the fourth ^neid, and 
i claimed fifty pounds, he writes : “ You know money is now very scrupulously 
1 leceived ; in the last which you did me the favour to change for my wife, besides 
I the clipped money, there were at least forty shillings brass,” A letter written 
I October 29, 1695, angriest tone. On September 13, Dryden had begun a 

j letter with “ My good fiiend ; ” now the beginning is “ Mr. Tonson : ” 

! “Mr Tonson,— Some kind of intercourse must be carried on betwixt us while I am translating 
! Vii,u;il Therefoic I give you notice, that I have done the seventii /Eneid in the country, and 
I inlend some few days hence to go upon the eighth . v/hen that is finished, I expect fifty pounds in 
! good silver, not such as I have had formerly I am not obliged to take gold, neither will I ; nor 
' stay for it beyond four and twenty hours after it is due.” 

1 And the letter proceeds with other accusations even more biting : 

i 

, “You always intended I should get nothing by the second subscriptions, as I found from first to 
1 last And your promise to Mr. Congreve that you had found a way for my benefit, which was an 
i encouragement to my pains, came at last, for me to desire Sir Godfrey Kneller and Mr Closterman 
I t<» gather for me I then told Mr Congreve that 1 knew you too well to believe you meant me any 
j kindness . and he promised me to believe accordingly of you, if you did not But this is past, and 
i you shall have your bargain, if I live to have my health ” 

I 

1 The angry letter concludes with the.se words : 

, “I desire neither excuses nor reasons from you ; for I am but too well 'satisfied already. The 
j Notes and Prefaces shall be short, because you shall get the more by saving paper.” 

I In February 1696, Dryden wites less angrily, but stiffly and complainirtgly. 

! This letter begins : 

“ Sir,— -I received your letter very kindly, because indeed I expected none : but thought you as 
very a tradesman as Bentley, who has cursed our Virgil so heartily ” 

He proceeds to say that he is not sorry that T'onson will allow him nothing 
for Notes, for to make them good would have cost him half a year. He says 

* Mr. Malone has clearly misunderstood several of Dryden’s allusions to the subscriptions. 
"V^en Dryden writes, April 1695, * ‘ If the second subscriptions nse, I will take so much the more 
time, because the profit will encourage me the more,” Malone explains this as locking to a higher 
rate of subscription after a certain day named : it clearly means, however, that Dryden hopes for a 
nse in the number of second subscriptions of two guineas. Again, Dryden wntes to Tonson, 
October 25, 1695, “ Some of your friends will be glad to take bade their three guineas," on which 
Malone says m a note, “ On receiving back their three guineas they would be placed on the list of 
second subscribers.” The first subscribers had paid three guineas in advance : and all that Dryden 
means is that there were some who would be glad to have the three guineas back. Others were 
wanting to come in as first subscribers. 
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that It would lequire seven years to translate Virgil exactly, and promises to do 
his best in the translation of the four lemaming books, as he has hitheito done. 
Then he proceeds : 

“Upon trial I find nil of your tiado are shaipers, and you not more than others , therefore I 
have not wholly lelt yiu Mi 'Vston docs not blame you fur j;ettinij as wod a bargain as you 
could, thou's'h £ could have s^ut a hundred pounds moie : and you mi^ht nave spared almost all 
jour trouble if jou had tliouglit fit to pubh*-li ilie pioposals for the first subscriptions, for i have 
guineas ofTeied mo evorj' day if there had hecii room I believe, modestly speaking, I ha\e 
refused all eady tw'..nty-ii VO 1 mislike notnmg in j’oui letter therefore, but only your upbraidm"* 
me with the public encoLuagemeiit, and my own rcimtatiun conccnied m the notes, when I assme 
you I could not make them to my mind in less tliaii half a year’t> tunc.” 


The letter concludes with a request for a little money. “ Lord Derby’s money ” 
would probably be no more than tliiee guineas, the first instalment of hi.s five- 
guinea subscription : 

“ Having no sih'cr by me, I desire my I ord Derby’s money, deducting your own And let it 
be goofl, if you desire to oblige me, who am not youi enemy, and may be j oui friend, 

“John Dryden.” t 

! There was yet another cause of displeasure with Tonson. The publisher was j 
very anxious that Drydcn should dedicate the work to King William ; and thi-! ■ 
Dryden resolutely refused to do. Hoping to gain his point, and perhaps counting 1 
on help from the tuck m convincing Dryden at the last moment, Tonson caused | 
the face of i^neas in the old engravings to be altered so as to make a resemblance | 
to the King. Diyden himself mentions this in a letter to his sons, at Rome, of j 
September 3, 1697, after the publication of the w'ork. The mention of the trick > 
is preceded by a complaint that Tonson had caused the miscarriage of all letlcis ! 
from the father to the sons, and from the sons to the father, during the past ycai. 

“ 1 am of your opinion that by Ton.son’s means almost all our letters have mis- 
carried for this last year. But, however, he has missed of his design in the 
dedication, though he had prepared the book for it, for in every figure of >Eneas he 
. has caused him to be drawn like King William, with a hooked nose.” It is, 
however, clear from a subsequent Icttei to Tonson himself, that the complaint as to 
the loss of letters imputed nothing more than caielessness or choice of a bad agent. 
Writing to Tonson in November 1697, about forwarding a letter to his sons, he 
says : “ 1 value not any price for a double letter : let me know it, and it shall be 
paid ;* for I dare not tnist it by the post ; being satisfied by e.xperience that 
Ferrand will do by this, as he did by tw’o letters which I sent my sons about my 
dedication to the King, of which they received neither.” This passage has beti' 
overlooked by Scott and by other biographers who, with Scott, have legaidcd 
Dryden's complaint as a charge against Tonson of having deliberately inle:- 
cepted his correspondence with his sons. If designed systematic suppression of 
letters had been charged, it is impossible to understand how Dryden could have 
remained on friendly terms with his publisher. The trick of giving iEneas j 
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King ^Villiam’& hooked nose was a cm rent joke, and gave rise to an excellent’ 
epigram. * 

'■j’he literary world had looked forward to the publication of Dryden’s translation / 
of Virgil as a great event. “The expectation of his work,” says Johnson, “was \ 
undoubtedly great: the nation considered its honour as interested in the event. . 
fkie gave him the different editions of his author, another helped him in the subor- ' 
dinate parts. The arguments of the several books were given him by Addison.” J 
The editions of Virgil were gn^en by Gilbert Dolbcn, son of Dryden’s fiiend, 
the Ihshop of Rochester and Dean of Westminster, afterwaids Aichbishop of 
York, who is eulogized in “ Absalom and Achitophel : ” 

TUm of the western dome, whose weighty sense 
Flo\v«> in fit words and heavenly eloquence ” 

Dr. Knightly Chetwodc vviotc the Life of Virgil and the Preface to the Pastorals; 
and iVddison supplied not only the arguments of the books, but also an Essay on tlie 
GcorgiC'*. The tianslations of the fird Georgia and of the greatest part of the last 
Ihieid were made at Denham Court, in Buckinghamshire, the seat of Sir William 
Bowycr, baronet : and the 5>cvcnth .-Eneid was translated at Burleigh, the house of 
the Earl of Exeter. » 

The sale of the Virgil, published in July 1697, was so rapid that the first 
edition was all disposed Cff in a few months, and a second appeared in the follow- 
ing year, revised by Dryden. lie wrote to his sons at Rome, in November 
1697 : “ My Virgil succeeds in the woild beyond its desert or my reputation. 
You know the profits might have been more, but neither my conscience nor my 
honour would suffer me to take them ; but I never can repent of my constancy, 
since I am thoroughly persuaded of the justice oi the cause for which I suffer.” 
This refers, of course, to his refusal to comply with the wishes of his publisher and • 
others that he should dedicate the Virgil to King William. It must be allowed 
that, after the Revolution, Dryden maintained on the whole a dignified and manly, 
attitude. On the death of Queen Mary in 1694, he had been pressed by some of 
his friends to write a funereal poem of compliment, and he had refused to do so. 
To have turned his back on James or to have renounced his new religion would 
have been so indecent, that either for a man of Dryden’s intelligence and pride was 
impossi])le ; but the struggle must have been painful, in straitened circumstances, 

Old Jacob, bv deep judgment swayed, 

'J'o please the wise beholder^, 

Has placed old Nassau's houK-nosed head 
<ipn poor ^Eneas' shoulderj. 

“ To make the parallel hold tack, 

Methinks there’s little lacking , 

One took his father pick-a-pack, 

And t’other sent his packing.” 
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against the necessities of the position in which the Revolution of 1688 placed 
him ; and there are signs in a letter written by him to Montagu, in 1699, when he 
was hoping for some substantial favour from the Government through Montagu's 
good offices, of a disposition to soften and modify his utterances in politics, and to 
j’ humour and conciliate Montagu, natural enough in one who felt the pangs of 
I poverty and was smarting under bitter disappointment, but yet not quite accordant 
with thorough independence and single-mindedness. 

Of Dryden’s translation of Virgil little more need be said here than that 
it was naturally regarded as of greater merit at the time of its publication than 
justice warrants or later fame confirms ; more was then thought of the power 
of the translator’s verse than of his accmacy or of harmony with Virgil’s genius : 
Dryden’s fame cast a halo lound the woik, which must always as a whole be 
regarded as a great achievement, and as making an epoch in our literature. The 
work at its best has many blemishes and inequalities, and Dryden’s muse was not 
congenial with Virgil’s sweet simplicity and naturalness. It has been said by 
one eminently fitted to judge — the poet Wordsworth — that wherever Virgil can 
be fairly said to have had his eye upon his object, Dryden always spoils the 

{ passage.* 

Dryden’s second Ode for the minual .musical festival of St. Cecilia’s Day, the 
more admired and celebrated of the two, the “Alexander’s Feast,” was composed 
in 1697, soon after the publication of the Virgil. The day of the festival was 
1 November 22. In a letter to his sons at Rome written iii September, he says : “ I 
am writing a song for St. Cecilia’s Feast, who, you know, is the patroness of 
music. This is troublesome, and no way beneficial ; but I could not deny the 
btewS^s, who came in a body to my house to desire that kindness, one of them 
being Mr. Bridgman, whose parents are your mother’s friends,” This passage 
. is interesting in two ways; first, on account of a, stoiy of Lord Bolingbroke’s 
having been told by Dryden that he had finished the ode in one night; and 
^secondly, on account of a statement professing to come from Walter Moyle, 
that Dryden received from the Society forty pounds for this ode. It is im- 
probable that Dryden did not receive payment for his Ode, and forty pounds 
would not have been an extraordinary sum. This statement may be true, 
though Dryden wrote beforehand that he did not expect his labour to be bene- 
ficial, . The story of Dryden’s speech to Loid Bolingbroke does not rest on 
very goo'd authority : it is said by Dr. Warton to have been told him by a Mr. 
Berenger, who heard it from Gilbert West, who heard it from Pope, to whom 
Lord Bolingbroke is said to ha-ve told it The story is that Bolingbroke, then 
Mr. St John, visiting Dryden one morning, found rhim excited, and was told 
by the poet : “I have been up all night; my musical friends made me promise 


Lockhart's “Life of Scott," vol h. p. 80. 



Ixxiii 


; MEMOIR OF DR VDEN. 

to write them an Ode for their Feast of St, Cecilia r I have been so struck with ' 
the subject which occurred to me, that I could not leave it till I had completed it : | 
here it is finished at one sitting, ” This story after all is not irreconcilable with a i 
' statement in a letter of two months befoie, that he was then wilting an Ode, It is ! 

' possible that he was intending it, and saying or thinking that he was writing it tw'o ' 

^ months before, and that the poem may have been virtually finished in one night of | 
j prolonged work and excitement. j 

1 He had intended, after the Ode, to re-fashion for the stage a play written by his | 
I brother-in-law, Sir Robert Howard, ‘‘The Conquest of China by the Tartars.” ; 
, “It will cost me six weeks’ study,” he wrote to his sons, ‘'with the probable benefit ' 
; of a hundred pounds. ” But this play never appeared ; it is not known why Dryden | 
i relinquisliod the design. Some little time before this, Dryden had wiitten a Life j 
I of J^ucian for an intended edition, which did not appear till after his death. In j 
' 1698 he addressed a short poem to Geoige Gninville, afterwards Lord Lansdowne, ! 
cue of his most kind and generous friends, on his tiagedy, “ PIcroic Love,” and j 
lie took occasion in tins iioem to complain in strong language of a recent revival, 

’ with alterations, of his “ Conquest of Granada ” by the company then acting m 
, Dniry Lane Theatre. Theie had been again a separation among the players in 
' 1695, Betterton heading a secession from Drury Lane to the old theatre m Lincoln’s 
' Inn Fields. 

: The famous -work of Jeremy Collier, a non-juiing clergyman, on the immorality I 

and profaneness of the English stage, denouncing plays in general, specially j 
1 reprobating the licentiousness of the English comedies of the age, and indicting j 
I Dryden as one of the principal offenders, was published in Marclil 1698. It is idle j 
I to pretend that the censures bestowed on Dryden and other conteriiporary writers I 
! w'cre undeserved. Dr) den took occasion in a short .poem addressed soon after to 
I Mr. IMotteux, on his tragedy called “ Beauty in Distress,” to reply to Collier’s work. 

I The answer was adioit. lie dwelt moie on Collier’s general diatiibe against 
I theatrical repiesentations than on Ins special charges of indecency and immorality, 

■ and, liglitly confessing occasional faults, endeavoured to represent Collier’s attack 
on himself as instigated by resentment for his own attacks on clergymen : — 

1 ‘‘ What 1 have loosely or piofanely writ 

Let them to fires, then due deseit, commit* 

Nor \\hen accused by me, let them complain 
, Their faults and not their function I arraign,*' 

! 

Sir Richard Blackmore, a physician and author of two long heroic poems, had 
already in 1695, in the Preface to his “Prince Arthur,” censured Dryden in strong 

1 • 

i J See the General Introduction to the Songs, Odes, and Lyrical Pieces, p 366 of this volume, 

I w here proof is given from Dryden’s copy of Spenser m the Library of Tnnity College, Cambridge 
I that h« had thought of a theme for an Ode for St Cecilia’s Day, distinct from those of the two 
odes which he composed. 
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I language for the immorality of his pla)rs. He again attacked Dryden in the 1 
I end of 1699, in a poem called “A Satire upon Wit,” and brought upon himself ! 
j very severe jflagcllations from Dryden in the Preface to his Fables,” and in a ! 

I Prologue written very shortly before his death ; and in an epilogue written for | 

I the same occasion Dryden made a renewed leply to Collier. 

I Dryden had begun in the latter part of 1698 to make those versions of some of ' 

; Chaucer’s and Boccaccio’s tales and Ovid’s Metamorphoses, which were produced ' 

1 a few months before his death in a folio volume, bearing the title, “Tales, Ancient ! 

I and Modem, translated into verse from Plomer, Ovid, Boccacio, and Chaucer, 1 

, with Original Poems,” and more commonly known by the name of “The Fables.” j 

The contribution fiom Homer was the first book of the Iliad, which had been ' 

* translated as a sample and beginning of a translation of the whole ; but no more } 
was ever done. We gain glimpses of Dryden’s progress in this his last work in ! 
the more numerous letters of his of this peiiod v/hich have been preserved. Early 
! in 1699 ho writes to Mrs Steward, tlie young and handsome daughter of liis cousin, 

I Mrs. Creed, who paid the old poet great attention, and whom he now frequently 
j visited at Cotteistock in Northamptonshire : j 

j Old men are not <!o insensible of beanty as it may be you young ladies think For my own i 
j part I must needs acknowledge that your fair eyes had made me your slave be/bre I received your 
I fine presents Your letter puts me out of doubt that they have lost nothing of their lustre, because > 
1 it was written with your own hand , and not hearing of a fever or an ague, I will please myself with ' 
I the thoughts that they base wholly left you I would also flatter myself with the hopes of ' 
j waiting on you at Cotterstock some time next summei , but my want of health may perhaps hinder I 
, me. But if I am well enough to travel as far northward as Northamotunshire, you are sure of a ! 
. giiest, who has been too well u->ed not to trouble you again In the meantime, betwixit m*y 
I intervals of physic and other remedies which X am using for my gravel, I am still drudgm"' on; ' 
! |always ^oet, and never a good I pass my time sometimes with Ovid, and sometimes^ ith < 
i felir dldlvn^sh poef, Cliaheer translating such «tones as best please my fancy; and intend, ' 
llxjsides them, to add somewhat of ray owm . so that it is not impossible, but ere the summer be 
! ipassed, I may come down to you with a volume m my hand, like a dog out of the water with .1 
,, Iduck in his mouth.” ’ ‘ t 

I A later letter of March 4, 1699, to the same lady, contains the following. Col- { 
lier’s work was producing effect : j 


We poor Catholics <laily expect a mo^t severe proclamation to come out against us • and at the 
that the King is very unwilling to persecute us, considering us to be but a 
handful, and those disarmed ; but the Archbishop of Canterbury is our heavy enemy. This day 
was played a revived comedy of Mr. Congreve’s, called ‘The Double Dealer,' which was never 
very taking. In the play-bill was orinted—' Written bv Mr. CnnrrrevA ttrifli (.ATraml 


’ wnerem IS me icings oraer tw t&£,£,qtprm«ipn of,th^ stage : but the printing 
an author s name in a play-biU is a new manner of proceeding, at least in England. When any 
papers of verses in manusenpt, which arc worth your reading, come abroad, you shall be sure of 
them ; because, being a TOctess yourself, you like those entertainments. I am still drudging at a 
be'^rdoned*** ^ enough ; if otherwise, threescore and seven may 


,j Osi March 20, Dryden made an agreement with. Tonson for publication of ! 
I the work; he was to receive 250 guineas, in consideration of ten thousand verses, 1 
j of which «7, 540, more or less, w’-ere already m Tonson’s possession. The 250 ! 
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! guineas were to be made up to j^300 at the beginning of a second impression of the 
' work. The 250 guineas, making £26^ 15.?., weie paid on March 24. No second 
I impiession appeared till 1713, several years after Bryden’s death, and the balance 
! of 2*3 1 5-f- was then paid to a niece of Dryden’s widow for the benefit of the widow, 

■ then a lunatic. The published volume contained some tw'elve thousand verses, 

I which doubtless originated the story told by Spence on Pope’s authority, that 
I Tonson had contracted to give Drydcn sixpence a line for the Fables. 

(Jne of the pieces from Chaucer prepared for the volume was “The Good 
' Parson : ” and it appears that Samuel Pepys had suggested this to Dryden. On 
I July 14, Dryden sends him his own “ Good Parson ” in manuscript, in an inter- 
esting letter : 

“ Paorov Mio, — I remember last year when I had the honour of dining with you, you were 
pleasetl to recommend to me the cb.aracter of Chaucer’s Good Parson Any desire of yours is a 
! command to me • and accordiii'dy I have put it into mv EngLsh, with such additions and altera 
s tions as 1 thought lit 1 facing trau'-latod as many fables from Ovul and as many novels from 
Hocr’.'ice and tales fnmi ( liauror as will make an mdifltrent large volume in folio, I intend them 
fn il c press in Mieh.iehnas teiiu no\t In the meantime my Parson desires the favour of being 
hnown to you, and proiusse',, if you fin J any fault in his character, he will reform it Whenever you 
please he shall wait ou you, and for the safer conveyance, I wull carry him in my pocket . who am 

“ My Padron’s most obedient sen ant, 

“ Fm Samuel Pepys, Esq. John Dryden 

At las huuse lu York Stieet, These.” 

Samuel Pepys graciously replied on the instant : 

“Siit,~You have truly obliged me ; and possibly m saying so I am more in earnest than you 
mn rtadilv think , as "verihr hoping from thii your copy of one Good Parson to fancy some amends 
made mo f -r the hourly ouence 1 bear with fi >m the sight of so many lewd onginals I shall with 
'float liluasuro attend you on this occasion, whene’er you’ll permit it ; unless you would have the 
l.ind less to double it to me by suffering my c^'ach to wmit on you (and who j'ou can gain me the 
stmo fawjiir from) hithei, to a cold chichon and a salad, any after Sunday, as being just 
stepping into the air for two days 

“ I am, most respectfully, your honoured and obedient servant, 

«S. P.” 

Among the poems to mal:e up the forthcoming volume was Dryden’s epistle to 
iiis cousin, John Dndcn of Chesterton, member for Huntingdonshire ; and we. 
now find DiTdcn sending this poem, which had a political character, to Charles 
Montagu, the Chancellor of the Exchequer, for his perusal, in a letter more 
courtier-like than independent. Dryden was looking for some favour from the 
Government, and his chief hopes were centred m Montagu. The verses previously 
sent for Montagu’s judgment were the beautiful dedication of “Palamon and 
Arcite ” to the Duchess of Ormond, in which Dryden, probably under the influence 
of his late long study of Virgil, is full of classical allusions as in his younger days, 
without lliie stiffness and pedantry which characterized his earlier poems,, and with 
the free flow of melodious •verse which he had acquired by long practice. The 
letter from which the following is extracted was written in October 1699 : 

These verses had waited on you with the former, but that they \vanted that correction which I 
nave given them, that they may the better encore the sight of so great a judge and poet. I am 
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now in fear that I have purged them out of thexr spirit, as our master Busby used to whip a boy 
so long, till he made him a confirmed blockhead. My au.in Diiden saw them in the countiy, 
and the greatest exception he made to them was a satire against the Dutch valour m the last war 
He desired me to omit it (to use his own words) out of the respect he find to his sovereign I 
obeyed his commands, and left only the praises, which I think are due to the gallantry of my own 
countrymen. In the description which I have made of a parliament-m^n, I thinkj have not only 
drawn the features of my worthy kinsman, but liave also given my own opinion of what an 
Englishman in parliament ought to be, and deliver it as a memorial of my own principles to all 
posterity. I have consulted the judgment of my unbiassed fnends, who have some of them the 
honour to be known to you, and they think there is nothing which can justly give offence in that 
part of the poem. 1 say not this to cast a blind on your judgment (which I could not do if I 
endeavoured it), but to assure you that nothing relating to the public shall stand without your 
pel mission: for it were to want common sense to desire your patronage and resolve to disoblige 
you , and as I will not hazard my hopes of your protection by refusing to obey you in anything 
which I can perform with my conscience oi my honour, so I am very confident you will never 
I impose any other terms on me " 

I This letter concludes with a statement that his thoughts are at present fixed on 
^Horner, who, he says, he finds a poet more according to his genius than Virgil, and 
|he consequently hopes to do him more justice “ in his fiery way of writing,, which, 
ias It is liable to more faults, so it is capable of more beauties than the exactness and 
I sobriety of Virgil.” He then proudly asks for Montagu’s patronage of Ins Homer: 
** Since ’tis for my country’s honour as well as for my own that I am willing to 
undertake this task, I despair not of being encouraged in it by your favour.” 

Shortly after, Dryden wrote about his hopes from the Government to Mrs 
Steward. It must be born^ in mind, in reading the following interesting state- 
ment, that it is an old man writing to a young lady, who is pre-occupied in his 
favour, and to whom he is anxious to recommend himself: 


“ What ha^ hindered me from writing to you was neither ill-health nor a worse thing, ingrati- 
tude ; but a flood of little businesses, which yet are necessary to my subsistence, and of which I 
hoped to have given you a good account before this time But the Cqprt rather speaks kindly of 
me than does anything for me, though they promise largely, and peihaps they think I will 
advance as they go backward, in which they will be much deceived , for I can never go .an inch 
■ beyond my conscience and my honour If they will consider me as'‘nBnffirwho has done my 
I best to improve the language, and especially the poetry, and will be content with my acquiescence 
i under the present Government, and forbearing satire on it, that I can promise, because I can per- 
I form it : but I can neither take the oaths nor forsake my religion : because I know not what chuich to 
Wo to if I leave the Catholic : they are all so divided amongst themselves on matters of faith 
.anecessary to salvation, and yet all assuming the name of Protestants May God be pleased to 
jlopen your eyes, as He has opened mine ‘ Truth is but one, and they who have once heard of it 
yean pfead no excuse if they do not embrace it 

In a laler letter to the same lad^)’ he speaks even more despondingly of his 
prospects from the Government, and mentions that the Lord Chancellor, Somers, 
is hostile to him : ** I doubt I am in no condition of having a kindness done me, 
having the Chancellor my enemy.” 

The “ Fables ” were published in November 1699, and Dryden was delighted 
with the public’s -reception of them. **The town encourages them,” he writes 
to Mrs. Steward, “wdlh more applause than anything of mine deserves.” The 
I two poems addressed to his cousin John Driden and to the Duchess of Ormond seem 
1 to have been special labours of love, and he was \eiy proud of the piaises which 


L_ 
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! they received. Before the publication of the volume he had informed Mrs. Steward 
I that Dorset and Montagu had both seen them, and were of opinion that he had 
j never written better. “ My other friends,” he *adds, “ are divided m their jiidg- 
1 ments which to prefer : but the greater part are for those to my dear kinsman, 

^ which I have corrected with so much care, that they will now be worthy of his 
j sight, and do neither of us any dishonour nfter our death.” His cousin, Driden 
i rewarded him with a very handsome present. “ I always thought my verses to my 
I cousin Driden,” he wrote to Mrs. Steward, April ii, 1700, within three weeks of < 
j his death, “ were the best of the whole ; and, to my comfort, the town thinks them j 
I so ; and he, which pleases me most, is. of the same judgment, as appears by a \ 
I noble present he has sent me, which surprised me, because I did not in the least | 
1 expect it.” It has been said that the present was one of £S^> j 

j been said that the Duchess of Oimond presented him with ;^5oo in return for the . 
! beautiful poem addressed to her. Malone, however, was probably right in con- ' 
1 jecturing that, either present did not exceed ;^ioo. The volume of Fables was 1 
dedicated in prose to the Duke of Ormond. 

The closing scene is now near at hand, and Dryden is a satirist to the last. ; 
j Illness had for some years been a frequent companion : he suffered much from' gout I 
. and gravel : in a letter of his of November 29, 1699, speaking of his health, he 
I writes : “That of an old man is always ciazy, and at present mine is worse than usual 
; by a St. Anthony’s fire in one of my legs.” But he hoped to recover, ^and proceeded ' 
I to speak of his hope, which he still cherished, of translating Homer. On August 9, 

I 1700, he would have completed sixty-nine years. He died three months before, on 
' May I, 1700. Very shortly before his death he had written a prologue and 
j epilogue, with two other small pieces, “ The Secular Masque ” and an additional ; 
j scene for Fletcher’s play, “ The Pilgrim,” for a representation designed for his or 
his son Charles’s benefit, of which “The Pilgrim” was the principal part. Van- 1 
j brugh, a newly famous dramatist, soon to add to this fame that of an architect, " 

I revised “ The Pilgrim ” for this occasion. It was performed by the company at | 
Drury Lane, whom, strangely enough, Dryden had within the last eighteen months* | 
attacked in his address to George Granville, praising in contrast Betterton, who had i 
I seceded and set up a rival company in the old theatre in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, j 
, The revival of “ The Pilgrim ” was also in imitation of a series of revivals of old 
■ ■ plays by Betterton in Lincoln’s Inn Fields. It is doubtful whether this representa- 
tion for the benefit of Dryden or his son took place or not on the 2Sth of IVlarch, 
1700, the day for which it was intended, the first day of the new year, and supposed 
by a popular error the first of a new century. “ The Secular Masque ” was to 
inaugurate the new century. It is most probable that the first repiesentation did 
not take place on that day, but on some day in April. Some have thought that 
the performance was not till after Dryden’s death; because in the revised “Pilgrim” 
as published in June, there is at the very end a sentence referring to Dryden as 
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dead, and introducing “The Secular Masque.” But it is .quite as probable that 
these words were added to the piece for representation after the death of Dryden 
on May i, or for the publication alone. The words are in the last speech: “I 
hope, before yon go, you^U share with us an entertainment the late great poet of 
our ^e prepared to celebrate this day : let the Masque begin.” Cibber, who spoke 
Dryden’s prologue and epilogue, says that the epilogue had been assigned to him 
by Vanbrugh, and that Dryden, on hearing him rehearse a recital of it, insisted on - 
his having the prologue also. The prologue and the epilogue are among Dryden’s 
best performances of this sort ; and each dealt with a foe. The prologue was 
chiefly devoted to Sir Richard Blackmore, the doctor and the knight, “ quack 
Maurus,” as he nicknamed him : and satire and peisonality were as strong in 
Dryden as ever. The epilogue was a milder reply to Jeiemy Collier’s attack on . 
|the stage, and Dryden endeavoured to throw the chief blame of the licentiousness 
lof plays since the Restoration on the lewdness of the Court : 

• V* blit ‘5ure, a banished court, with lewdness fraught. 

The seeds of open vice returning brought 
The poets who nrnst live by courts or starve, 

Were proud so good a government to serve . 

And, mingling with bufibous and pimps profane. 

Tainted the stage foi some small snip of gala.” 

There is a passage in “ The Wife of Bath’s Tale,” one of the Fables published 
a little before, in which Diyden had more pointedly charged upon Charles and his 
Court the licentiousness which is his own fault. He thus describes Charles’s Court 
by its opposite as imagined in the' days of King Aithur : 

“'Then courts of kings were held in high reno%vn, 

Ere made the common biothels of the town , 

There virgins honourable vows received, 

But chaste as maids in monasteries Lved : 

The kmg himself, to nuptial ties a slave, 

Ko bad example to his poets gave ; 

And they, not bad, but in a vicious age, 

liad no^ to please the prince, debauched the stage,” 

Self-debasement to please a Court or to fill the pocket' is no justification of Dryden, 
and there is even meanness in these efforts to throw blame from himself on the 
memory of Charles the Second, whom in his reign and in that of James he had 
fii'.ercd. Ii would Inne 1 ecn better 'f Dryden had uniformly in Ins latter years 
' adoplcil ’hi tone of confession and con*t5lion of the following passage in a letter of 
] No\ ember ifipq lie »s givhig advice about wntmg poetry to a young and fasci- 
I inling Lierary bcly, Mr'*. Thomas, known as Corinna,— a fancy-immc winch 
i DryOen himscdf sug'rcstcd to her, — v.ith whom in the last months of Ins life he 
; cariicd cn a correspondence of Icndei friendship • 

“ ’Tis an nnn’-o^inblp ar’- t-s ihos». whn prn^pcs it , but you wbn write oHvfor yo’T diversion mny 
, pass yo.ir hours v I'l rka'-c'c in an,' wiihnuc prejud cc , always avoiding (as I know you will) 

I 

) . 
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the licence which Mrs Behn allowed herself of writing loosely, and giving, if I may have leave to ■ 
say bO, some scandal to the modesty of her sex I confess I am the last man who ought in justice 
to arraign hei, who have been myself too much a libertine in most of my poems : which 1 should 
be well contented I had leave either to purge or to see them fairly burned.” 

It was thus, too, that he had expressed himself in his lines to Motteux : 

What I have loosely or profanely writ, 

Let them to firea, their due desert, commit ” 

If poverty haunted Dryden in his last months, friends did not fail him. Vanbrugh < 
was not alone in kindness to the aged and invalid poet. George Granville designed 
in like manner for Dryden’s benefit a drama, “ The Jew of Venice,” adapted from 
Shakespeare^s “ Merchant of Venice ; ” and Dryden dying before it was ready for 
the stage, his son Charles received the author’s piofits. 

During the greater part of the months of March and April, Dryden was confined 
to his house by gout : the immediate cause of death was neglected inflammation of ] 
a toe, which brought on mortification. Hobbs, the famous surgeon of the day, | 
advised .at once amputation of the toe, to which Diyden would not consent; and ^ 
when the evil had spread over the leg, Hobbs again advised amputation of the limb, 4 
which the old man refused also. Death was then inevitable. The illness was i 
short. A London newspaper announced on the 30th of April, “John Dryden, 1 
Esq., the famous poet, lies a-dying.”* At three in the following morning, May i, 
he expired. His cousin, Mrs. Creed, who raised the monument to his memory in 
1 the church of Tichmarsh, was one of those who saw him on his death-bed : and 
I she has recorded on the monument that, “ when nature could be no longe.r sup- 
ported, he received the notice of his appioaching dissolution with sweet submission 
and entire resignation to the Divine will ; and he took so tender and obliging a 
farewell of his friends, as none but he himself could have expressed : of which 
sorrowful number I was one.” Words of this sort with reference to .such an 
occasion from a sorrowing and zealous friend must always incur some suspicion of 
conventionalism : but we may believe that Dryden with his strong intellect and 
kindly nature, conscious of faults as well as of good qualities, and reviewing his life 
of industry and good acts humanly mixed with error and sin, was courageous, 
calm, and courteous on his death-bed. ! 

^ Dryden died without a will, and his widow having renounced, his son Charles ! 
> administered on June lo.t There was little or no peisonally; and, indeed, 

^ debts of the moment would probably have exceeded any small assets. .Dryden 
had nothing to transmit but his small landed inheritance in Northamptonshiic 
' and any small landed property which he may have acquired in Wiltshire. But 
, the poet who died thus* poor had a splendid funeral. There appears to have 

* The Posibay 

t There is an entry in the margin of the register in Doctors’ Commons : “ Administratio de 
^ boms nov. ^ May 1711.” This refers to a new administration by Lady Elizabeth Dryden’s niece, 
y Anne Sylvius, in 1713, when the balance -of payment foi the ** Fables” was due from Tonson. 
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been in the first instance an mtention of a quiet private interment : the state of 
his body rendered quick measures necessary : and it is said that Charles Montagu 
I promptly offered to pay the expenses of the burial. But it appeared to others, 
among whom Lord Jeffries, the son of the chancellor of bad fame, was 
prominent, and of whom Dryden's lifelong friend, Dorset, was also one, that the 
poet merited burial in Westminster Abbey and a public funeral : and by their 
desire the body was embalmed, and application was made through Garth, a poet 
arid physician, to the President and Censors of the College of Physicians for 
1 permissior to deposit the body in the College until the funeral. So the body lay 
in state for several days in the College of Physicians. The funeral took place on 
May 13 ; it was preceded by a ceremony at the College, in the course of which Garth 
delivered a funeral oration in Latin, and the Ode of Horace beginning “Exegi 
monumentum acre perennius,’* was sung to music. Then there was a long proces- 
I sion from the College to Westminster Abbey, Dryden’s friends who attended filling 
nearly fifty carriages, and the whole number of carriages that followed being about 
a hundred ; music preceded the hearse, drawn by six horses. Dryden was buried 
, in Poets’ Corner, by the graves of Chaucer and Cowley.* 

There had been carried in splendid state to a grave in that honoured spot the 
remains of one who, at the close of his life, was not only beyond comparison the 
greatest living British poet, but who had for some tliirty years wielded a wide 
intellectual sway, wider in its scope than that which, after him, Addison, Pope, or 
Jghnson exercised in literature, poetry, or criticism, and embracing, with the 
drama, all their several dominions. She and thirty years before his death Pepys 
had spoken of him as “the poet,'” and one of “the wits of the town,” at that 
same coffee-house, Will’s, t where he afterwards was for so many years a literary 
king, holding a throne’ independent of royal favour or ministerial patronage, ahid 


* I have not thought it uecessary to allude in the text to the fabulous account of Dryden’s 
funeral concocted by Mrs Thomas, the lady whom Dryden christened Corinna, which was 
. published in the book called “Wilson’s Life of Congreve,” and which is a discreditable and 
monstrous tissue of fiction invented for money. Mrs. Thomas, Dryden’s young correspondent of 
his old age, got into discredit and into the Fleet Prison, from which she supplied Curll, the 
publisher, with a sensational romance about Dryden’s death and funeral, the falsehoods and 
improbabilities of which were effectually exposed by Malone in his Life of Dryden Farquhar, 
the dramatic author, who attended the funeral, wrote an ill-natured account of it, which is in 
prtnt I come now from Mr Dryden’s funeral, where we had an Ode on Horace sung instead of 
David s P^lms ; whence you may find that we don’t think a poet worth Christian burial. 'The 
pomp of the ceremony was a kind of rhapsody, and fitter, I think, for Hud.bras than him , because 
the cavalcade was mostly burlesque but he was an extraordinary man, and buried after an extra- 
ordinary fashion, for I do believe there was never such another burial seen The oration indeed 
w'as great and ingenious, worthy the subiect, and like the author, whose prescriptions can restore 
the living, ancl his pen embalm the dead And so much for Mr Dryden , whose burial was the 
same as his life, variety and not of a piece : the quality and mob, farce and heroics : the sublime and 
ridiculous mixed m a piece ; great Cleopatra in a hacknev coach,” This is evidently a letter wiitten 
tor erlect, and an ill-natured criticism It is difficult to eliminate the vulgar and the ludicrous from 
the soleaxnity of any funeral and the more splendour is attempted, the more difficult is perfect 
congrmtv. 


t Will s Coffee-house was on the north side of Russell Street, Covent Garden, at the comer of 
Bow Street, kept by William Unw in, famlUaily called Will. 
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unaffected by change of creed or by worldly adversity ; where he sat as glorious 
John” in his own gieat ann-cliair, regulaily placed in winter by the fire and in' 
i,ummet- on the balcony ; where the younger and less famous visitors, sitting aloof 
from the ch.ef table, went up to him occasionally to seek, that they might boast of, 
the honour of a pinch of snuff out of his snuff-box ; where, in the last year of his 
life, was brought, m order to get a sight of the renowned old man, a boy of twelve, 
who had been born to the Roman Catholic faith which Dryden adopted, and who, 
but a few years after, began in very early manhood a poetical career, soon leading 
to a fame which iivals Dryden’ s. “Virgilium lantum vidi” is how Pope spoke ‘ 
afterwards of his one short sight of Dryden. In nine years after Dryden’s death, J 
Pope’s Pastorals weie published in the last volume of that series of Miscellanies of 
which Tonson had published four under the editorship of Dryden. 

A collection of poems on Dryden’s death by members of the two Universities and 
others soon appeared with the title of “ Luctus Britannici,” and nine ladies com- 
bined to make another tribute of poetry to his memory in a book called The 
Nine Muses ; or Poems written by nine seveial ladies on the death of the late 
famous John Dryden, Esq ” Neither volume contains any poem of striking merit 
or by a renowned author; but they serve to show the strong and geneial sensation, 
excited by Di^den’s death. 

It was twenty years before any monument was placed over Dryden’s grave in 
Westminster Abbey, There was an expectation at the time of the burial that 
Montagu and Dorset would erect a monument:* but it was not so. In 1717, 
Congieve, in his dedication to Thomas Pelham, Duke of Newcastle, of his ‘edition 
of Dryden’s plays, complimented his Grace on his having ordered a monument — 
on his “having from pure regard to merit, from an entire love of learning, and 
fiom that ‘accurate taste and discernment which he had so early obtained m the 
polite arts, given order for erecting, at his own expense, a splendid monument to 
the memory of a man whom he never saw, but who was an honour to his country,” 

* Samuel Pepys wrote fiom Clapham to John Jackson, May 9, 1700, about Dry den’s death,* 
saying that “ he will be buried in Chaucer’s grave and have his monument erected by Lord Dorset *. 
and Mr Montagu (Diary and Correspondence of Pepys, ed 1849, vol v. p 336 ) In a poem 
addressed to Garth in the “ Luctus Britannici,” Montagu’s alleged intention is made the medium 
of a harsh and unjust attack . 

** Since generous Montagu a tomb designs 
For him he stabbed, when living, with his lines.” 

The “lines” are of course the burlesque of “The Hind and the Panther,” which was principally 
in prose Pope, in his well-known satirical sketch of Montagu as Bufo, has also misrepresented 
Montagu’s relations with Dryden : 

“ Dryden alone (what wonder’) came not nigh, 

Dryden. alone escaped this judging eye : 

But still the great have kindness in reserve. 

He helped to bury whom he helped to starve.” 

Montagu evidently had the will to serve Dryden during the reign of William, but it was not 
possible for him to do so.* 
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But nothing came of the Duke of Newcastle’s tlius lauded promise or intention. 
At last, Dryden’s old friend and benefactoi, I^lulgrave, now Duke of Buckingham, 
shire, roused, it - is said, by Pope’s lines for an inscription on Rowe’s tomb ueai 
Diyden’s, — 

“ Thy reliques, Rowe, to this fair uin we tiust, 

Aud sacied iilace by Dryden’s awful dust 
IJeneath a lude and nameless stone he lies, 

To which thy tomb shall guide inquiring eyes," — 

resolved ‘ that this leproach and shame should exist no longer. The Duke imme- 
diately gave Older for a modest monument, which was erected in 1720, with a shoit 
Latin inscription, in winch the year of Dryden’s birth is wrongly given : 

J Drvden. 

Natus, 1632 Moituus, Maii i, 1700 
Joannes SheiTicld, Dux Buchuighoimensis, posuit. 

1720 

Pope, consulted by Buckinghamshire, had proposed this couplet : 

I This Sheffield raised , the sacred dust below 
I Was Diydeii once ; the rest who does not know ? " 

The bust by Schumacher which now surmounts the monument was placed there in 
1731 by the Duke of Buckinghamshue’s widow, in substitution for an inferior one 
furnished in 1720. 

'Lady Elizabeth Dryclen survived her husband several years, and died m June or 
July 1714. During the last ten or eleven years of her life she was insane. When, 
in 1713, Jacob Tonson printed a second edition of his Fables, the balance due 
j under the agt cement with Dryden of 1699 was paid for the benefit of Lady 
I Elizabeth to hci niece, Lady Sylvius, daughter of the Hon. William Howard, 

I who became for ihis purpose administratrix to Dryden’s estate ; the eldest son, 
- Charles, who had in the first instance administered, being now dead. Lad> 
Elizabeth Dryden indeed survived not only her husband, but also all her three 
^sons. The eldest, Chailes, was drowned in August 1704, when swimming across 
the Thames near Datchet. John, the second son, died at Rome, very soon after 
j his father’s death, in January 1701, Erasmus PIcnry, the youngest, called “ Harry ” 
I in his father’s letters, succeeded in May 1710 to the baronetcy on the death of his 
cousin, Sir John Dryden, and died on December 4 of the same year. 

Some^ notion of Dryden’s personal appearance may be gathered from con- 
temporary notices. He was of short stature, stout^ jand ruddy in th e face. 
Rochester christened him Poet Squab, and Tom Brown always calls him little 
Bayes.” Shad well in his “Medal of John Bayes” sneers -at him as a cherry- 
cheeked dunce ; another lampooner calls him “ learned and florid.” Pope> remem- 
bered him as plump and of fresh colour, "with a down look. Lady de Longueville, 
who died in '1763 at the age of 100, told Oldys that she remembered Dryden’s 
‘ dining with her husband, and that the most remarkable part of his appearance was 
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an uncommon distance between his eyes.^ He had a large mole on his right cheek. 
The friendly wiiter of some lines on his portrait by Closterman says ; 

“ A sleepy eye he shows, and no sweet feature.” 

' He appears to have become gray comparatively early, and he let his gray hair grow 
long. We see him with his long gray locks m the poitrait by which through 
engravings his face is best known to us, painted by Kncller m 169S f The face, as 
we know it by that picture and the engravings, is handsome ; it indicates intellect, 
and sensual charactciistics are not wanting. 

Congreve, to whom Drydeii consigned m beautiful lines the protection of his 
fame, lias given in the dedication of his edition of Diydcn’s plays an account of 
his character, which must be read of couise with the caution due to a formal 
eulogy for the public by a waim friend, and which evidently embiaces only a. part 
<;f the subject, but which there is every reason to believe is, so far as it goes, 
substantially correct. “lie was,” ‘^ays Congreve, “of a nature exceedingly humane 
and compas-»ionate ; easily foi giving injuries, and capable of a piompt and sincere 
reconciliation with those who had offended him. Ills friendship, when he professed 
it, went much beyond his professions ; and I have been told of strong and generous 
instances of it by the persons themselves who received them ; though his hereditary 
income was little more than a bare competency. ” And again : “ He was‘ of very 
easy, I may say of very pleasing, access ; but something slow and, as it were, 
diifident in his arlvances to others. He had something in his nature that abhorred 
' intrusion into any society whatsoever. Indeed, it is to be regretted that lie was 
rather blamcable in the other extrem t ; for by that means he was personally less 
known, and conseciuently his character might become liable both to misapprehen- 
sions and misrepresentations. To the best of my knowledge and observation he 
was, of all the men that I ever knew, one of the most modest, and the most easily, 
to be discountenanced in his approaches either to his superiors or his equals,” In 
several passages of his wiitings he has spoken of himself as unfitted to shine in 
conversation, and as bashful in cultivating and in soliciting his superiors. With his 
lamiliars he was at ease, and always lively and instmetive. Pie had the shyness of 
j pride with strangeis and superiors. lie dispensed even the fulsome flatteries of his 
; dedications with the air of a patron. If his ways of living were more expensive 

* See extracts from OWys’s notes in “ Notes and Queries,” Second Scries, vol, xi p. 162. This 
passage is from Oldys’s notes on Langbaine’s account of the English dramatists and I have seen a 
} copy of these notes in MS: with additional notes by Dr Percy, in the possession of Mr. A. Holt 
1 White, of Clements Hdl, Rodiford 

I f This portrait was painted by Kneller for Jacob Tonson, and is in the possession of Mr. W. R. 
Baker, of Bayfordbury Hall, Hartfordshire Kneller is known to have made other portraits 01 
Dryden ; one is in the possession of Mr, C. Beville Drj’den. Those who wish to know more about 
the portraits of Dryden are referred to Malone’s Life and to a statement appended to Mr. R Bell’s 
Life. A crayon drawing by hfr. El«tob, mentioned in a letter of Mr. G Ballard, “ as very 
masterly done, and an extraordinary fine likeness ” (Nichols’s Illustrations of Literature, iv, 213}, ! 
is to be added to the listi» of Malone and Bell. 
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than might have been, and if he was always seeking aid fiom Government, and 
often leceiving it from noble fiiends, it cannot be denied that he worked diligently. 
His love of his sons is a charming feature of his character It is touching to read 
in one of his letters to his piildisher, written when he was old and ill, his solicitude I 
about his son Chailes in sickness at Rome : “ If it please God that I must die of i 
over-study, I cannot spend my life belter than in saving his.’’ The great number I 
.of Di-yden’s warm and steadfast fiicnds is another proof of amiability of character, i 
I To younger authors he was ahva3^s kind. Theie is a valuable testimony to his i 
kmdhearledness in the letter :n the GenHcman's Magazine of 1745 which has ])een | 
already quoted. ro^tenty,” .say>» the aged writer who well remembered him, “ is \ 
absolutely mistaken as to that great man : though forced to be a satiiist, he was the 
mildest creature bieathing, and the readiest to help the young and deserving.’* ; 

Time has strengthened, if it has also conected, the fame which surrounded ' 
j Dryden’s name when lie died There is a long chain of eulogy of his great poweis ! 
L in the woiks of leading minds which have succeeded. IIis immediate successor, ' 
I Pope, venerated him as his gre.at teacher ol versification, and Pope’s enthusiasm 
{• grew with years. “ Great Dryden ” he calls him in the ‘‘ Prologue to the Satires.” ' 

I They who wcie “gloat Dry den’s fiiends before” had hailed and encouraged his 
! own first poems. In his early “Essay on Criticism,” Pope had described the i 
I author of “ Alexander’s Feast ” as another Timotheus : j 

. “ The power of music all our hearts allow, | 

And what Timotheus was is Dryden now ” 

I Nearly thirty years later, in his “ Imitations of Horace,” Pope published the well- ' 

I known glowing eulogy on Dryden’s verse : ♦ j 

j Waller was smooth, but Dryden taught to join 1 

I J The varying verse, tlie full-resoundmg line, j 

- I The long majestic march and energy hi vine ” I 

! Some fifteen years after, Gray, in his “ Progress of Poesy,” ushers in Dryden next 
.after Milton : 

“ Behold where Dryden’s less presumptuous car 
Wide o’er the fields of glory bear 
Two coursers of ethereal race, 

With necks in thunder clothed and long-resounding pace ” 

I To enumerate all the eulogies of succeeding poets is impossible. Those who have 
j most criticised Diyden’s poetry, or lamented and reprobated his grave faults, have j 
! joined in admiring the chief characteristics of his genius. There is no praise of 
j Ills poetry more glowing than that to be found in the 'lines of a pious and learned 
I poet of the last century, Hurdis, a gentle lover of nature, who stigmatizes Dryden’s 
^ immoral writing and political and religious versatility ixi language neither less nor 
more strong than the later indignant prose of Lord Macaulay : 

** Then comes a bard 
Worn out and penniless, and poet still, 
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Though bent with years, and in impetuous rhyme 
Pours out his unexhausted song. What muse 
So flexible, so generous as thine. 

Immortal i)ryden ! From her copious fount 
Large draughts he took, and unbeseeming song 
Inebriated sang. Who does not grieve 
I'o hear the foul and insolent rebuke 
Of angry satire from a bard so rare, 

To trace the lubricous and oily course 
Of object adulation, the lewd line 
Of shameless \nce from page to page, and find 
'I’he judgment bribed, the heart unprincipled, 

And only loyal at the expense of truth, 

Of justice, and of virtue ? ’* * 

The great poet of nature and humanity, who early in this century renovated 
Englisli poetry, while denying to Dryden, as is just, the highest attributes of imagi- 
nation or the genuine pathos and simple tenderness which shine in Wordsworth’s 
own'poetry, recognizes his ardour and' impetuosity and the ^exc^^^ 
and declares his high admiration of Dryden ’s talents and genius. These sentiments 
are expressed by Wordsworth in a letter to Sir Walter Scott, written while he was 
preparing his edition of Dryden. There is a passage of a letter from Scott during 
that period, to another friend, George Ellis, which unreservedly acknowledges 
Dryden’s faults, and justifies by the example of a great name any succeeding editor 
of his unmutilated works : 


“ I will not ca.strate John Dryden. What would you say to any man who would Castrate Shake- 
.speare, or Massinger, or Beaumont and Fletcher ? I don’t say but that it may be very proper to 
.select correct passages for the use of boarding-schools and colleges, being sensible that no improper 
ideas can be .suggested in these seminaries, unless they are intruded or smuggled under the beards 
and ruffs of our old dramatists. But in making an edition of the works of a man of genius for 
libraries and collections (and such I conceive a complete edition of Dryden to be), I must give ray 
author as I find him, and \vill not leave out the page, even to get rid of the blot, little as I like it. 
Are not the pages of Swift and even of Pope larded with indecency, and oflen of the most dis- 
gusting kind, and do we not see them upon all .shelves and dressing-tables, and in all boudoirs? Is 
not Prior the most indecent of tale-tellers, not even excepting La Fontaine ; and how often do we 
see his works in female hands? In fact, it is not passages of ludicrous indelicacy that corrupt the 
i manners of a people ; it is the sentimental story, half lewd, half methodistic, that debauches the 
1 understanding, and inflames the sle eping pow ers, and prepares the reader to give way as soon as 
] a tempter appeals. ■**Af*ihe''sameTim‘e, lain all happy when I peruse some of Dryden’s 

I comedie.s ; they are very stupid, as w'ell as indelicate ; sometimes, however, there is a considerable 
vein of liveliness and humour, and all of them present extraordinary pictures of the age in which 
j lived.” t 


! The truth should be told, and it in important to produce Sir Walter Scott’s 
I censuits of grossness in Dryden’s writing, as there has been a tendency to treat' 
I .ord Macaulay’s severities as unjust. This brilliant writer has fairly argued that 
the question of Diyden’s religious sincerity is affected to his prejudice by his 
impure tastes in writing, quite as manifest after as before his conversion. “Even 
when he professed to translal;^,” says Macaulay, “he constantly wandered from his 
originals in search of images which, if he had found them in his originals, he ought 

• Hurdis’s “Village Curate,” 

t Lo^hart's life of Sir Walter Scott, vcL iL p. 77. . 
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to have shunned. What was bad became worse in his versions. What was 
innocent contracted a taint from passing through his mmd. He made the grossest 
satires more gross, interpolated loose descriptions in the tales of Boccaccio, and’ 

I polluted the sweet and limpid poetry of the Georgies with filth which would have 
^ moved the loathing of Virgil.” 

Dr. Johnson, whose Life of Dryden is one of his most laboured and best, and 
whose general criticism of Dryden’s intellectual characteristics is admirable, has 
thus tersely summed up his general services to the English language : 

** To him we owe the improvement, perhaps the completion of our metre, the refinement of our 
language, and much of the correctness of our sentiments Ey him we are taught ‘ sapere ct fan,' 
to think naturally and express forcibly Though Davies had reasoned in rhyme before hfin, it mijr 
«be perhaps maintained that he was the first who joined argument with poetry He showed us the 
Itruc bounds of a translator’s liberty. What was said of Rome, adorned by Augustus, may be 
1 applied by an easy metaphor to English poetry embellished by Dryden: 'Lattritiam xnveniL, mar- 
Imoream rehquit.’ (He found it brick, and he left it marble )” 

^‘Diyden^s practical knowledge of English,” said Home Tooke, *'w'as beyond 
all others exquisite and wonderful.”* Charles James Fox, one of whose literary 

( dreams was an edition of Dryden, told Lord Holland that he would admit no 
word into his history, for which he had not the authority of Dryden. "h 

As, notwithstanding the fame amidst which he died, Dryden’s tomb long re- 
mained without a monument, so it is remarkable that more than a century passed 
before the writings of one so admired and so famous appeared in any suitable 
collected edition. The poems on which liis fame chiefly depends have been even 
more neglected in this rc.spect than his plays. Of the latter, a fine edition, in two 
volumes folio, appeared in 1701, the year after his death : and Congreve in 1718 
superintended another edition in six vols. i2mo. The folio volume of “Poems on 
Various Occasions and Translations from several Authors,” published by Tonson ] 
* in 1701, is a very incomplete collection ; the poems in the volume of ‘‘Fables” of | 
the year before are not included in it. An edition of “ Poems and Fables,” 3 vols. | 
i2mo, Dublin, 1741, and another of “Original Poems and Translations,” 2 vols. 
i2mo, London, 1743, are incomplete: the Epistle to John Driden and the 
I famous ode, “Alexander’s Feast,” are not in cither. The editor of the latter of 
these two editions was the Rev. Thomas Broughton, Prebendary of Salisbury, a con- 
j tributor to the “ Biographia Britannica.” His name does not appear in the edilion, 

1 but the fact is stated in the Preface to the second volume of Kippis’s second edition 
! of the “ Biographia Britannica,” 1780. An edition of Dryden’s Poems, Tales, and 
j Miscellaneous Poetical Tianslations, by Samuel Derrick, appeared in 1760, in four 
j vols. Svo, under the general title of “Dryden’s Miscellaneous Works.” The texts 
I of both Broughton’s and Derrick’s editions are very incorrect. At last, in 1808, 
i appeared Scott’s edition of Dryden’s Works, in eighteen volumes Svo; a work 

* Diversions of Purley, ii. 40.. 

i Lord Holland’s Preface to Fox’s History of James II, p. xl. 
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iinclertakeu by the distinguished editoi with enthusiastic admiration of Dryden’s 
poems, and prosecuted with great labour in every respect except attention to the 
text. Scott’s second edition of 1821 is only a reprint of the first of 180S, with a 
few typographical errois corrected. A booksellers’ edition of Dryden’s roetical 
Woikb, m lour vols. 8\o, appeared in 18 ii, with notes by Dr. Joseph Warton, said 
in the Ihelace to have been left for publication, by his son, the Rev. John Warton, 
and by others. It does not include the Plays or the tianslation of Virgil. This 
edition appears to have been altogether prepaied before Secret’s edition appealed, 
tliough it was published later. The text of this edition is also very incoirect; it 
was followed in the Aldine edition of 1832, to which the Rev. John Mitford 
prefixed a biography. In the second Aldine edition, 1866, a biogi-aphy by the 
Rev. Richard Hooper has replaced Mr. Mitford’s. The text of Mr. Robert Bell’s 
edition of Dryden’s Poetical Works, 3 vols. i2mo , 1854, is the worst of all the 
existing texts : but Mr. Bell’s memoir contributed some new interesting facts in 
Dryden’s life. All Dryclen’s piosc writings were diligently collected and edited in 
1800, in the edition by Kdmond Malone, with a Life, which is a remarkable example 
of minute perseveiing industry, and remains the.pj^iicipal storehouse of materials 
for I.)iydea’s biography. 



LIST OF WORDS IN DRYDEN’S POEMS WITH OBSOLETI 
ACCENTUATION OR PRONUNCIATION. 


Tk^ numbers refer to ike pages. 


Aches, a dissyllal^le, adches^ 335 ; else- 
where pronounced akes. 

I Apostolic, 250, 251. 

Cadence, pronounced as a French word, 
424 ; elsewhere with the present Enj^- 
Ush pronunciation. 

Ceremony, 238, 354. 

Commerce, 65, 61. 

Confessor, 449, 597. 

Conglobate, 344. 

Consistory, 248. 

Conventicle, coiiventickle^ 134, 231, 464. 
Converse, 391, 427. 

Eff<)rl, 623. 

Eihoiric, 29, 303, 421. 

Essay, jA, 63, 209, 542, 599. 

Exile, z/., 252, 288. 

Fanatic, 75, 128, 301, 438. 

Gazette, 443 ; elsewhere gazette. 

Importune, 469. 

Impulse, 631, 


Tnstinct, 98, too, 165, 264, 474, 565. 
Insult, jA, 622. 

Machine, 439 ; elsewheie mac/itne. 
Metempsychosis, 335. 

Oratuiy, 535. 

Perspective, 302, 318, 341, 353. 
Phylactery, 233. 

Preluding, 590. 

Receptacle, 583 
Record, 194, 440. 

Refectory, 266. 

Retinue, 549. 

Sheiiff, a monosyllable, shne 7 't\ 401, 
457 ; spelt s/inezVi 461. 

Sinister, 147, 265. 

Spiritual, 249, 251, 

Testament, 198. 

Theatre, 393, 400, and constantly in the 
Prologues and Epilogues. 

Triumph, 193, 266, 305, 357* 
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’ unaffected by change of creed or by worldly advei&ity ; where he sat as “ glorious 
John ” m his own great arm-chair, regularly placed in winter by the fire and in 
summer on the balcony ; where the younger and less famous visitors, sitting aloof 
from the duef table, went up to him occasionally to seek, that they might boast of, 
the honour of a pinch of snuff out of Ins snuff-box ; where, in the last year of his 
life, was bi ought, in order to get a sight of the renowned old man, a boy of twelve, 
who had been born to the Roman Catholic faith winch Dryden adopted, and who, 
but a few years after, began in very early manhood a poetical career, soon leading 
to a fame which rivals Dryden’s- “Virgilium tantuin vidi” is how Pope spoke 
I afterwaids of his one short sight of Dryden. In nine years after Dryden’s death, 
Pope’s Pastorals were puhlished in the last volume of that senes of Miscellanies of 
which Tonson had published foui under the editorship of Dryden. 

A collection of poems on Dryden’s death by members of the two Univeisities and 
others soon appeared with the title of “ Luctus Putannici,” and nine ladies com- 
bined to make another tiilAite of poetry to his memoiy in a book called “The 
Nine Muses ; or Poems written by nine sevcial ladies on the death of the late 
famous John Dryden, Ksq.” Neither volume contains any poem of striking merit 
or by a renowned author ; but they serve to show the strong and general sensation 
excited by Dryden’s death. 

It was twenty years before any monument was placed over Dryden’s grave in 
Westminstei Abbey. There was an expectation at the time of the burial that 
Mrmtagu and Dorset would erect a monument:* but it was not so. In 1717, 
Congreve, in his dedication to Thomas Pelham, Duke of Newcastle, of his edition 
j of Di yd ell’s plays, complimented his Grace on his having ordered a monument— 

' on his “ having fiom pure regard to merit, from an entire love of learning, and 
I from that accurate taste and discernment which he had so early obtained in the 
1 polite arts, given order for electing, at his own expense, a splendid monument tex^ 
I the memory of a man whom he never saw, but who was an honour to his country.” 


* S.^muel Pepys wrote from Clapham to John Jackson, May 9, 1700, about Dryden’s death,* 
savin}? that “ he will be buned in Chaucer’s grave and have his jnfmiiincnt erected by Lord Dorset 
and Mr. Montagu,” (Uiarv and Correspondence of Pepys, ed 1849, vol v. p 336 ) In a poem 
addressed to Crarth in the “ Luctus Bntannici,” Montagu’s alleged intention is made the medium 
ot a harsh and unjust attack : 

Since generous Montagu a tomb designs 
For him he stabbed, when livmg, with his lines.” 

The “lines” are of course thf* burlesque of “The Hind and the Panther,” which was principally 
in prose Pope, in his well-known satirical sketch of Montagu as Bufo, has also misrepresented 
Montagu’s relations with Dryden : 

** Dryden alone (what wonder^^ came not nigh, 

Drydeif alone escaped this judging eye : 

But still the great nave kindness in reserve, 

He helped to bury whom he helped to starve ” 

Montagu evidently had the will to serve Dryden during the reign of William, but it was not 
possible for him to do so. 


f 
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But notWng cume of the Duke of Newcastle’s thus lauded promise or intent.. 
At last, Dryden’s old friertd and benefactor. Mulgrave, now Duke of Buck.nSn 


Thy reliques, Rowe, to this fair urn we trust. 

And sacred place by Dryden’s awful dust . 
beneath a rude and nameless stone he lies, 
lo winch thy tomb bhall guide inquiring eyes,” 


resolved that this leproach and shame should exist no longer. The Dul-e ' 
diately gave order for a modest monument, which was erected in 1720 with 
Latin inscription, in which the yeai of Drydeii’s birth is wrongly given • 


J. Dr\den. 

Natus, 1632 Mouuus, Mali i, 1700 
Joannes Sneffiold, Dux Huclcingharxiiensib, posuit 
1720 

Pope, consulted by Buckinghamsbire, had proposed this couplet : 

“ This Sheffield raised ; the sacred dust below 
Was Dryden once, the rest who does not know?” 


The bust by Schumacher which now surmounts the monument was nlaced-them in 
1731 by the Duke of Buckinghamshiic’s widow, in substitution for L inferior one 
furnished m 1 720. 

Lady Elizabeth Dryden survived her husband several years, and died in June or 
July 1714. During the last ten or eleven years of her life she was insane. When 
m 1713, Jacob Tonson printed a second edition of his Fables, the balance due 
under the agreement snth Dryden of 1699 was paid for the benefit of Lady 
E izabeth to her mece. Lady Sylvius, daughter of the lion. William Howaid 
who became for this purpose administratrix to Dryden’s estate; the eldest son! 

’’’ instance administered, being now dead. Lady 

Elizabeth Diyden indeed survived not only her husband, but also all her three 
fx mu Chailes, was diowned in August 1704, when .swimming across 

Mn, the second son, died at Rome, very soon after ' 
tus tathcr s death, in January 1701. Erasmus Henry, the youngest, called “ Harry ” ! 
m his father s letters, succeeded in May 1710 to the baronetcy on the death of his 
oubin, Sir John Dryden, and died on December 4 of the same year. 

Some notion of Dryden’s personal appearance may be gathered from con- ! 
to^rary notices. He was of short stature, stout, and ruddy in the face 
Roches er ehr^tened him Poet Squab, and Tom Brown always calls him -'iittlc 

iTTn of John Bayes” sneeis at him as a cheny- 

Cheeked dunce ; another lampooner calls him “ learned and florid.” Pope remem- 
bored fom as plump and of fresh colour, with a- down look. I.ady de Longueville , 
who died in .763 ut the age of zoo, told Oldj-s that she remembered Dryden’^ 
dining with her husband, and that the most remarkable part of his appearance was ' 
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an uncommon distance between his eyes.* He had a large mole on his right cheek. 
The friendly writer of some lines on his portrait by Closterman says 

“ A sleepy eye he shows, and no sweet feature.” 


i He appears to have become gray comparatively early, and he let his gray hair grow 
long. We see him with his long gray locks in the portrait by which throu<yh 
1 engravings His face is best known to us, painted by Kneller in i 698 .t The face as 
we know it by that picture and the engravings, is handsome ; it indicates intellect, 
and sensual characteristics are not wanting. 

I Congreve, to wliom Dryden consigned in beautiful lines the protection of his 
I fame, has given in the dedication of his edition of Dryden’s plays an account of 
' his character, which must be read of course with the caution due to. a formal 
eulogy for the public by a warm friend, and which evidently embraces only a part* 
of the subject, but which there is every reason to believe is, so far as it goes, 

. substantially correct. “lie was, ’ says Congreve, “of a nature exceedingly humane 
I and compassionate ; easily forgiving injuries, and capable of a prompt and sincere 
I reconciliation with those who had offended him. His friendship, when he professed > 
; it, went much beyond his professions ; and I have been told of strong and generous 
: instances of it by the persons themselves who received them ; though his hereditaiy 
income was little more than a bare competency.” And again : “ He was. of very 
easy, I may say of very pleasing, access; but something slow and, as it were, 

: difhdent in his advances to others. He had something in his nature that abhoired 
; intrusion into any society whatsoever. Indeed, it is to be regretted that be was 
rather blameable in the other extreme ; for by that means he was personally less 
known, and consequently his character might become liable both to misapprehen- 
sions and misrepresentations. To the best of my knowledge and observation he 
was, of all the men that I ever knew, one of the most modest, and the most easily^ 
to be discountenanced in his approaches either to his superiors or. his equals.” In 
several passages of his writings he has spoken of himself as unfitted to shine in. 
conversation, and as bashful in cultivating and in soliciting his superiors. With his 
familiars he was at ease, and always lively and instructive. He had the shyness of 
pride with straiogers and superiors. He dispensed even the fulsome flatteries of his 
dedications with the air of a patron. If his ways of living were more expensive 


by Mr. Elstob, mentioned in a letter of Mr. G Ballard *“a« 
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than mij>ht have been, and if he was always seeking aid from Government, and 
often receiving it from noble fiiends, it cannot be denied that he woiked diligently. 
His love of his sons is a charming featuie of his character. It is t(3uching to lead 
in one of his letters to his publisher, written when he was old and ill, his soiiciUide 
,ab/Jut his son Charles in sickness at Rome : “If it please God that I must die of 
‘ over-study, I cannot spend my life better than m saving his.” The great number 
of Hryden’s waiiii'and steadfast friends is another proof of amiability of character. 
To younger authors he was always kind. There is a valuable testimony to his 
kindheariedness in the letter -u the Gentleman's Magazine of 1745 which has been 
already f[uated. “ Po'.tciity,” sa>s the aged writer who well remembered him, ‘‘ is 
absolutely mistaken as to that gieat man ; though forced to be a satiiist, he was the 
mildest creature breathing, and the leadiest to help the young and deserving.” 

Time has strengthened, if it has also correi'ted, the fame which surrounded 
1 Diyden’s name wlien he died. There is a long chain of eulogy of ln\ great poweis 
i in the woiks of leading minds which have succeeded. His immediate successor, 
Pope, venerated him as his great teacher ot versification, and Pope’s enthusiasm 
i grew with years. “ Great Dryden ”.hc calls him in the “ Prologue to the Satires.” 

! I'liey who weie “great Dryden’s friends before” had hailed and encouraged his 
I own first poems. In his early “Essay on Criticism,” Pope had described the 
I author of “ Ale-xander’s Feast ” as another Timotheus : 

} “ The power of music all our hearts allow, 

' And wlut Txmotheus was is Drj'dcn now ** 

' Nearly thirty years later, in his “Imitations of tiorace,” Pope published the wcll- 
1 known glowing eulogy on Dryden’s veise ; 

I “ Waller was smooth, but Dryden taught to join 

The varying verse, the full-resounding line, 

I ^ The long majestic march and energy divine.’' 

1 Some fifteen years after, Gray, m his “ Progress of Poesy,” ushers in Dryden next 
i -after Milton : 

J “ Behold where Dryden's less presumptuous car 

1 Wide o'er the fields of glory bear 

i Two coursers of ethereal race. 

With necks m thunder clothed and long-resounding pace.” 

i To enumerate all the eulogies of succeeding poets is impossible. Those who have 
i most cfiticised Dryden’s poetry, or lamented and reprobated his grave faults, have 
1 joined in admiring the chief characteristics of his genius. There is no praise of 
1 Ids ])oetry more glowing than that to be found in the lines of a pious and learned 
1 poet of the last century, Hurdis, a gentle lover of nature, who stigmatizes Dryden’s 
j immoral writing ami political and reli^ous versatility in’ language neither less nor 
more strong than the later indignant prose of Lord Macaulay : 

1 ** Then comes a bard 

Worn out and penniless, and poet still, 
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Though bent with year^, and in impetuous ihynie 
Pours out his unexhausted song What xnube 
So flexible, so generous as thine. 

Immortal l)rydcn I From her copious fount 
Large diaughts he took, and unbeseeming song 
Ineteatcd sang Who does not grieve 
To hear the foul and insolent rebuke 
Of angry satiie from a bard so rare. 

To trace the lubricous and oily course 
Of abject adulation, the lewd line 
Of shameless vice from page to page, and find 
'file judgment bribed, the heart unprincipled 
And only loyal at the expense of truth. 

Of justice, and of virtue?” * 

The great poet of nature and humanity, who early in this century renovated 
Englidi poetry, while denying to Dryden, as is just, the highest attributes of imagi- 
nation or the genuine pathos and simple tenderness which shine in Wordbwoith’s 
own poetry, lecognizes his ardour and impetuosity and the excellence of his ear, 
and dechues his high admiration of Dryden’s talents and genius. These sentiments 
are e.\i)ressc(l by Wordswoith in a letter to Sir Walter Scott, wiittcn while he was 
preparing his edition of Dryden. There is a passage of a letter from Scott during 
tlint period, to another friend, George Ellis, which unreservedly acknowledges 
Diyden’s faults, and justifies, by the example of a gieat name any succeeding editor 
of his unmutilated works ; 


“ I will not castrate John Dryden WTiat would you say to any man who would castrate Shake- 
spt .ue, or Massinger, or IJeaumont and Fletcher? I don’t say but that it may be very proper to 
select correct passages for the use of boarding-schools and colleges, being sensible that no improper 
ideas can be suggested m these seminaries, unless thej* are intruded or smuggled under the beards 
and ruffs of our old dramatists. But m nuiking an edition of the woik^ of a man of genius for 
hbranes and collections (and such I conceive a complete edition of Dryden to be), I must give my 
author as I find him, and will not leave out the page, <‘ven to get nd of the blot, little as I like it 
Are not the pages of Swift and even of f>ope larded with indecency, and often of the most dis- 
gusting kind, and do we not sec them upon all shelves and dressing-tables, and in all boudoirs’ Is 
not Prior the most indecent of tale-tellers, not even excepting La Fontaine ; and how often do we 
See his w'orks in female hands? In fact, it is not passages of ludicrous indelicacy that corrupt the 
manners of a people . it is the sentimental story, half lewd, half methodi&tic, that debauches the 
understanding, and inflames the sleeping powers, and prepares the reader to give way as soon as 
a tempter appeals At the same time, I am not at ail happy when I peruse some of Dryden’s 
comedies : they are very stupid, as well as indelicate , sometimes, however, there is a considerable 
vein of hveliness and humour, and all of them present extraordinary pictures of the age in which 
he lived.” t 


The truth should be tokl, and it jf> iinportant to produce Sir Walter Scott’s 
censures of grossness in Dryden’s writing, as there has been a tendency tq treat 
Lord Macaulay’s severities as unjust. This brilliant writer has fairly argued that 
the question of Dryden’s religious sincerity is affected to his prejudice by his 
impure tastes in writing, quite as manifest after as before his conversion. ** Even 
when he professed to translatj;,” says Macaulay, “he constantly wandered from his 
origizials in search of images which, if he had found them in his originals, he ought 

* Hui;diVs ^‘Village Curate ” 

t Lockhart's Life of Sir Walter Scott, vol. ii. p. 77, 
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to have shunned What was bad became worse in his versions. What was 
innocent contracted a taint from passing through his mind. He made the gios-,cst 
satires more gross, interpolated loose descriptions in the tales of Boccaccio, and 
polluted the sweet and limpid poetry of the Georgies with filth which would have 
moved the loathing of Virgil.” 

Dr. Johnson, whose Life of Dryden is one of his most laboured and best, and 
whose general criticism of Dryden’s intellectual characteristics is admirable, has 
thus tersely summed up his general services to the English language : 

“To him we owe the improvement, perhaps the completion of our metre, the refinement of onr 
j language, and mucii of the correctness of our sentiments By him we arc taught ‘ sapere ct fnii ' 

I to think naturally and express forcibly Though Davies had reasoned in rhyme before him, it may 
; be perhaps maintJL'ned that he was the first who joined argument with poetry He showed us liv* 

1 true bounds of a trandatoi''. liberty What was said of Rome, adorned by Augustus, may he 
I applied by an ea-.y metaphor to English poetry embellished by Dryden ; ‘Latentiara mvenit, mar- 
j moieam rehquit.’ (He found it brick, and he left it marble 

1 *‘Dryden*s practical knowledge of English,” said Home Tooke, was beyond 
^ all others exquisite and wonderful.” * Charles James Fox, one of whose literary 
' dreams was an edition of Dryden, told Lord Holland that he would admit no 
j word into his history, for which he had not the authority of Dryden f 

notwithstanding the fame amidst which he died, Dryden’s tomb long rc- 
1 mained without a monument, so it is remarkable that more than a centuiy passed 
before the writings of one so admired and so famous appeared in any suitable 
collected edition. The poems on which his fame chiefly depends have been even 
moic neglected in this respect than his plays. Of the latter, a fine edition, in two 
volumes folio, appeared in 1701, the year after his death : and Congieve in 1718 
superintended another edition in six vols. l2mo. The folio volume of “ Poems on 
Various Occasions and ' Translations from .several Authors,” piiblibhcd by Touson 
' in 1701, is a very incomplete collection : the poems in the volume of “ Fables ” of 
the year before are not included in it. An edition of “ Poems and Fables,” 2 vols. 
i2mo, Dublin, 1741, and another of “Original Poems and Translations,” 2 \ols. 
l2mo, London, 1743, are incomplete; the Epistle to John Driden and the 
famous ode, “Alexander’s Feast,” are not in either. The editor of the latter of 
these two editions was the Rev. Thomas Broughton, Prebendary of Salisbury, a con- 
tributor to the “Biographia Britannica.” His name does not appear in the edition, 
but tl>e,,fact is stated in the Preface to the second volume of Kippis’s second edition 
of the “Biographia Britannica,” 1780. An edition of Dryden’s Poems, Tales, and 
Miscellaneous Poetical Translations, by Samuel Derrick, appeared in 1760, in four 
vols. 8vo, under the general title of “Dryden’s Miscellaneous Works.” The texts 
of both Broughton’s and Derrick’s editions are very incorrect At last, in 1808, 
appeared Scott’s edition of Dryden’s Works, ih’ eighteen volumes 8vo; a work 

* Diversions of Purley, ii. 40 

t Lord Holland’s Preface to Fox’s History of James II. p, xL 
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undertaken by the distinguished editor with enthusiastic admiration of Dryden’s 
poems, and prosecuted with great labour in every respect except attention to the 
text. Scott’s second edition of 1821 is only a reprint of the first of i8o8, with a 
few typographical errors corrected. A booksellers’ edition of Dryden’s Poetical 
Works, in four vols. 8vo, appeared in 1811, with notes by Dr. Joseph Warton, said 
in the Preface to have been left for publication, by his son, the Rev. John Warton, 
and by others. It does, not include the Plays or the translation of Virgil, This 
edition appears to have been altogether prepared before Sco-tt’s edition appeared, 
though it was published later. The text of this edition is also very incorrect ; it 
was followed in the Aldine edition of 1832, to , which the Rev. John Mitford 
prefixed a biography. In the second Aldine edition, 1866, a biography by the 
Rev. Richard Hooper has replaced Mr. Mitford’s. The text of Mr. Robert BelPs 
edition of Dryden’s Poetical Works, 3 vols. i2mo., 1854, is the worst of all the 
‘existing texts: but Mr. Bell’s memoir contributed some new interesting facts in 
Dryden’s life. All Dryden’s prose writings were diligently collected and edited in 
iSoo, in the edition by PLdmond Malone, with a Life, which is a remarkable example 
of minute persevering industry, and. .remains the, principal storehouse of materials 
for Dryden’s biography. 



LIST OF WORDS IN DRYDEN’S POEMS WITH OBSOLETE 
ACCENTUATION OR PRONUNCIATION. 


The numbers refer to ike pages. 


Aches, a aUches, 335 ; else- 

wliere proiiuuucccl akes. 

Ap6>.lolic, 250, 251. 

Cadence, pronounced as a French vord, 
434 ; elsewhere with the present Eng- 
lish pronunciation. 

Ceremony, 238, 354. 

Commerce, 65, 61. 

Confessor, 449, 597. 

Conglobate, 344, 

ConsistiSry, 248. 

Conventicle, conventickh\ 134, 231, 464. 
Conveise, 391, 427. 

Effort, 623. 

Ehipiric, 29, 303, 421. 

Essay, sk, 63, 209, 542, 599, 

Exile, v,^ 252, 288. 

Fanatic, 75, 128, 301, 438. 

Gazette, 443 ; elsewhere gazette^ 

Importune, 469. 

Impulse, 631. 


Instinct, 98, 100, 165, 264, 474, 5G5. 
Insult, sb.^ 622. 

IMachme, 439 ; elsewhere machine. 
Metempsychosis, 335. 

Oratdiy, 535. 

rerspcctive, 302, 318, 341, 353. 
Phylactery, 233. 

Pi eluding, 590. 

Receptacle, 583. 

Record, 194, 440. 

Refectdiy, 266. 

Retinue, 549. 

Sheriff, a monosyllable, 401, 

457 ; ‘^pelt sJmeve, 461. 

Sinister, 147, 265. 

Spiritual, 249, 25 1. 

Testament, 198. 

Theatre, 393, 400, and constantly in the 
Frologiies and Epilogues. 

Triumph, 193, 266, 305, 357. 



POEMS, 

HISTORICAL, POLITICAL, AND 
CONTROVERSIAL. 




A POEM 

UPON THE DEATH 

OF HIS LATE HIGHNESS, OLIVER, 

LORD PROTECTOR OF ENGLAND. SCOTLAND, 


AND IRELAND. 



INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 


This is the third poem of Dryde^t^ in order of composition^ the two of earlier date 
being that on the Death of Lord Hastings and the lines addressed to John Iloddesdon. 
This is Dry den's first poem of any pretension^ and was written when he was twenty^ 
seven^ towards the end of 1658. The date on the title-page of the first edition is 
1659. There are two editions of that year^ the first being probably that in Three 
Poems upon the Death of his late Highness^ Oliver^ Lord Protector of England^ 
Scotland^ and Ir eland ^ written by Mr. Edm. IValler, Mr. Jo. Dry den , Mr, Spiat 
of Oxfm'd: London^ Printed by William Wilson^ and are to be sold in Well-yard y 
near Little St. Bartholomew's Hospital: 1659.” Dry den's poem is printed first in 
this collection^ with the separate heading of Heroic Stanzas^ consecrated to the 
glorious Memory of his most Serene and Renowned Highness^ Oliver^ late Lord 
Protector of this Commonwealth^ ^c. written after the celebration of his Funei'al." 
In the other edition of 1659, which has the same publishers namCy the poem is 
printed by itself. The titles gwen here are verbatim fl'om this editiony which was 
probably revised by Dryden^ and which may be presumed to be later than the others 
as the spelling is more modern. There is no difference between the two, except of 
spelling and punctuation. The “ Three Poems " wei'e reprinted in 1682, without 
variation, except in the title-page, where late Usurper" was substituted for the 
honours before given to Cromwell's name. This reprint naturally did not proceed 
from Drydefi or any friend of his: he had then lately published Absalom and 
Achiiophel" and ** The Medal," and was in fidl swing of fame and favour as the 
Court's champion. In the reign of William, Jacob Tonson, Dryden's publisher 
of his later years, re-issued the poem, in l(i<)^,from the separate edition ^1659, It 
afterwards appeared in the first volume of the “ State Poems," with several corrup- 
tions of the text, all or some of which are to be found in all subsequent editions. The 
corrupt copy of the State Poems " was followed in the edition of the “ Miscellany 
Poems" jf 1)116 ', and in that and in subsequent editions of the poem a pew more 
mistakes crept in. In Stott's edition, most hut not all of these corruptions were 
corrected. 



HEROIC STANZAS, 

CONSECRATED TO THE MEMORY OF HIS HIGHNESS, OLIVER, 
' LATE LORD PROTECTOR OF THIS COMMONWEALTH, &c. 

WRITTEN AFTER THE CELEBRATING OF HiS FUNERAL* 


1 

And now ’tis time ; for their officious haste 
Who would before have borne him to the sky, 
Like eager Romans ere all rites were past, 

Did let too soon the sacred eagle fly.* 

2 

Though our best notes are treason to his fame 
Joined with the loud applause of public voice, 
Since Heaven what praise we offer to his name 
Hath rendered too authentic by its choice ; 

3 

Though in his praise no arts can liberal be, 

Since they, whose Muses have the highest flown, 
Add not to his immortal memory, 

But do an act of friendship to their own ; 

4 

Yet *tis our duty and our interest too 
Such monuments as we can build to raise. 

Lest all the world prevent what we should do 
And claim a title in him by their praise. 


* Cromwell died September 3, 1658 ; his funeial obsequies were celebrated with great splendour 
on November 23. The opening lines are intended to justify the poet's having waited till after the 
funeral, and do not refer, as Scott supposes, to premature reports of Cromwell’s death. At the 
close of the funeral ceremonies of a Roman emperor, which were regarded as his consecration or 
apotheosis, an eagle was let fly from the top of the building in which his effigy was burnt ; and the 
bird mounting to the sides was thought to carry the deceased emperor’s soul to heaven. Herodianus 
minutely describes these ceremonies in the 4th Book of his ** Roman Histories," on occasion of 

the consecration of the Emperor Severus. 
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5 

How shall I then begin or where conclude 
To draw a fame so truly circular 1 * 

For in a round what order can be shewed, + 
Where all the parts so equal-perfect are ? 


His grandeui he derived from Heaven alone, 

For he was gieat, eie Foitune made him so ; 

And wars, like mists that rise against the sun, 

Made him but greatei seem, not greater giow. 

7 

No borrowed bays his temples did adorn. 

But to our crown he did fresh jewels bring ; 

Nor was his virtue poisoned, soon as born. 

With the too early thoughts of being king. 

8 

Fortune, that easy mistress of the young, 

But to her ancient servants coy and ‘hard. 

Him at that age her favourites ranked among 
When she her best-loved Fompey did discard. J 

9 

He, private, marked the faults of others’ sway 
And set as sea-marks for himself to shun ; 

Not like rash monarchs, who their youth betray 
By acts their age too late would wish undone. 

10 

And yet dominion was not his design; 

We owe that blessing not to him but Heaven, 

Which to fair acts unsought rewards did join, 

Rewards that less to him than us were given. 

r * Ctreu/ar is similarly used to mean completeness or perfection by Massingrer in *'The Emperor | 
of the East,” act 3, J>c. 2,—“ In this, sister, your wisdom is not circular ” Bryden probably had I 
in his mmd the Latin rottindus^ which Horace uses in descnbmg' a model-man, teres atgue i 
roiuftdtts (2 Sat. 7, 86), and Cicero in describing a finished style, apia ei gitasi rotunda con- . 
struciio (Brutus, c. 78). In “ Eleonora” Drydeu compares the lady’s perfection to an orb “ tiuly ; 
round” (line 273), and "round eternity” in "The Hind and the Panther” (part 3, 1 . ig) must be | 
e\plain«d as Dryden here explains " circular ” 

t The spellings sh&w and sJum both occur in the original editions of Drj^den’s works ; and the ; 
spelling is adapted to the rhyme. Here shewed rhymes with coticlude. In stanras 32 and 37 show i' 
rhymes with and in stanzas 14 and 24, showtt with sown and own. In the last couplet of 
" Astraea Redux,”j/ 5 ??TJ^tfa/ rhymes with The same is to be observed of strew st7 ow ; ' 

see " Astraea Redux,” iio. 

t Pompey had established his brilliant military renown, an^ acquired from Sylla the title of 
" Great,” before he was thirty, and the culminating point of his tame and fortunes was his splendid I 
triumph his forty-fifth birthday, b c 61, after his return to Rome from his great Eastern con- 
quests. His subsequent rule at Rome was beset with many and ever-growing troubles, till at last, !, 
vanquished by Cassar and a fugitive, he was assassinated in Egypt on the day before the completion 
of bis fifty-eighth year. The civil war brought Cromwell’s military qualities first into notice when i 
he was forty-five ; his greatness grew from that tape, and never waned : he became Protector when I 
he was fifty-four, and died at the age of fifty-nine in great fame and power. ^ 
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11 

Our former chiefs, like sticklers of the war,^ 

Fiist sought to inflame the parties, then to poise, 

The (piarrei loved, but did the cause abhor, ^ 

And did not strike to huit, but make a noise. 

12 

War, our consumption, was their gainful trade ; ^ 
We inward bled, whilst they prolonged our pain; 

He fought to end our fighting, and assayed 
To stanch the blood by breathing of the vein.h 

13 

Swift and resistless thiough the land he passed, 
Like that bold Greek who did the East subdue. 

And made to battles such heroic haste 
As if on wings of victory he flew. , 

14 

He fought, secure of fortune as of fame^ 

Till by new maps the Island might be shown 

Of conquests, which he strewed wheie’cr he came, 
Thick as the galaxy with stars is sown.:|: 


" Siii Uer<: wore sidc«5men or umpires, who interfered between combatants. In Dryden’s play 
" 1 ho As'signation,” act i, sc. i, — “ Nay then ’tis tune to stickle.” 

** The dragon wing of night overspreads the earth 
And, stickler-like, the aimies separates.” 

Shakespeare, Trotlus and Cressida, act 5, sc. 8. 

'I'hc "former chiefs,” who are compared to sticklers, aie the parliamentary generals of the 
beginning of the civil war, Essex, Manchester, Waller, and others, who were thought unwilling to 
pinsocute to the utmost advantages gained against the King. 

t l>ryden is fond of this use of breathe for opening a vein. Thus he translates ferire venant 
in Vu-gil’s Georgies, iii. 460 (700 of Translation) : 

" The ready cure to cool the raging pain 
Is underneath the foot to breathe a vein.” 

And again, mediam f>e>tund'te zmia?n of Juvenal, vi. 46 (65 of Translation), '‘breathe the 
middle vein,’* In later days, when Diy^den was a court-poet under Charles If. and James 1 1 , bo 
w.is often taunted with this line as being a justification of Charles I ’s execution. Thus Shadwell, 
m the "Medal of John Dayes,” refers to Dryden’s praises of Cromwell: 

" On him you first showed your poetic stram. 

And praised his opening the basilic vein.” 

An I in " The Laureat,” printed in the " State Poems,” vol. i. part 2 : 

" Nay, had our Chailes by Heaven's severe decree 
Been found and murdered in the royal tree. 

Even thou hadst praised the fact ; his father slain . 

Thou calledst but gently bieathing of a vein.” 

It is not certain that Drj^den meaiiit quite so much by this line ; but he was at this time so ardent 
a ('romwelhte that he would doubtless have justified the execution of Charles 
t The meaning i.s, " till the Island might 1»y new maps be shown thick of conquests. &:c. as 
the galaxy is sown with stais.” Tkuk of occurs again m Dryden : 

" He through a little window cast his sight, 

Though thick of bars, that gave a scanty light ” 

^ Falavzon and Arciie^ L 230. ] 
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ITis palms, thoui^h imcler weights they did not stand, 

Still thrived f no winter could lus laurels fade : 

Heaven in his portrait showed a workman’s hand 
And drew it perfect, yet without a shade. 

Peace was the prize of all his toil and care, 

Which w'ar had banished and did now' restore : 
j Pjologna’s w'alls thus mounted in the air 

To seat themselves more surely than before, f 

I 17 

Her safety rescued Ireland to him owms ; 

And treacherous Scotland, to no inteiest true,t 
Yet blessed that fate wdiich did his arms dispose 
Her land to civilize as to subdue. 

is : 

Nor was he like those stars wdiich only shine 1 

WTien to pale mariners they storms portend ; 1 

He bad his calmer influence, and bis mien § 

Did love and majesty together blend. 

19 

Tis true his countenance did imprint an awe 
And naturally all souls to his did bow, 

As wands of divination downward draw 
And point to beds where sovereign gold doth grow. 

^ Aulu*? Gcllius, quotlni? Aibtotle and Plutarch, '^ays that, “If you place great weights on the I 
trunk of the palm-Uee, and so press and load it that the weight is more than can he borne, the 1 
palm docs nf>t yield, nor does it bend within, but it rises back against the weight and forces itself t 

’ 'Upwards and bends itself back.” (Noct. Att iii. 6 ) And this is why the palm is an emblem of | 

victory. The palm rcfcried to is the <late>pa 1 ra, and the palm of Scripture. 

“ Well did he know hov^ p.ilms by oppression speed, 

Viclonuus and the Motor's sacied meed ; 

The burden lifts them highei ” 

Cowi hv, Dnmdeis, hook i. 

! t It is related that, when the French were besieged in Bologna in T512 by the Papal, Spanish, 

; and Venetian foices, a mine laid by the besiegers blew up a part of the walls on which stood a | 
I chapel dedicated to the Holy Virgin, and that this, having been raised so high that the besiegers ! 
, saw thiough the hi each into the town, fell down again exactly into its old place, and that there , 
j w as no sign of injury This man'cUous story is related by Guicciardini as if it were true. (Stoi 'a ' 
j d* Italia,* Ub. x.) See Roscoe’s “Life of Leo X.,” u. loi. 1 

1 X Scotland is called “ tieachcroiis” on account of the rising of 1648 undei- the Duke of Hamilton 
for Chailes I and the wmr afterwards earned on by the Scots for Charles II., which ended, after 
the defeat of Charles at Worcester, m the complete subjugation of Scotland Only eighteen ' 
months later, Drydcn transferred all his enthusiasm to Charles, and Scotch “ treachery ” w'as then ' 

, viitue. ..... ' 

§ Mien, so printed in the separate e-litlon of 1630; m the otker of the same year, spelt mine, 1 
I Rhyming with $hme, the word was doubtless here pronounced mine. It is printed through the ' 

I original editions of Drydeu’s works generally, viee^i, and alway^s so w'hen rhyming with seen 
j and such words, as : j 

I “For tmth has -^uch a face aad ■'Uch a meen ' 

I Ab to be loved needs only to be seen ” 

I ^'he litnd and ihe Panilicr, I 33 { 
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20 

When, past all offerings to Feretrian Jove,* 

He Mars deposed and aims to gowns made yield, 

Successful counsels did him soon appiove 
As fit for close intrigues as open field. 

21 

To suppliant Holland he vouchsafed a peace, 

Our once bold rival in the British main, 

Now Inniely glad her unjust claim to cease 
And buy out friendship with her idol, gain. ' 

22 

Fame of the asserted sea, through Europe blown, 

Made Fiance and .Sjiain ambitious of his love; 

Each knew lliat side must coiujiier he would own 
And foi him fiercely as for empire strove. 

23 

No sooner was the Frenchman’s cause embraced 
Than the light Monsieur the grave Don outweighed : 

Ilis fortune turned the scale wheie’er ’twas cast, 

I'hough Indian mines were in the olhci laid. 

24 

When absent, yet we conquered in his right : 

For, though some moaner aitist’s skill were shoum 

In mingling colouis 01 in placing light, 

Yet still the fair dcsignincnt was*^his own. 

25 

For from nil tempers he could service draws 
'J'he woith of each with its alloy he knew 

And, the confident of Nature, saw 

How she coniplexlous did divide and brev/ : 


'Tf Jupitci Fere ti Ins in Rome, said to have been built by Romulus, who 

r ha\'c given that title to Jupiter, in offeiuig to him the spoils taken from Aero, king 

« no k . Romulus is further said to have ordained that af 

spoils taken by a Koman general from nn f»nf>mTT’c u 1 . 


« no.'k o r ; uirther said to have ordained that all 

;poi!s taken by a Roman general from an enemy’s gencial whom he had slam should be- given to 
tnus ; such spoils were called n/,tma vLivy, 1. 10) In the history of Rome 

ily two sub-seimcnt cases of sS^h.E 


Jujiiter teretnus ; suen spoils were called .fiolia n^ima vLivy, 1. 10) In the history of Rome 
^ sub-se«iucnt cases of s/nJi.E o^zrua. Di5^dcn here speaks of ForetSn Jove as 
oitKKiuces lus name m the same way in translating 
rendSed: ""33, 200 of lianblation;, where the two woids ejruvzl bcUortmi^h 

‘‘The spoils of war brought to Feretrian Jove.” 

the third instance of s^^oha o/>ima, those gained by Marcellus, assigns the 
offering to Romulus and not to Jupiter Feretrms (JEn vi. S60) : i<«-oeuus, assigns me 

' “ Tertiaque arma patn suspendet capta Quirino ” 

Which Dry^cn translates (line it88) : 

And the third spoils ?hall grace Feretrian Jove.” 
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Or he tlioii single viitues did survey 
By intiiitiou m his own laige breast, 

Where all the rich nleas of them lay 

That wcie the lulc and meaaiue to the ic^t. 

27 

When aiich lieio«c vjitlie Heaven sets out, 
The staib, like C‘ 'Him- a lb, sulleiily ubcy, 
Decaube it diains tiieui, w hen it comes about, 
And tlieiefuie is a tax they seldom pay. 


From tins high spiiiig our foreign conciuests flow 
Which yet more glorious tnumjjhs do portend, , 

Since their commencement to his aims they owe, 1 

If springs as high as fountains may ascend. 

29 

lie made us freemen of the Continent 
Whom Nature did like captives treat before. 

To nobler preys the Ifiiglish Lion sent, 1 
And taught him fiist in Belgian walks to loar."" 

30 

That old unquestioned pirate of the land, 

Proud Rome, with dread the fate of Dunliirk heard 

And trembling wushed behind moie Alps to stand, 

Although an Alexander were her guard, f 

3 ^ 

By his command we boldly ciossed the Line 
And biavely fought whore southern staib aiisc ; 

We traced the far-fetched gold unto the mine 1 

And that which bribed our fathers made our prize. J 1 

i 

‘ * This refer*? to the au\ilinry fnre-j of ‘.ix ihou'U'ind men sent by Cromwell in if»57 into Flanders i 
to art with the Fiench against the Spaniards, and to the cession to England of Dunkiik in the j 
followinc; year. J[anics, <lnke ol Ytirk, w.is a Nolunteer in the Spani-ih army, and was in the battle i 
in wliirh the Spaniards weie defeated by the Fiench and English at Iliiukirk, June 17, 1658 In 
167P, llrydcn, dedicating; to the Duke of York his play “The Cuniinc' t of Gianada,** refened in 
i a very dilTeient strain to these events Then, ^/lth his usual reckless adulation, he declares that 
) in Flanders- the Duke of Vork, servint; against his countrts alone reflected lustre on it: “You 
! were then an honour to it, when it \*’as a leproach to itself.” and he t;ocs on to say that the Dukeb | 
, fame drew over to the Spanish aimy fiom the raic;h-.li lanks “ whole troops and companies of con- i 
) veiled icbels, and made them fois.ifce successful wickedness to follow an oppressed and eviled ! 
* virtue.”' Diyden’s poems umicdiately folio a ni:; the Kestoiation show how soon he became j 
ardently loyal In his ** Vindication ” of his pHv “The Duke of Guise," published in 16G4, he * 
was not ashamed to pnnt that he hcj;an the plav “ in the year of his Majesty^ happy Restoration,” J 
his object being the “set Ling fr>rth the rise of the btc rebellion, and by exploding the villainies of j 
It upon the stage to precaution po'.terly ag.unst the like on ors.” ^ 
t The reigning Pope was Ale .andei FTl j 

- i This stan/a contains much exaggeration and inissfatomont. The fleet and army, sent at the 
: end of iCsp under i*enn and Venable-,, to attaJ: Spam m America and the West Indies, did not 
cross the Line iioi reach gold mines The aimatnent did not get further than the West Indies, 

I where it w as lepiilsed from Hispaniola 01 St Domingo, and afterwards took Jamaica. The result 
j was legarded as a great failuic. 
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32 

Such was our Prince, yet owned a soul above 
The highest acts it could produce to show ; 
Thus poor mechanic arts in public move, 
Whilst the deep secrets beyond practice go. 


Nor died he when his ebbing fame went less. 
But when fresh laurels courted him to live ; 
He seemed but to prevent some new success, 
As if above what triumphs earth could give. 


Ilis latest victories still thickest came, 

As near the centre motion does increase ; 

Till he, pressed down by his own weighty name, 
Hid, like the Vestal, undci spoils decease. 

35 

But first the Ocean as a tiibute sent 
That giant-prince of all her watery herd ;f 

And the Isle, when her protecting Genius went, 
Upon his obsequies loud sighs conferred. 

36 

No civil broils have since his death arose, 

But faction now by habit does obey ;t 

And wars have that respect for his repose 
As winds for halcyons when they bleed at sea. 


, His ashes in a peaceful urn shall lest ; 

His name a great example stands to show 
How strangely high endeavours may be blessed 
Where piety and valour jointly go. 

* Tarpein,, crushed by the shields of the Sabines to whom she had betrayed the citadel of Rome. 
The ronvparison is very forced and inappropriate 

t Scott supposes that this refeis to the great storm at the time of Cromwell’s death. But it is 
ini[)ossible to explain, on that supposition, who was the “ giant-prince of all her watery herd ” sent 
by Ocean as a tribute. Mr Holt White, in his MS. notes, interprets these two obscure lines as 
referring to the death of Blake, the great naval hero of the Commonwealth, who had died rather 
more than a twelvemonth befoie Cromwell, and had been buned with state m Westminster Abbey, 
September 4, 1657. This is a more probable inteipretation. Derrick and the subsequent editors, 
including Scott, nave printed “ i/u giant-prince ” instead of that, which is the word in the original 
editions The difference is material , that points to aix individual. The two last Lnes of the stanza 
refer to the storm at the time of Cromwell’s de.tth 
t The first two months of Richard Cromwell’s reign weie scicne, and there was no sign of 
danger or tiouble till his Parliament met, January 27, 1659. 
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A POEM ON THE HAPPY RESTORATION AND RETURN 

OF HIS SACRED MAJESTY 

CHARLES THE SECOND. 


Jam rcdit et virgo, redeunt Saturma rcgua.— ViRG. Eclo^. iv. 6. 



INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 


“ Asfyffa Rcdux ” and the two poems which follow, addressed to King Charles //. 
on his Coronation and to the Lord Chaftcellor ClarendoJt on New Year's Day, 1662, 
were snccessively published in folio by Henry Herringman, Drydenls name ts printed 
Driden on the title-pages of two of them. All these poems were reprinted m i688 in 
quarto, with a 7urw edition of Annus Mirabilisf and were theft issued by Jacob 
Tonson; the spelling Driden being retained on the title-page of Astrcea ReduxP 
These three poems were not again reprinted till they appeared in the echtiofi of the 
“ Miscellany Poems" of iq 16. 

A piece, which was first printed in the third volume of the State Poems f published 
after Dry den's death in 1704, and which has since appeared in every edition of 
Dryden's poems, with the heading ‘‘ A Satire on the Dutch, written in the year 
1662," is omitted in this edition. This Satire" was put together by the publisher 
from the Prologue and Epilogue of Dryden's play of Amboyna, or the Cruelties of 
the Dutch to the English Merchants," which appeared in 1673, the last year of the 
second Dutch war. There is nothing in the poem to show that it was written in 
l(>(i2 or earlier than 1673} of its publication before the appearance of 

Amboyna." There is a similar instance at page 2 of the same volume of the 
State Poems a Satire upon Romish Confessors, by Mr, Dryden," which ts a 
portion of the Epilogue of the Spanish Frim\" 
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Nuw with a gcncial peace the world was blest, 

While oius, a world divided fiom the rest,'*’ 

A dieadful quiet f fell, and worsei far 
'I'han anus, a sullen interval of war. 

'riiu.s, when black clouds d».aw down the labouring skies, 5 
Kre yet abojad the winged thunder Ikes, 

An huirid stillness first invades the ear+ _ 

And in that silence we the tempest fear, 
ddie ambitious Sw'ede like leslles'* billow's tost, 

( )n tins hand gaming what on that he lost, 10 

'Though in his life he hluod and luin breathed, 

To his now giudeless kingch>m peace bcf[ueathcd ,§ 

And Heaven, that secincfl regardless of our fate, 

(\.i Fiance and Spain did inuacics create 

Such moital quanels to comjiosc in peace a s; 

■IS nature bied and inteiest did inciease. 
tV'e sighed to hear the kiir Tbciirai biide 
Must glow a lily to the LilyT side ;jj 

“Ttnitm toto diusus <irL<i PrItannoN Vino /n/''Vr» i* 67. 

I “ I liicctuniL* le!iuit ” — ^'I’Acn. .* 1 ^; 1 O5 
J 'J'iii'j hue Ic's been mueb riUiculud, aiid it r. not easy to justify it 
** L'-ineat, wku \va', both le.iincil and liorul, 

U .<s d mined hmcf .since for ‘.silence lioiiid,* 

Noi h.id there been such clutter made, 
lint that this silence did invade ; 
bn^'de ! and so it iui<?ht well, that’s clear, 

Ikif what did It invaded— an cur.” 

^ //t'// (Miscellany Poems, ii 100, cd. 1716) ■ 

Dt. Johnson has defended the phrase ‘Stillness invades the ear,” by comparison of stilhtess or 
ifh’t’tur with darlcnt< 5 ^ cold^ and death, all which, he says, similaily denote piivation. “ No man,” 
Ik saysi “ scruples to say that darkticsi, hinders him from his work, or that cold has killed the 
p! lilts : death is also privation , yet w'ho has made anj'- difficulty of assignim? to death a dart and 
the power of striking?” (Li\es of the Poets, 1 272, Cunningham’s edition ) But the instances are 
IV <t in point Death is personified Stillness may help study or benefit an invalid, as darkness 
I 'ay prevent work, or cold injure plants ; but there is decided incongruity in stillness or the 
absence of all sound invading or entering the ear 
§ Charles X of Sweden, who had succeeded Queen Christina in i6S4j died February i^j, 1660, 
Sweden had been during the greater part of his reign, and was then, at war with Poland, Prussia^ 
Austria, Denmark, and Holland Has son bedng a minor, Charles X. appointed by will regents! 
a'ld on his deathbed exliorted those to restoie peace to his kingdom. Peace was concluded 
w ith Denmark and Holland by the treaty of Oliva, hlay 1660, and wdth Austria, Prussia and 
Poland by the treaty of Copenhagen in Julj iGGo * 

By the treaty of the Pyrenees, by winch peace was made between France and Spain 
November 1659, it was agreed that Loui<^ XTV , king of France, should marry the Infanta Mana 
Theresa, eldest daughter of Philip IV., king of<Spain. 
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While our cross stars denied us Charles his bed 
Whom our first flames and virgin love did wed. 

For his long absence Church and State did groan \ 
Madness the pulpit, faction seized the throne. 
Experienced age in deep despair was lost 
To see the rebel thrive, tlie loyal crost : 

'^'buth that with joys had unacquainted been 
Envied gray hairs that once good days had seen : 

We thought our sires, not with their own content, 
liad, ere we came to age, our portion spent. 

Kor could our nobles hope their bold attempt 
Who ruined crowns would coronets exempt : 

For when, by their designing leaders taught 
To strike at pow’er which for themselves they sought, 
The vulgar, gulled into rebellion, armed. 

Their blood to action by the prize was warmed ; 

The sacred purple then and scarlet gown,* 

Like sanguine dye to elepdiants, was shown. 

Thus, v/hen the bold 'IVphoeust scaled the sky 
And forced great Jove from his own heaven to fly, 
(What king, what crown from treason’s reach is free, 
If Jove and Heaven can violated be?) 

The lesser gods that shared his prosperous state 
All suffered in the exiled Thunderer’s fate. 

The rabble now such freedom did enjoy 
As winds at sea that use it to destroy : 

Blind as the Cyclops and as wild as he, 

They owned a lawless savage liberty, 

Like that our painted ancestors so prized, 

Ere empire’s arts their breasts had civilized. 

How great were then our Charles his woes who thus 
Was forced to suffer for himself and us ! 

He, tossed by fate and hurried up and down, 

Heir to his father’s sorrows with his crown, 

Could taste no sweets of youth’s desired age, 

But found his life too true a pilgrimage. 
Unconquered yet in that forlorn estate, 

His manly courage overcame his fate. 

His wounds he took, like Romans, on his breast. 
Which by his virtue were with laurels drest. 

As souls reach Heaven, while yet in bodies pent, 

So did he live above his banishment. 

That sun, which we beheld with cozened eyes 
Within the water, moved along the skies. 


* “ The sacred purple then and scarlet gown : ” the Bishops and the Peers. 

(t Typhoeus or Typhon (Ty^wews or Milton calls him Typhon : 

Typhon, whom the deu 

. By ancient Tarsus held.” — Paradise, Lest, i. 199. 

A , hundred-headed giant of classical mythology,, fabled to have once driven J upiter and the gods 
from heaven. He was afterwards quelled hy Jupiter with a thunderbolt, and stowed away, 
according to Homer, whom Milton follows, in Cilicia (ii. i 783} ; but Virgil placed him under Uis 
islands Inarime and Prochyta. off the west coast or Italy, pear Vesuvius k. yi 6 ). 



ASTRyEA REDUX, 


How easy ’tis, when Destiny proves kind. 

With full-spread sails to run before the wind ! 

But those that ’gainst stiff gales laveenng* go 65 

Must be at once resolved and skilful too. 

He would not, like soft Otho,+ hope prevent, 

But stayed and suffered fortune to repent. 

These virtues Galba in a stranger sought 

And Piso to adopted empire brought. 70 

How shall I then my doubtful thoughts* express 

That must his sufferings both regret and bless ? 

For when his early valour Heaven had crost. 

And all at Worcester but the honour lo&t,J 

Forced into exile from his rightful throne, 75 

He made all countries where he came his own, 

And, viewing monarchs’ secret arts of sway, 

A royal factor for their kingdoms lay. 

Thus banished David spent abroad his time, 

When to be God’s anointed was his crime, 80 

And, when restored, made his proud neighbours rue 
Those choice remarks he from his tiavels drew. 

Nor is he only by afflictions shown 
To conquer others’ realms, but rule his own ; 

Recovering hardly what he lost before, 85 

His right endeais it much, his purchase more. 

Enured to suffer ere he came to reign, 

No rash procedure will his actions stain. 

To business ripened by digestive thought. 

His future rule is into method brought, ; , 90 

As they who first proportion understand 
With easy practice reach a master’s hand. 

Well might the ancient poets then confer 
On Night the honoured name of Counseller ;§ 

Since, struck with rays of prosperous fortune blind, 95 

We light alone in dark afflictions find. 

In such adversities to sceptres trained. 

The name of Great his famous grandsire gained : j| 

Who, yet a king alone in name and right. 

With hunger, cold, and angry Jove did fight ; , 100 

^ To lamer is to tack ; it is a word of Dutch origin : 

** To catch opinion as a ship the wind, 

blowing cross, the pilot backward steers. 

And, shifting sails, makes way when he laveers 

Davenant, p 280 of Works, fol 1673. 

The ^ Roman emperc^ Otho, of whom Eutropius savs that he was **in privata vita mollis.” 
(i iook vu c. i 7 *) ^Otho had raised an insurrection against his predecessor Galba, when the latter 
adopted Piso for nis successor , and Galba, who had become emperor in June, a.d 68, was slain 111 
January, a D ^ Otho s reign was even shorter Vitelhus disputed his succession ; and on the 
lust defeat of his forces by those of Vitellws, he committed suicide at Bnxellum near Parma in 
April, A.D. 69 

t A literal adaptation of the celebrated phrase ascribed to Francis I. of France, in announcing 
I’honn^r ” Tavia and capture by the Imperial troops in 1525, Tout est perdu hora 

^ Night, is probably meant. It may be translated well-mitided or 

il Henry IV. of Fiance, maternal grandfatlftr of Charles II. 
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Shocked by a covenanting League’s vast powers, 

As holy and as Catholic as ours : 

Till Fortune’s fruitless spite had made it known 
Her blows not shook but riveted his throne. 

wSome lazy ages, lost m sleep and ease, 105 

No action leave to busy chronicles 
Such, whose supine felicity but makes 
In story chasms, in epoches mistakes, t 
O’er whom Time gently shakes his wings of down 
Till with his silent sickle they are mown. no 

Such IS not Charles his too too active age, 

Which, governed by the wild distempered rage 
Of some black star infecting all the skies. 

Made him at his own cost, like Adam, wise. 

Tremble, ye nations who, secure before, 115 

Laughed at those arms that ’gainst oui selves we bore ; 

Roused by the lash of his own stubborn tail, 

Our Lion now will foreign foes assail. 

With alga who the sacred altar stiows 

To all the sea-gods Charles an offering owes * * * § ** 120 

A bull to thee, Portunus,§ shall be slam, 

A lamb to you the tempests of the main. 

For those loud storms that did against him roar 
Have cast his shipwracked vessel on the shore. 

Yet, as wise artists mix their colours so 125 

That by degrees they from each other go. 

Black steals unheeded from the neighbouring white 
Without offending the well-cozened sight, 

So on us stole our blessed change, while we 

The effect did feel but scarce the manner see. 130 

Frosts that constrain the ground and birth deny 

To flowers that in its womb expecting he 

Do seldom their usurping power withdraw, 

But raging floods pursue their hasty thaw : 


* Similar instances of rhyme ooeur in Dryden with the word articles in the Letter to Sir 
George Etherege,” 37, and with miracles in the “Threnodia Augustalis,” 414 These words 
were probably pronounced mirackcsy chroniclees^ &c. In lines 14 and 24X miracles^ so pio- 
nounced, improves the rhythm. 

t This line is printed In the original edition of x66i : 

“ In story chasmes, in epoche’s mistakes ” 

similarly in the second edition of 1688. The apostrophe of epoclie's shows that Dryden 
intended this for the plural of epocke (feyrox^). Epoches is therefore printed in the texrt, with 
omission of the apostrophe now disused ; and chasmes is printed chasms ^ according to modern 
spelling, the rhythm not being affected, as chasm has a dissyllabic sound. In the reprint of this 
poem in the Miscellany Poems,” cd. 1716, epoefiRs was pnnted Derrick turned this into epocka^ 
which is also in Scott's edition. 

t Sirowes iu edition of id6i ; sirows, 1688. Scott has printed strews, which is a common 
spalling in Dryden, but straws was here designed for the rhyme. 

§ Portunus was the protector of harbours in Roman mythology, and was invoked to grant a 
happ: y return from a voyage. He is therefore suitably named here. Dryden introduces him also 
in a later poem, helping to speed the Duchess of Ormond’s crossing the Channel to Ireland ; » 

** Portunus took his turn, whose ample hand 
Heaved up the lightened keel and sunk the sand.’' 

^ Dedkaiion of Palamm and Areitet 4&. 
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Oui thaw was mild, the cold not chased away, 135 

I But lost m kindly heat of lengthened day. 

; Heaven would no baigain for its blessings dnve, 

But what we could not pay for freely give. 

The Prince of Peace would, like himself, confer 
A gift unlioped without the price of war ; 140 

Yet, as He knew His blessing’s worth, took care 
That we should know it by lepeated piayer. 

Winch stormed the skies and ravished Charles from thence, 

As Pleaven itself is took Ijy violence.'* 

Booth’s forward valour only served to show 145 

I Ce durst that duty pay we all did owe ; 

The attempt was fair, but Heaven’s prefixed hourt 

Not come : so, like the watchful travellourj 

That by the moon’s nii>takcn light did rise, 

l^ay down again and closed his weary eyes, 150 

’Twas Monk, wliom Providence designed to loose 

Those real lionds false freedom did impose. 

The blessed saints that watched this turning scene 
Did fiom their stars with joyful wonder lean 
To see small clues draw vastest weights along, 15S 

Not in their bulk but in their order strong. 

Thus pencils can by one slight touch restoie 
Smiles to that changed face that wept befoie. 

With ease such fond chimeras we pursue 

As Fancy frames for Fancy to subdue ; r6o 

But when ourselves to action we betake, 

It shuns the mint, like gold that chymists make. 

How hard was then his task, at once to be 
What in the body natural we see 

Man’s architect distinctly did ordain 165 

The charge of muscles, nerves, and of the brain, 

Through viewless conduits spirits to dispense, 

The springs of motion from the seat of sense. 

’Twas not the hasty product of a day, 

But the well-ripened fiuit of wise delay, 170 

He, like a patient angler, ere he slrook. 

Would let them play a while upon the hook. 

Our healthful food the stomach labours thus. 

At first embracing what it straight doth crush. 

Wise leeches will not vain receipts obtrude, 175 

While growing pains pronounce the humours crude : 

j 

St. Matthew xi. 12: '*And from the days of John the Baptist until now the kingdom Of 
heaven suffereth violence, and the violent take it by force ” 
t This line is printed in the early editions : 

**Th' attempt was fair, but Heav’n’s prefixed hour ” 

Heaven must therefore be pronounced as one syllable, tcciA prefixed trisyllable, 
t T^ravettour in first edition ; tfavellor in edition of 1688. The terminations (yur* CTt and er 
occur indiscriminately in the early editions of Dr^- den’s poems for words like traveller, oppressoi , 
coftqueror, &C, Here eur is important for the rhyme, but travdlour occurs elsewhere, where the. 
rhyme does not need it. In the opening lines of “ Religio tiaici,” travellers rhymes with stars, 
as in this poem (line 140) eon/er with war; tSe er probably pronounced ar, 

c 3 
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Deaf to complaints, they wait upon the ill, 

Till some safe crisis authonse their skill. 

Nor could his acts too close a vizard wear 

To scape their eyes whom guilt had taught to fear, i8o 

And guard with caution that polluted nest 

Whence Legion twice befoie was disposscst 

Once sacred House, which when they entered in. 

They thought the place could sanctify a sin ; 

Like those that vainly hoped kind Heaven would wink, 185 
While to excess on martyrs’ tombs they dnnk. 

And as devouter Turks first warn their souls 
To part, before they taste forbidden bowls. 

So these, when their black crimes they went about. 

First timely charmed their useless conscience out. 190 

Religion’s name against itself was made ; 

The shadow served the substance to invade. 

Like zealous Missions, they did care pretend 
Of souls in show, but made the gold thcii* end. 

The incensed powers beheld with scorn from high 195 

An heaven so far distant from the sky, 

Which durst with horses* hoofs that beat the ground 
And martial brass belie the thunder’s sound, f 
' ’Twas hence at length just vengeance thought it fit 

To speed their ruin by their impious wit ; 200 

Thus Sforza, cursed with a too feitile brain, 

Ivost by his wiles the power his wit did gain.+ 

Henceforth their fogue§ must spend at lesser rate 
Than in its flames to wrap a nation’s fate. 

Suffered to live, they are like Helots set 205 

A virtuous shame within us to beget ; 

For by example most we sinned before 

And glass-like clearness mixed with frailly bore.!l 

But since, reformed by what we did amiss. 

We by our sutferings leain to prize our bliss ; 210 

* Referring to Cromweirs ejection of the Rump of the Long Parlioment in April 1653, to 
I^arabert’s dibsolution of it in October 1659, after it had been restored on Richard Cromwell’s 
deposition. 

Salmoneus, king of Elis, son of .ffiolus, wishing to be called a God and treated as such by his 
subjects, Imitated thunder and lightning by driving his chariot over a hraren bridge, and flinging 
burning torches around him. Jupiter, provoked, struck him dead with a thunderbolt. See Virgil, 
Mxi, vi. 58s {789 of Translation) ; 

** Salmoneus suffering cruel pains I found 
For emulating Jove, the rattling sound 
Of mimic thunder and the glittering blaze 
Of pointed lightnings and their forky rays." 

t I»odovico Sforza, who murdered his nephew Giovanni Galeazzo Sforza, duke of Milan, and 
usurped his dukedom, and after a course of very successful intrigues, was in 1499 driven from 
Italy by Louis XII. of France, and ultimately died a prisoner in France in 1508, 

§ Fcgvt, So printed in the two early editions, from the French fmigite. 

1( Scott, who has placed glass-like between two commas, says in a note that the original edition 
has *Mike glass;” but this is a mistake. Both the early editions have “glass-like" without 
commas. Compare Shake'»peare in ** Measure for Measure," act a, sc. 4. 

“ Aregylo. Nay, women are frsul too 

Isabel, Av, as the glasses where they view themselves,.'^ 

Which are as easy broke as they make forms." 
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Like early lovers, whose unpractised hearts 
Were long the May-game of malicious arts, 

When once they find then jealousies were vain, 

With double heat renew Uieir fires again. 

’Twas this produced the joy that hiiiricd o’er 215 

Such swarms of Englit»h to the neighbouring shore 
To fetch that prize by which Batavia made 
So rich amends for our impoverished trade. 

Oh, had you seen from Scheveline’s barren shore, 

Crowded with troops and barren now no more, 220 

Afflicted Holland 10 his farewell bung 
Tme sorrow, Holland to regret a king. 

While waiting him his roval fleet did ride. 

And willing winds to their lowered sails denied; 

The wavcimg streamers, flags, and Standard out, 225 

The meiiy seamen’s lude but cheerful shout, 

Aiul last the can non V \-oice tliat shook the skies, 

And, as, it faie-^ in siulden ccstaMCs, 

At once bereft us botli of car-, and eyes. 

The Xa->el)y, now no longer England’.s shame, ^ 230 

Hut better to be lost m Chades his name, 
lake some unequal bride in nobler sheets, 

Receives her loid ; the Joyful London meets 
The ])rincely ^'ork, himself alone a freight ; 

The Swiftbure groans beneath great Gloucc-,ter’s weight 1 235 
Secure as when the halcyon brcc(K, with these 
Ho that was born to dio\vii might cross the seas. 

Heaven could not own a Providence, and take 
The wealth three nations ventured at a stake. 

The same indulgence Charles Ins vo\age blcased 2.;o 

Which in his right had miracles confessed. 

The winds thai never moiicration knew. 

Afraid to blow too much, too faintly blew ; 

Or out of breath with joy could not enlaigc 

Their stiaiglitened lungs, or ciinscioiis of their charge. 2.j5 

The British Amphitrile, smooth and clear, 

111 richer azure never did appeal. 

Proud her rctuinmg Prince to entertain 
With the submitted fasces of the iimxii j 

And welcome now, great Monarch, to your own ! 230 

Behold the approaching cliffs ot Albion, 

It la no longer motion cheats jour \ie\\ ; 

As you meet it, the land approadietn you. 

* sh'p ^"Naseby,” in which Cliadc'^ embarked for Do\cr, recc’\ed from him. as he wa^ r\ 

/ Tiiine ‘ Roy.'I Chailcs” See Pepj’s’s Diary, May 23, 1660 'I'l, 

‘ Kichaid ” was at ihc -ame time cli'isteiied “ Royal James 
+ Henrj', Duke of Oloncestc-. youn ^er brother of Chades IT who died in September 1660 
J \Vhen Pubh"s V'iLiiU'5, heir g CotimiI, cabled the Romfiii people together to \iiidicate him-' 'f 
from M.se accusations, Jie made the Iictors who preceded him with the fpsocs, emblems of Ii - 
con'iiilnr rank, lower them in recognition of the people's superior power; aud Livy says, ''‘sub 
vinitis/aicii'us ui concioiiem esceiidit” (li. f\. 
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The land returns, and in the white it wears 

The marks of penitence and sorrow beais. 255 

But you, whose goodness your descent doth show 

Your heavenly parentage and earthly too, 

By that same mildness which your father’s crown 
Before did ravish shall secure your own. 

Not tied to rules of policy, you find 2O0 

Revenge less sweet than a forgiving mmd. 

Thus, when the Almighty would to Moses give 
A sight of all he could behold and live, 

A voice before His entry did pioclaim 

Long-suffering, goodness, mercy, in His name.^ 265 

Your power to justice doth submit your cause, 

Your goodness only is above the laws, 

Whose rigid letter, while pronounced by you, 

Is softer made. So winds, that tempests brew, 

When through Aiabian groves they take their flight, 270 
Made wanton with rich odours, lose their spite. 

And as those lees that trouble it refine 
The agitated soul of generous wine, 

So tears of joy, for your returning spilt, 

Work out and exjuate our former guilt. 275 

Methinks I see those crowds on Dover’s strand, 

Who m their haste to welcome you to land 
Choked up the beach wdth their still growing store 
And made a wilder torrent on the shore : 

While, spurred with eager thoughts of past delight, 280 
Those who had seen you court a second sight, 

Preventing still your steps and making haste 
To meet you often wheresoe’er you past. 

How shall I speak of that triumphant day, 

When you renewed the expiring pomp of May ! 2S5 

A month that owns an interest in your name ; 

You and the flowers are its peculiar claim. 

That star, that at your birth shone out so bright f 


I * And He said, Thou canst not see my face : for there shall no man see me, and live ” (Exodus 
xxxiii. 20) **Al^ the Lord passed by before him, and proclaimed, The Lord, The Lord God, 
I merciful and gracious, longsufFeringv and abundant in goodness and truth ” (xxxiv. 6 ) 

1 f A star appeared at noon, on the day of Ch.irles XI birth, May 29, 1630, as the King his 
j f.ither was proceeding to St. Paul’s to give th.xnlcs to God for the event. Charles II entered 
London, when restored to his throne, on his birthday ; and Dryden ascribes renewed force to the 
I star which had been observed on the day of his birth thirty years before There is nothirg to 
supyiort Septt’s unnecessary conjecture that the same star was again visible on May 29, 1660. 
Cowley, in his Ode on the Restoration, celebrates the star in the same way : 

** No star amongst ye all did, I believe, 

Such vigorous assistance give, 

As that which, thirty years ago. 

At Charles his birth, did, in despite 
Of the proud sun^s meridian light. 

His future glones and this year foreshow : 

No less effects than these we may 
r>e assured of from that powerful ray 
Which could outface the sun and overcome the day." 

Compare ** Anims Mirabilis," stanza 18. Lilly, the a^»trologer, declaied it lo be the planet Venus. 


1 . 
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It stained the duller sun’s meridian light, 

Did once agam its potent fires renew, 290 

Guiding our eyes to find and worship you. 

And now Time’s whiter senes is begun,* 

Which in soft centuries shall smoothly run ; 

Those clouds that overcast your mom shall fly, 

Dispelled to farthest corners of the sky. 395 

Our nation, with united interest blest, 

Not now content to poise, shall sway the rest. 

Abroad your empire shall no limits know. 

But, like the sea, in boundless circles flow ; 

Your much-loved fleet shall with a wide command 300 
Besiege the petty moiiaichs of the land; 

And as old Time his oiTspring swallowed down, 

Our ocean in its depths all seas shall drown. 

Their wealthy trade from pirates’ rapine free, 

Our merchants shall no nioie adventurcis be; 305 

Noi in the farthest East those dangers fear 
Which hiiinble Holland must dissemble Iiere.f 
Spam to your gift alone her Indies owes, 

For W'hat the powerful takes not he bestows ; 

And France that did an exile’s presence fearj 310 

May justly apprehend you still too near. 

At home the hateful names of parties cease, 

And factious souls are wearied into peace. 

The discontented now are only they 

Whose crimes before did your just cause betray : 315 

Of those your edicts some reclaim from sins, 

But most your life and blest example wins. 

Oh happy Prince, whom Heaven hath taught the way 
By paying vows to have more vows to pay I 
Oh happy age I Oh times like those alone 320 

By fate reserved for great Augustus’ throne, 

When the joint growth of arms and aits foreshow 
The world a hloiiarch, axul that Monarch you I 


This use of itihtte in the sense of fortunate is a Latinism : 

“ Seel current albusque dies horaeque serense ” I 

SiLius Ital. XV S3 I 

t Compare the first stanza of “Annus IMirabihs," where Holland is describcdi “crouching at . 
home and cruel when abroad ” And the same ide.i is pre'-ented in Drydeu's play of “ Amboyna,” ' 
at the beginning and at the end *‘We are secure,” says Harman the Governor, before the 
nnss.irie, “of our superiors there: well, they mav give the Kin? of Great Piitain a verbal satis- ! 
IfiLti'U, and W'ith submissive fawniing promises make show to punish us, but interest is their god 
as well as ours ” (act i, sc i) And, .at the end, says the Fiscal, “ Now for a siuocth apology, . 
and then a fawning letter to the King of England, and our work’s done ” { 

1 Chailes had quitted Paris to live at Cologne in the beginning of w'hen the negotiations • 
which led to the alliance of France with Oliver Cromwell began. His departure had not been * 
siiagesled by tbc Frciich kiiij,, bat l.c (bd ii.>t po s‘ CliarJo, to stay, .ind indeed ei rniuarv d him to 1 
go when Charles proposed it Oi the rcfeiciice may be to Caiuinai Rlazaim's dislike ot the visit I 
of Charles to Fuentarabia in the autumn of 1659, when the treaty of the Fyicnees was being 1 
negotiated. 


TO HIS SACRED MAJESTY, 


A panegyric on his coronation. 

i66i. 

In that wild Deluge where the world was drowned, 

When life and sin one common tomb had found, 

The fiist small prospect of a rising hill 
With various notes of joy the Ark did fill : 

Yet when that flood in its own depths was drownccl, 5 

It left behind it false and slippery ground, 

And the more solemn pomp was still deferred 
Till new-born nature in fresh looks appeared. 

Thus, royal Sir, to see you landed here 

Was cause enough of triumph foi a year : 10 

Nor would your care those glorious joys lepcat 

Till they at once might be secure and great, 

Till your kind beams by their continued stay 
Had warmed the ground and called the damps away. 

Such vapouis, while your powerful influence diics, 15 

Then soonest vanish when they highest rise. 

Had greater haste these sacred riles prepared, 

Some guilty months had in your triumphs shared : 

But this untainted year is all your own ; * 

Your glories may without our crimes be shown. 20 

We had not yet exhausted all our store, 

When you refreshed our joys by adding more : 

As Heaven of old dispensed celestial dew. 

You gave us manna and still give us new. 

Now our sad ruins are removed from sight, 25 

The season too comes fraught with new delight 
Time seems not now beneath his years to stoop, 
l^jajLdp his wings with sickly feathers dioop : 

Soft western wiiids waft o^er the gaudy" spring 

And opened scenes of flowers, and blossoms bnng ';o 

To grace this happy day, while you appear 

Not King of us alone, but of the year. 

All eyes you draw, and with the eyes the heait, 

Of your own pomp youiself the greatest pait : 

* The Coronation wan on April 24, 16G1, and the year was then reckoned to begin on Maich 21;. 
Dryden prohalilv refers to the part of tlie preceding year before the Restoration in May, ai> 
“guilty month:,.” 
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Loud shouts the nation’s happiness proclaim, 35 

And Heaven this day is feasted with your name. 

Your cavalcade the faij> spectators View 
From their high standings, yet look up to you. 

From your brave train each singles out a prey 

And longs to date^ conquest from your day. 40 

Now charged with blessings while you seek repose, 

Officious* ** slumbers haste your eyes to close ; 

And glorious dreams stand ready to restore 
The pleasing shapes of all you saw before. 

Next to the sacred Temple you are led, 45 

Where waits a crown for your more sacred head : 

How justly from the Church that ciown is due, 

Preserved from min and restored by you ! 

The grateful quire their harmony employ 

Not to make greater, but more solemn joy. 50 

Wrapt soft and warm your name is sent on high. 

As flames do on the wings of incense fly. 

Music herself is lost ; in vain she brings 
Her choicest notes to praise the best of kings : 

Her melting strains in you a tomb have found 55 

And lie like bees in their own sweetness drowned. 

He that brought peace and discord could atone, 

His name is music of itself alone. 

Now while the sacred oil anoints your head, 

And fragrant scents begun from you are spread 60 

Through the large dome, the people’s joyful sound 
Sent back is still preserved m hallowed ground ; 

Which in one blessing mixed descends on you, 

As heightened spirits fall in richer dew. 

Not that our v islies do increase } our stoie ; 05 

Full of yourself, you can admit no more. 

We add not to your glor}', but employ 
Our time, like angeK, in expiessing joy. 

Nor is it duty or our hopes alone 

Create that joy, but full fruition :f ^ 70 

We know those blessings Avhich we must possess 
And judge of future by past happiness. 


* ORictons^ serviceable Used frequently in this sense by Drydeu, as ‘'oflicious flood" in 
“Annus JMirabihs," stanra T84 . the sense of the Latin o/Rcionts. 

“ Yet not to Earth are those bright luminar'us 
OfFcious, hut to thee. Earth’s habitant " 

Paradise Lost^ viii 99. 

t Dr. Johnson hastily expiessed his belief that this is the only instance in Drj’-den’s poems 
of such arh3'me, vihich was common with his predeoessois and early contetnporanes. Another 
example occuis in his earliest poem, the “ Elegy on Lord Hastings 

** No comet need foretell his change drew on. 

Whose corps might seem a constellation." 

The following instance is from the Second Part of the Conquest of Granada,’* act 4, sc 3 : 

This with the dawn of morning shall be done; 

You haste too much fier execution." 
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No promise can oblige a pnnce so much 
Still to be good as long to have been such. 

A noble emulation heats your breast, 75 

And your own fame now lobs you of your rest. 

Good actions still must be maintained with good, 

As bodies nourished with resembling food. 

Y ou have already quenched sedition’s brand ; 

And 2eal, which burnt it, only warms the land. 80 

The jealous sects, that dare not trust their cause 
So far from their own will as to the laws, 

You for their umpire and their synod take 
And their appeal alone to Ciesar make * 

Kind Heaven so rare a temper did provide 85 

That guilt repenting might in it confide. 

Among our crimes oblivion may be set, 

But ’tis our King’s perfection to forget. 

Virtues unknown to these rough northern climes 
From milder heavens you bring, without their crimes. 90 
Your calmness does no after-storms provide 
Nor seeming patience mortal anger hide. 

When empiie first fiom families did spring, 

Then every father governed as a king : 

But you, that are a sovereign prince, allay 95 

Imperial power with your patenial sway. 

Fiom those great cares when ease your soul unbends, 

Youi pleasures are designed to noble ends ; 

Born to command the mistress of the seas. 

Your thoughts themselves m that blue empire please. 100 
Hither in summer evenings you repair 
To take the fraischeur of the purer air : 

Undaunted here you ride, when winter raves. 

With Cmsar’s heart that rose above the waves, t 

More I could sing, but fear my numbers stays ; 105 

No loyal subject dares that courage praise. 

In stately frigates most delight you find. 

Where well-drawn battles fire your martial mind. 

What to your cares* we owe is Icarat from hence, 

When even your pleasures serve for our defence. 1 10 

* The King had issuerl a Dedaration concerning ecclesiastical affairs in October 1660, 'which 
gave great satistaction to the Presbytei lans ; in it he had signified his intention of submitting the 
Liturgy to revision by a synod roraposed equally of episcopalian and presbyterian divines and 
I asking the advice of Convocation on iruitters of ceremony and discipline, and he had repeated 
the promise of his Declaration fiom Bieda of ‘‘liberty to tender consciences, and that no m.m 
•'tiould be disquieted or railed m question for differences of opinion in matters of religion, which do 
! not disturb the peace of the kingdom ” A bill introduced into tlie Convention Parliament shoitly 
j after Jor confirming this Declaration was rejected, some leadm'jr piesbytenan members joining with 
' the king's ministers in opposing it The matter was thus left in the hands of the King, w'oo pro- 
j eroded to call a synod for revising the Liturgy, l^his synod had assembled about a mouth bclore 
Corimation, and "was now sitting at Savoy House The result was unsatisfactory, and the 
Uniformity Act afterwards dashed the hopes of Nonconformists and the King's promises. 

t Refeijing to the story told by Plutarch of Caesar’s courage in a storm at sea, when, being on 
bi^rd in disguise, he made himself knowm to the pilot who had determined to put back, and bade 
Inm proceed with the words, Go on, mv man , have couiage, and fear nothing : you carry m your 
1. yssel Cwsar and Caesar’s fortune.” But the comparison is a piece of hyperbolical flattery. 
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Beyond your couri flows in the admitted tide,* 

Where in new depths the wondering fishes glide : 
liere in a royal bed the waters sleep, 

When tired at sea wnthin this bay they creep. 

Heie the mistrustful fowl no harm suspects, 1 15 

So safe are all things which our King protects. 

From your loved Thames a blessing yet is due, 

Second alone to that it brought in you ; 

A Queen, from whose chaste womb, ordained by fate, 

The souls of kings unborn for bodies wait. 120 

It was your love before made discord cease; 

Your love is destined to your country’s* peace. 

Both Indies, rivals in your bed, provide 
With gold 01 jewels to adoin your bride; 

This to a mighty King presents rich ore, 125 

While that with incense does a God mijfloie. 

Two kingdoms wait your doom ; and, as you choose, 

This must receive a ciown or that must lose. 

Thus from your royal oak, like Jove’s of old. 

Are answers .sought and destinies foretold : 130 

Propitious oracles are begged with vows 

And crowns that grow upon the sacred boughs. 

Your subjects, while you weigh the nations’ fate, + 

Suspend to both their doubtful love or hate : 

Choo.se only, Sir, that so they may possess 135 

With their own peace their children’s happiness. 


* Charles had arranged the ornamental water in St James’s Park, supplied from the Thames. 
Waller wrote a poem in this same year, “ On St James’s Park as lately impioved by His Majesty,” 
and introduced the sea with similar magniloquence : 

** Instead of rivers rolling by the side 
Of Eden’s gaiden, here flows in the tide ; 

The sea, w'hich always served his empire, now 
Pays tribute to our Prince’s pleasure too.” 

^ t This has been printed by all editors nation^ s fate. Nations of the original text serves for 
either nation's m ?iations' 'J'lie reference seems to be to the fate of Spam and Poitugal , and 
the probj^le meaning is that tiie independence of Portugal turned on the marriage or Charles 
with trie Portuguese pnnci'ss bpai** endeavoured to prevent this marriage, and to induce Charles 
to marry a princess of Parma. 



TO MY LORD CHANCELLOR. 

PRESENTED ON NEW YEAR’s DAY, 1662. 


My Lord, 

While flatter ing crowds officiously appear 
To give themselves, not you, an happy year, 

And by the greatness of their presents prove 
How much they hope, but not how well they love, 

The Muses, who your early courtship boast,* 5 

Though now your flames are with their beauty lost, 

Yet watch their time, that, if you have forgot 
They were your misti esses, the world may not ; 

Decayed by time and wars, they only prove 

Their former beauty by your foimer love, 10 

And now present, as ancient ladies do 

That courted long at length are forced to woo. 

For still they look on you with such kind eyes 
As those that see the Church’s Sovereign rise, 

From their own order chose, t in whose high state 15 
They think themselves the second choice of fate. 

When our great Monarch into exile went, 

Wit and religion suffered banishment. 

Thus once, when Troy was wrapt in fire and smoke, 

The helpless gods their burning shrines forsook ; t 20 
They with the vanquished prince and party go 
And leave their temples empty to the foe. 

^ * There is no trace of poetry written by Clarendon when young: but he bad cultivated gener.d 
literature, and had many literary frieuds m his younger days “ Among his early literary fi ‘emls 
were Ben Jonson , Sclden, whose society he felt to have been inestimably \.iluable to him, and 
for whose talents and leaining he retained a veneration unimpaired by subsequent diHerence of 
wlitical opinion ; Charles Cotton, a man of taste and letters, now remembered chiefly as the 
literary associate of Isaac Walton ; May, the able and candid historian of the i»ailiament ; Carew, 
whose graceful poetry still holds its place in public estimation ; his more cclclir vied contemporaiy, 
Edmund Waller; the accomplished and versatile Sir Kenelm Digbyj Hales, distinguished by Ins 
classical acquii ements , Chillmgworth, the profound theologian and acute controversialist these 
were the literary men whose society was cultivated by Hyde,”-— Lister’s Life of Clareftdou^i. 15. 
t The Pope 

t At the destruction of Truy : 

“ ENce .sere oranes, adytis ari«que relictls, 

Di quibusimperium hoc steterat ” 

ViRG A 2 n. n 351. 

“ The passive gods beheld the Greeks defile 
Their temples, and abandon to the spoil 
Their own abodes,” " 

473 of Di yden’s Translation, 
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At length the Muses stand restored ^ain 
To that great charge which nature did ordain, 

And their loved Dmids seem revived by fate, ' 2$ 

While you dispense the laws and guide the state. 

The nation’s soul, our Monarch, does dispense 
Through you to us his vital influence ; 

You are the channel where those spints flow 
And work them higher as to us they go. 30 

In open prospect nothing bounds our eye 
Until the eaith seems joined unto the sky : 

So in this hemisphere our utmost view 
Is only bounded by our King and you. 

Our sight is limited where you are joined 35 

And beyond that no farther heaven can find. 

So well your virtues do with his agree 

That, though your orbs of different greatness be, 

Yet both are for each other’s use disposed, 

His to enclose, and yours to be enclosed : 40 

Nor could another in your room have been, 

Except an emptiness* had come between. 

Well may he then to you his cares impart 
And share his burden where he shares his heart 
In you his sleep still wakes ; his pleasures And 45 

Their share of business in your labouring mind. 

So, when the weary sun his place resigns, 

He leaves his light and by reflection shines. 

Justice, that sits and frowns where public laws 
Exclude soft mercy from a private cause, i;o 

In your tribunal most herself does please | 

There only smiles because she lives at ease, 

And, like young David, finds her strength the more 
When disencumbered from those aims she wore. 

I leaven would your royal master should exceed 55 
Most in that virtue, which we most did need ; 

And his mild father, who too late did find 
All mercy vain but what with power was joined. 

His fatal goodness left to fitter times, 

Not to increase but to absolve our crimes : 60 

But when the heir of this vast treasure knew 
TIow large a legacy was left to you, 

Too ^eat for any subject to retain, 

He wisely tied it to the Crown again : 

Yet, passing through your hands, it gathers more, 65 
As streams through mines bear tincture of their ore. 
While empiric politicians use deceit. 

Hide what they give and cure but by a cheat, 

You boldly show that skill which they pretend 
And work by means as noble as your end : 70 

Which should you veil, we might unwind the clue 
As men do nature, till we came to you. 


^ An a vacuum. 
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And as the Indies were not found bcfoie 
Those rich perfumes which from the happy shore 
The winds upon their balmy wings conveyed, 75 

Whose guilty sweetness fiist their world betrayed, 

So by your counsels we are brought to view 
A rich and undiscovered world in you. 

13 y you our Monarch doc^ tliat fame assure 

Which kings must have, or lu. not live secure : So 

For prosperous princes gain the subjects’ heart, 

Who love that praise in which themselves have part. 

By you he fits those subjects to obey, 

As lleaven’s Eternal Monarch does convey 

His power unseen, and man to His designs 85 

By His bright ministers, the stars, inclines. 

Our setting sun from his declining seat 
Shot beams of kindness on you, not of heat : 

And, when his love was bounded in a few 

That were unhappy that they might be true, ro 

Made you the favourite of his last sad times, 

That is, a sufferer in his subjects’ crimes : 

Thus those first favours you received were sent, 

Like Heaven’s rewards, in earthly punishment. 

Yet Fortune, conscious of your destiny, 95 

Even then took care to lay you softly by, 

And wrapt your fate among her precious things, 

Kept fresh to be unfolded with your King’s. 

Shown all at once, you dazzled so our eyes 
As new-born Pallas did the gods surprise ; 100 

When, springing forth from Jove’s new-closing wound, 
She struck the warlike spear into the ground ; 

Which sprouting leaves did suddenly enclose, 

And peaceful olives shaded as they rose. 

How strangely active are the arts of peace, 105 

Whose restless motions less than war’s do cease ! 

Peace is not freed from labour, but from noise. 

And war more force, but not more pains employs. 

Such is the mighty swiftness of your mind 
That, like the earth’s, it leaves our sense behind, i ro 
While you so smoothly turn and roll our sphere 
That rapid motion does but rest apjiear. 

For as in Nature’s swiftness, with the throng 
Of flying orbs while ours is borne along, 

All seems at rest to the deluded eye, 1 15 

Moved by the soul of the same harmony. 

So, carried on by your unwearied care, 

We rest in peace and yet in motion share. 

Let Envy then those crimes within you see 

From which the happy never must be free ; 120 

Envy that does with misery reside, 

The joy and the revenge of ruined pride. 

Think it not hard, if at so cheap a rate 
You can secure the constarcy of Fate, 
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Whose kindness sent what does their malice seem ^ 125 
By lesser ills the greater to redeem ; 

Nor can we this weak shower a tempest call. 

But drops of heat that in the sunshine fall. 

You have already wearied Fortune so, 

She cannot farther be your friend or foe ; 130 

But sits all breathless, and admires to feel 
A fate so weighty that it stops her wheel. 

In all things else above our humble fate, 

Your equal mind yet swells not into state, 

But like some mountain in those happy isles, 135 

Where in perpetual spring young Nature smiles, 

Your greatness shows ;* no horror to affnght, 

But trees for shade and flowers to court the sight ; 
Sometimes the hill submits itself a while 
In small descents, which do its height beguile ; 140 

And sometimes mounts, but so as billows play, 

Whose rise not hindeis but makes short our way. 

Your brow, which does no fear of thunder know. 

Sees rolling tempests vainly beat below ; 

And, like Olympus’ top, the impression wears 145 
Of love and friendship writ in former years. 

Yet, unimpaired with labours or with time. 

Your age but seems to a new youth to climb. 

(Thus heavenly bodies do our time beget 

And measure change, but share no part of it.) 150 

And still it shall without a weight increase, 

Like this New-year, whose motions never cease ; 

For since the glorious course you have begun 
Is led by Charles, as that is by the sun, 

It must both weightless and immortal prove, 155 

Because the centre of it is above. 


* S/iotv is an intransitive verb, and means appear^ and is constantly so used in Dryden ; as 
among several instances in ** Annus Mirabilis 

“ Like swans in long array his vessels show,” — Stan 66. 

Otherwise, the passage would read more pleasantly, if there were no stop after shows and the verb 
had an active moaning There us a resemblance m tins passage to Denham’s description of Windsor 
in *' Cooper’s Hill:” 

** Windsor the next above the valley swells 
Into my eye, and doth itself present 
With su«.h an easy and unforced ascent 
That no stupendious precipice denies 
Access, no horrfjr turns away our eyes ; 

But such a rise as doth at once invite 
A pleasure and a reverence from the sight ” 


VERSES 

TO HER ROYAL HIGHNESS THE DUCHESS, 


ON THE MEMORABLE VICTORY GAINED BY THE DUKE AGAINST THE HOLLANDERS, JUNE 3, 1665, 
AND ON HER JOURNEY AFTERWARDS INTO THE NORTH, 

Madam, 

When for our sakes your hero you resigned 
To swelling seas and every faithless wind, 

When you released his courage and set free 
A valour fatal to the enemy, 

You lodged your country’s cares within your breast, 5 
The mansion where soft love should only rest. 

And, ere our foes abroad were overcome, 

The noblest conquest you had gained at home. 

Ah, what concerns did both your souls divide I 

Your honour gave us what your love denied : 10 

And ’twas for him much easier to subdue 

Those foes he fought with than to part from you.t 

That glorious day, which two such navies saw 

As each unmatched might to the world give law, 

Neptune, yet doubtful whom he should obey, 15 

Held to them both the trident of the sea : $ 

The winds were hushed, the waves in ranks were cast 
As awfully as when God’s people past, 

Those yet uncertain on whose sails to blow. 

These where the wealth of nations ought to flow. 20 
Then with the Duke your Highness ruled the day ; 

While all the brave did his command obey. 

The fair and pious under you did pray. 

How powerful are chaste vows ! the wind and tide 
You bribed to combat on the English side. 25 


* These verses, addressed to the Duchess of York (the Duke of York’s first wife, Anne, daughter 
of the Lord Chancellor Clarendon), and written towards the end of 1665, were probably not pub- 
lished before their appearance in the Preface to “Annus Mirabihs.” See p. 42. The jouiney 
into the North of EnjgiaTid was with the Duke of York in August and September 1665 This poem 
reappeared in 1704 in the fifth volume of the “Poetical Miscellanies,” afterwards named “Mis- 
cellany Poems,” being the first volume of the series published after Dryden’s death. 

t War had been declared against the Dutch in Febi-uaxy 1665. The Duke of York, who was 
Lord High Admiral, took the command of the fleet, and went to sea in the beginning of May. 
On the 3rd of June he engaged with the Dutch fleet off the coast of Sii^lk, near Lowestoft, and 
obtained a decided victoiy, showingjgreat bravery in the battle. 

t Scott has observed that sea, whiSv in Dryden’s poetry almost always rhymes with words like 
obey, way (see line 43), &c was probably pionounced suitably to such rhymes. 
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Tlius to your mucli-loved lord you did convey 
All unknown succour, sent the nearest way , 

New vigour to his wearied arms you brought 
(So Moses was upheld while Israel fought,*) 

While from afar we heard the cannon play, 30 

Like distant thunder on a shiny day.f 
For absent fiiends we were ashamed to fear 
When we considered what you ventured there. 

Ships, men, and arms our country might restore, 

But such a leader could supply no more. ^ 35 

W ith generous thoughts of conquest he did burn, 

Yet fought not more to vanquish than return. 

Fortune and victory he did pursue 
To bring them as his slaves to wait on you : 

Thus beauty ravished the rewards of fame 40 

And the fair triumphed when tlie brave overcame. 

Then, as you meant to spread another way 
B}' land your conquests far as his by sea. 

Leaving our southern clime, you marched along 
The stubbom North, ten thousand Cupids strong. J 45 
Like Commons, the nobility resort 
Ir crowding heaps to fill your moving court : 

To welcome yonr approach the vulgar run, 

L ke some new envoy from the distant sun, 

And country beauties by their loveis go, 50 

Blessing themselves and w^ondering at the show. 

So, when the new-born phoenix first is seen, 

Her feathered subjects all adore their queen, 

And while she makes her progress through the East, 
From every grove her numerous train’s increast ; 55 

Each poet of the air her glory sings, 

And lound him the pleased audience clap their wings. 


* When Joshua foucfht with Amalek, Exodus x\’ii ii — 13. “And it came to pass, when 
Moses held up his hand, that Israel pi evaded and when he let down his hand, Amalek pi evaded 
But Moses’ hands were heavy ; and they took a stone, and put it under him, and he sat thereon ; 
ana Aaron and Hur stayed up his hands, the one on the one side, and the other on the other side ; 
and his hands were steady until the goina down of the sun. And Joshua discomfited Amalek and 
Ills people with the edge of the sword ” Bryden uses the same illustration in “ Britannia 
Rediviva,’* line 29C. 

1 Ihe battle of June 3 was off the coast of Suffolk, near Lowestoft A letter from the Earl of 
Arlington, Secretaiy of State, to the Loid Mayor, in the State Paper Office, giving the olficiaj 
news of the victorj', mentions “ the King h aving been in expect ation eversmee the guns were kern'd, 
(Mrs Green’s Calendar of Stale Papers, 1664-1?, P ) I^iyden refers in the opening of ms 
“ Essay of Dramatic Poesy” to “that memorable day, m the fust summer of the late war, wh 
our navy engaged the Dutch,” and says . “ The noise of the cannon from both navies 
our ears about the city, so tliat, all men li* ing alarmed with it and in a dieralful suspetv'.e of the 
event which they knew was thou dci'iding, every one went following the sound as inncv 
‘led mm ” 

t The Duke of York was not pei nutted to go to sea again after his victory of June the fleet 
, was left wnder command of the I'kiil of Sandwich In August the Duke was sent by the 
I Kim; into Yoikshlu*, there being fears of a rising in the iioith His valour at sea and victory 
: bad nyulc him very ijojiulai, and he and the i)uche,s wcie icceivvd throughpuj. the journey with 
, g.«.at noiiours . 
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ANNUS MIRABILIS: 

THE YEAR OF WONDERS, 1666. 

AN HISTORICAL POEM; 

CONTAINING 

THE PROGRESS AND VARIOUS SUCCESSES OF OUR NAVAL 
WAR WITH HOLLAND 

UNDER THE CONDUCT OE HIS HIGHNESS PRINCE RUPERT AND HIS GRACE 
THE DUKE OF ALBEMARLE, 

AND D es cribing THE fire of London. 

“iHultum interest re**, poscat, nn homines latiiis impcinic vdint.” 

Traja'i Imperalor ad Plm. in Ephi x 3 ";. 

*Xhl)santi(iu:iruit, multus dominatajer annO',.”— ViiiO .-En 11 jOj 



INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 


Zn the first edition of “ Annus Mirahdisfi a little volume in small octavo^ hound 
in brown calf and ^'‘printed for Henry Zlemngman^ at the Anchor of the Lower 
Walk of the Hew Exchange, 1667,” Dtyden inserted this short notice i 

“To THE Readers. 

^^notwithstanding the diligence which has been used tn my absence, some faults 
have escaped the press s and I have so many of my own to ansiver for that I am not 
willing to be charged with those of the printer. I have only noted the grossest of 
them, not such as by false stops have confounded the sense, but such as by mistaken 
words have corrupted itZ 

With the aid of Dryden^s list oferraLtsi, the text of this first edition may be almost 
entirely relied on. The poem was reprinted in quarto in 1 688, with several changes 
in the text, which are almost all deteriorations ; and the text of 16S8 was followed tn 
the next reprint of the poem, in the edition ef the Miscellany Toems ” <^1716. In 
subsequent editions other errors have been added. Zlie text of Scott's edition is faulty; 
Scott had not seen the first edition of the poem. Dry den printed some notes to this 
poem, which are given among the notes between marks of quotation, and given 
verbatim, except only that Jus Latin quotations, often incorrectly given, are corrected. 
The variations of the second edition of 1688 from the original edition are specified in 
the notes. The marginal indications arc Dryden^s own. 

Since the publication of the poem addressed to the Lord Chancellor, the press had 
been placed under a licenser by the Act of 1662, continued in 1665. This poem was 
licensed November 22, 1666. Samuel Pepys read and admired it on February 2, 

1 666-% "when he entered in his Diary, *'/ am very well pleased this night with 
reading a poem / brought home with me last night from Westminster Hall of 
Dryden's upon the present war, a very good poem,'*'' 



i 
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TO TliE METROPOLIS OF GREAT BRITAIN, 

THE MOST RENOWNED AND LATE FLOL RISIIING CITY OF LONDON, IN ITS REPRESENTATIVES THE 
LORD MAYOR AND COURT OF ALDERMEN, THE SHERIFFS AND COMMON COUNCIL OF IT. 

As peiliax^s I am the first who ever presented a woik of this nature to the metro- 
polis of any nation, so is it likewise consonant to justice, that he who was to give 
the first example of such a dedication should begin it with that City which has set 
a pattern to all others of true loyalty, invincible courage, and unshaken constancy. 
Other cities have been praised for the same viitues, but I am much deceived if any 
have so dearly purchased their reputation : their fame has been won them by cheaper 
trials than an expensive though necessary war, a consuming pestilence, and a more 
consuming fire. To submit yourselves with that humility to the judgments of 
I-Ieaven, and at the same time to raise youi-selves with that vigour above all human 
enemies ; to be combated at once from above and from below ; to be struck down 
and to triumph : I know not whctlier such trials have been ever paralleled in any 
nation, the resolution and successes of them never can be. Never had prince or 
people more mutual reason to love each other, if suffering for each other can endear 
affection. You have come together a pair of matchless lovers, through many diffi- 
culties ; he, through a long exile, various traverses of fortune, and the interposi- 
tion of many rivals, who violently ravished and withheld you from him : and cer- 
tainly you have had your share in sufferings. But Providence has cast upon you 
want of trade, that you might appear bountiful to your country’s necessities ; and 
the rest of your afflictions are not more the effects of God’s displeasure (frequent ex- 
amples of them having been in the reign of the most excellent princes) than occasions 
for the manifesting of your Christian and civil virtues. To you, therefore, this Year 
of Wonders is justly dedicated, because you have made it so : you, who ai*e to 
stand a wonder to all years and ages, and who have built yourselves an immortal 
monument on your own ruins. You are now a phoenix in her ashes, and, as far as 
humanity can approach, a great emblem of the suffering Deity. But Heaven never 
made so much piety and virtue, to leave it miserable. I have heard indeed of some 
virtuous persons who have ended unfortunately, but never of any virtuous nation. 
Providence is engaged too deeply, when the cause becomes so general ; and I can- 
not imagine it has resolved the ruin of that people at home, which it has blessed 
abroad with such successes. I am, therefore, to conclude that your sufferings are 
at an end, and that one part of my poem has not been more an history of your 
destruction, than the other a prophecy of your restoration. The accomplishment 
of which happiness, as it is the wish of all true Englishmen, so is by none more 
passionately desired than by 

The greatest of your admirers and most humble of your servants, 

John Dryden. 


AN ACCOUNT OF THE ENSUING POEM, 

IN A LETTER TO THE HONOURABLE SIR ROBERT HOWARD. 

Sir, 

I am so many ways obliged to you and so little able to return your favofixs 
that, like those who owe too much, I can only live by getting farther into your debt. 
You have not only been careful of my fortune, whicli was the effect of your noble- 
ness, but you have been solicitous of my reputation, which is that of your kindness. 
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It is not long since I gave you the tiouble ©f perusing a play for me f and now, 
instead of an acknowleclgmieni, I have given you a greater m the correction of a 
poem. But since you are to bear tins persecution, I will at least give you the 
encouragement of a martyr j you could never suffer in a nobler cause. For I have 
chosen the most heroic subject which any poet could desire : I have taken upon me 
to describe the motives, the beginning, progress, and successes of a most just and 
necessary war ; in it the care, management, and prudence of our King ; the conduct I 
and valour of a royal Admiral and of two incomparable Generals ; the invincible 
courage of our captains and seamen,, and three glorious victories, the result of all. 
After this, I have in the fire the most deplorable, but withal the greatest argument 
that can be imagined ; the destruction being so swift, so sudden, so vast and misei- 
able, as nothing can parallel in story. The former part of this poem, lelating to 
the war, is but a due expiation for my not serving my King and country in it. All 
gentlemen are almost obliged to it : and I know no reason we should give that 
advantage to the commonalty of England, to be foremost in brave actions, which the 
noblesse of France would never suffer in their peasants. I should not have written 
this but to a person who has been ever forward to appear in all employments, 
whither his honour and generosity have called him. The latter part of my poem, 
which describes the fine, I owe, first, to the piety and fatherly affection of oiu 
Monarch to his suffering subjects; and, in the second plac;, to the courage, loyalty, 
and magnanimity of the City ; both which were so conspicuous that I have wanted 
words to celebrate them as they deserve. I have called iny poem historical, not 
epic, though both the actions and actors are as much heroic as any poem can con- 
tain. But since the action is not properly one, nor that accomplished in the last 
successes, I have judged it too bold a title for a few stanzas, which are little more in 
number than a single Iliad or the longest of the .^Eneids. For this reason (I mean 
not of length, but broken action, tied too severely to the laws of history) I am apt 
to agree with those who rank Lucan rather among historians in verse than epic 
poets ; in whose room, if I am not deceived, Silius Xtalicus, though a worse writer, 
may more justly be admitted. I have chosen to write my poem in quatrains or 
stanzas of four in alternate rhyme, because I have ever judged them more noble 
and of greater dignity both for the sound and number than any other verse in use 
amongst us ; in which I am sure I have your approbation. The learned languages 
have certainly a great advantage of us in not being tied to the slavery of any rhyme, 
and were less constrained in the quantity of every syllable, which they might vary 
with spondees or dactyls, besides so many other helps of grammatical %ures for the 
lengthening or abbreviation of them, than the modern are in the close of that one 
syllable, which often confines, and more often corrupts, the sense of all the rest. 
But in this necessity of our rhymes, I have always found the couplet verse most easy 
(though not so proper for this occasion), for there the work is sooner at an end, 
every two lines concluding the labour of the poet ; but in quatrains he is to carry it 
farther on, and not only so, but to bear along in his head the troublesome sense 
of four lines together. For those who write correctly in this kind must needs 
acknowledge that the last line of the stanza is to be considered in the composition of 


* This play was probably the “Maiden ^reon,” which was brought out on the stage eaily in 
1667 Dryden mostly resided at Charlton in\. jltshire, whence this letter is dated (the seat of the 
Eail of Berlcbhire, his father-in-law, and SirK Howard’s father), from the middle of 1665 to the 
end of 1666 , and during this period he compo>ed the “ Maiden Queen,” the “Annus Mirabilis,” 
and his “ Essay of Dramatic Poesy,” which is published towards the end of 1665, and led to a 
coutioversy and quarrel with Sir R. Howaid. The plays produced by Dryden up to this date 
were the “Wild Gallant,” the “Rival Ladies,” and the “Indian Emperor,” a sequel of Sir R. 
Howaid’s play, “The Indian Queen,” of which Diydea had written some part. 
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the fust. Neither can vvx give ouriaclves the liberty of maldag any part of a verse 
for the sake of rhyme, or concluding ^vith a word which is not current English, or 
using the varii-ty of female liiymes ; ail which our fatlicis piactised. And for the 
iemale ihymcs, they arc still m u«nO amongst other nations : with the Italian in 
every line, with the Spaiiiaid promiscuously, with the French alternately, as 
those who have lead the Alarm, the Eucelle, or any of their latter poems, will 
agiee with me. And besides this, they wide in Alexandrines or veises of six feet, 
such as, amongst us, is the old translation of Homer by Chapman ;■* all which by 
lengthening of their chain makes the sphere of their activity the laijger. I have 
dwelt too long upon the choice of my stanza, which you may remember is much 
better! defended in the Preface to Gondibert ; and .therefore I will hasten to 
acquaint you with my endeavouis in the writing. In general I will only say I have 
never yet seen the description of any naval fight in the proper terms which are used 
at sea ; and if there be any such in another language, as that of Lucan in the 
third of his Pliarsalia, yet I could not pie vail myself of it t in the English ; the terms 
of arts in every tongue bearing moie of the idiom of it than any other words. We 
hear, indeed, among our poets, of the thundering of guns, the smoke, the disorder 
and the slaughter ; but all these are common notions. And certainly as those who 
in a logical dispute keep in geneiai terms would hide a fallacy, so those who do 
it m any poetical description would veil their ignorance. 

“ Desenptas servare vices operumque colores 
Cur ego, SI nequco ignoroque, poeta salutor?”! 

For my own par*l, if I had little knowledge of the sea, ^et T have thought it no shame 
to learn : and if I have made some few mistakes, it is only, as you can bear me 
witness, because I have wanted opportunity to correct them, the whole poem being 
first written, and now sent you from a place wheie I have not so much as the con- 
verse of any seaman. Yet though the trouble I h^d m writing it was great, it was 
more than recompensed by the pleasure ; I found myself so warm m celebrating 
the praises of militaiy men, two such especially as the Prince and General, that it is 
no wonder if they inspired me with thoughts above my ordinary level. And I am 
well satisfied, that as they are incomparably the best subject I have ever had, excepting 
only the royal family, so also that this I have written of them is much better than 
what I have performed on any other. I have been forced to help out other arguments ; 
but this has been bountiful to me : they have been low and barren of praise, and I 
have exalted them and made them fruitful ; but here — Omnia s^onte stta reddit 
justissima ielhis. § I have had a large, affair, and a pleasant field ; so fertile, that, 
without my cultivating, it has given me two harvests m a summer, and in both 
oppressed the reapei. All other greatness in subjects is only counterfeit, it will not 
endure the test of danger ; the greatness of arms is only real. Other greatness 
burdens a nation with its weight \ this supports it with its strength. And as it is 


Chapman’s translation of Homer is in lines of seven feet. ” 

+ A French idiom, which occurs again in Dryden in “Absalom and Achitophel," line 461 : 

^ “ Prevail youiself of what occasion gives ; ” 

and both here and there all the later editois, following Derrick, have printed ava-^l instead <>f 
prevail Dryden also uses the French idiom io ofii cf: “ To profit of the battles he had , woh ” 
(Aurengzebe, act 2 , sc i) ; and again, io provtde oiieselj cf, as “Provide yourself oi some more 
worthy heir” {Love Triumphant, act 4, sc x). 
t Hor. Ars Poet. 87. 

§ A misquotation by Dryden, who probably confused in his memory two passages of Viigil : 
“ Fundit humo facileni victum justissima teUus” (Georg, ii 460), and “ Omnis feret omnia tellus” 
(Ed. iv. 39), Ovid also, ** Per se dabat omnia tellus ” (Metam. i. 102). 
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the happiness of the age, so is it the peculiar goodness of the best of kings, that we 
may praise his subjects without offending him. Doubtless it 'proceeds from a just 
confidence of his own virtue, which the lustre of no other can be so great as to 
darken in him ; for the good or the valiant are never safely praised under a bad or 
a degenerate prince. But to return from this digression to a fardicr account of my 
poem : I must crave leave to tell you, that, as I have endeavourcjd to adorn it with 
noble thoughts, so much more to express those thoughts with elocution. The com- 
position of all poems is or ought to be of wit ; and wit in the poet, or wit-wnting 
(if you will give me leave to use a school-distinction), is no other than the faculty of 
imagination in the writer ; which, like a nimble spaniel, beal s over and ranges 
through the field of memoiy, till it spiings the quarry it hunted after : or, without 
metaphor, which searches over all the memory for the species or ideas of those things 
which it designs to represent. Wit written is that which is well defined, the 
happy result of thought, or product of imagination.^ But to proceed from wit in 
the general notion of it to the proper wit of an heroic or historical poem ; I judge 
It chiefly to consist in the delightful imaging of persons, actions, passions, or things. 
'Tis not the jerk or sting of an epi^am, nor the seeming contradiction of a poor 
antithesis (the delight of an ill-judging audience in a play of rhyme), nor the jingle 
of a more poor paronomasia ;* neither is it so much the moiality of a grave sentence, 
affected by Lucan, but more sparingly used by Virgil ; but it is some lively and 
apt description, dressed in such colours of speech, that it sets before your eyes the 
absent object as perfectly and more delightfully than nature. So then the first 
happiness of the poet’s imagination is properly invention, or finding of the thought ; 
the second is fancy, or the variation, driving, or moulding of tliat thought as the 
judgment represents it proper to the subject ; the third is elocution, or the art of 
clothing and adorning that thought so found and varied, in apt, significant, and 
sounding words. The quickness of the imagination is seen in the invention, the 
fertility in the fancy, and the accuracy in the expression. For th 2 two first of tliese 
Ovid is famous amongst the poets ; for the latter, Virgil. Ovid images more often 
the movements and affections of the mind, either combating bet\»reen two contiary 
passions, or extremely discomposed by one ; his words, therefore, are the least part 
of his care ; for he pictures nature in disorder, with which the study and choice of 
words is inconsistent. This is the proper wit of dialogue or discourse, and con- 
sequently of the drama, where all that is said is to be supposed the effect of sudden 
thought j which, though it excludes not the quickness of wit in repartees, yet 
admits not a too curious election of words, too frequent allusions, or use of tropes, or 
in fine anything that shows remoteness of thought or labour in the writer. On the 
other side, Virgil speaks not so often to us in the person of another, like Ovid, but 
in his own : he relates almost all things as from himself, and thereby gains more 
liberty than the other to express his thoughts with all the graces of elocution, to 
•write more figuratively, and to confess as vrell the labour as the force of his ima- 
( gination. Though he describes his Dido well and naturahy, in the violence of her 
! passions, yet he must yield in that to die Myrrha, the Byhlis, the Althma of Ovid. 

• For as great an admirer of him as I am, I must acknowledge that, if I see not more 
of their souls than I see of Dido’s, at least I have a greater concernment for them : 

- and that convinces me that Ovid has touched those tender strokes more delicately 
than Vkgil could. But when action or persons are to be described, when any such 
image is to be set before us, how hold, how masterly are the strolces of Virgil ! We 
see the objects he represents us within their native figures, in their proper mod on s ; 
hut we so see them as our own eyes could never have beheld them, so beautiful in 


Spelt j^aranontasia by Dry den , a pan, or, as tlien connnonLy ca’led, a clinch. 
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thcmbelves, Wc see the soul of the poet, like that universal one of which he speaks, 
infoiming and moving thiough all his pictures: 

“ Totamque infusa per artus 
Mens agitat raolem et magno se corpore miscet ” * 

We behold him embellishing his images, as he makes Venus breathing beauty upon 
her son -^ncas. 

Lumenque juventas 

Purpuieum et Isslob ocubs afilarat honoies* 

Quale manus addunt ebon decus, aut ubi flavo 
Argentum Panusve lapis circumdatur auro ” + 

See his Tempest, his Funeral Sports, his Combat of Turnus and ^Eneas, and 
in his Georgies, wliich I esteem the divinest part of all his writings, the Plague, 
the Country, the Battle of Bulls, the Labour of the Bees, and those many 
other excellent images of nature, most of which are neither great in themselves 
nor have any natural oinamenl to bear them up : but the woids wherewith he 
describes them are so excellent, that it might be well applied to him which was 
said by Ovid, MaUnmn superahat opus ;!t the very sound of his words has often 
somewhat that is connatural to the subject ; and while we read him, we sit, as m 
a play, beholding the scenes of what he represents. To perform this, he made 
frequent use of tropes, which you know change the natuie of a known word by 
applying it to some other signification ; and this is it which Horace means in his 
epistle to the Pisos : 

“Dixcris egrogie, notum si callida verbum 
Reddiderit junctura novunx.’^ § 

But I am sensible I have presumed too far to entertain you with a rude discourse 
of that art which you both know* so well, and put into practice with so much 
happiness. Yet before I leave Virgil, I must own the vanity to tell you, and by 
you the world, that he has been my master in this poem : I have followed him 
everywhere, I know not with what success, but I am sure with diligence enough : 
my images are many of them copied from him, and. the rest are imitations of him. 
My expressions also are as near as the idioms of the two languages would admit of 
in transl^-tion. And this, Sir, I have done with that boldness for which I will 
stand accountable to any of our little critics, who, perhaps, are not better acquainted 
with him than I am. Upon your first perusal of this poem, you have taken notice 
of some words which 1 have innovated (if it be too bold for me to say refined) 
upon his Latin ; which, as I offer not to introduce into English prose, so I hope 
they are neither improper nor altogether unelegant in veise ; and in this Horace 
will again defend me. 

Et nova ficlaque nupea* habebunt verba fidem si 
Gruico fonte cadcut parce detorta.” 1| 

The inference is exceeding ])lain : for if a Romrm poet might have liberty to coin 
a word, supposing only that it was derived from the Greek, was put into a Latin 
termination, and that he used 'this hbeity but seldom and with modesty ; how 
much more justly may I challenge that privilege to do it with the same pre- 
requisites, from the best and most judicious of Latin writers ? In some places, 
where either the fancy or tfic words were his or any other’s, I have noted it in the 

• 

* .^neis, vi. 726. f >En,'i 590. % MeUm. iL 4 § ArsPoetica, 47. 0 Ars Poet. 52. 
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! margin, that I might not seem a plagiaiy ; in olheis I have neglected it, to avoid 
i as well tediousness as the affectation of doing it loo often. Such descriptions, or 
I images well wrought, v.hich I piomise not ffir mine, aie, as I have said, the 
I adequate delight of heioic poesy; for they beget admiration, which is its pioper 
' object ; as the images of the burlcs([ue, which is contiaiy to tins, by the same 
reason beget laughter : for the one shows nature beautified, as in the picture of a 
; fair woman, which we all admire ; the other shows her deformed, as m that of a 
; lazar, or of a fool with distorted face and antic gestures, at which we cannot for- 
i bear to laugh, because it is a deviation from nature. But though the same images 
serve equally for the epic poesy, and for the histone and panegyric, which are 
branches of it, yet a several sort of sculpture is to be used in them. If some of 
them are to be like those of Juvenal, Sta^ites in curribtis A^nnihani* heroes drawn 
in their triumphal chariots and in their full propoitioii ; others are to he like 
that of Virgil, Spirantia mollhts^csra theie is somewhat more of softness and 
tenderness to be shown in them. You will soon find I write not this without concern. 
Some, who have seen a paper of verses which T wrote las! year to her Highness 
the Duchess, have accused them of that only thing I could defend in them. They 
have said, I did hnmi serpere^X that I wanted not only height of fancy, but dignity 
of words to set it off. I might well answer with that of Horace, Nu 7 tc 7 to 7 i emt 
his locus ; § I knew I addressed them to a lady, and accordingly I affected the 
softness of expression and the smoothness of measure, rather than the height of 
thought ; and in what I did endeavour, it is no vanity to say I have succeeded. 

I detest arrogance ; but there is some difference betwixt that and a just defence. 
But I will not farther bribe your candour, or the reader’s. I leave them to speak 
for me ; and, if they can, to make out that character, not pretending to a gi eater, 
which I have given them H 

And now, Sir, ’tis time I should relieve you from the tedious length of this 
account. You have better and more profitable employment for your hours, and I 
wrong the public to detain you longer. If In conclusion, I must leave my poem to 
you with all its faults, which I hope to find fewer in the printing by your emen- 
dations. I know you are not of the number of those, of whom the younger Pliny 
speaks ; Nec sunt parum multiy qui caipcre amicos suos judicium vocantP'^ I am 
rather too secui^e of you on that side. Your candour in pardoning my errors may 
make you more remiss in correcting them ; if you will not withal consider that 
they come into the world with your approbation, and through your hands. I beg 
from you the gieatest favour you can confer upon an absent person, since I repose 
upon your management what is dearest to me, my fame and reputation ; and, there- 
fore, I hope it will stir you up to make my poem fairer by many of your blots. If 
not, you know the story of the gamester who married the licli man’s daughter and, 
when her father denied the portion, christened all the children by his surname, 
that, if in conclusion they must beg, they should do so by one name as well as by 
the other. But since the reproach of my faults will light on you, ’tis but reason I 
should do you that justice to the readers to let them know, that, if there be any- 
thing tolerable in this poem, they owe the aigument to your choice, the writing to 

* Sat. viii. 43. • + iEneis, vi. 848. 

t Serpit humi tutus nimium timidusque procellae.’'— Hor, Ars Poet. 28. 

§ Ars Poetica, 19 

II Here were inserted the Verscb’* to the Duchess of York, which have been printed in chrono- 
, lofflcal order before this poem 

■ ^ ^ ** Iiipublica commodapcccera 

Si longo sermonc merer tua teinpora, Ceesar.*' 

''ZoR, a i. 3. 


Epist. vii. 28. 


ANNUS MIRABJLIS, i665. 


43 


your encouragement, the correction to your judgment, and the eare of it to your 
friendship, to which he must ever acknowledge himself to owe all things who is, 

Sir, 

The most obedient and most faithful of your servants, 

I From Charlton, in Wiltshire, JOHN DrYDEN, 

[ Nov. lo, i666. 


ANNUS MIRABILIS: 

THE YEAR OF WONDERS, 1666. 

1 

In thriving arts long time had Holland grown, 

Crouching at home and ciuel when abroad ; ^ 

Scarce leaving us the means to claim our own, 

Our King they courted and our merchants awed. 

2 

Tiade, which like blood should ciicularly flow, 

Slopped in their channels, found its freedom lost : 

Thither the wealth of all the world did go, 

And seemed but shipwracked on so base a coast. 

3 

For them alone the heavens had kindly heat, 

In eastern quarriest ripening precious dew ; 

For them the Idumcean balm did sweats 

AjidJnJioLCeyloai-picyJpce^^e^^ 

4 

The sun but seemed the labourer of their year ; § 

Each w;pxh?g, mqqn H supplied her watery store 
To swell those titles 'wliich from the Line did bear 
Their brim-full vessels to the shore. 

* See note on “ Astraea Redux,” line 307 

t “ /« eastern quarries. Precious stones at first are dew condensed, and hardciicd by the 
warmth of the sun or subterranean fires ” Compare stanza 139 and note, 
t “ Odorato sudantia ligno balsama,” — ^V irg Georg u n8. 

§ Tl^iryear in first edition, tJieycar in edition of 1688, and so in Scott, an evident corruption, 
impairing the force of the line This passage has been copied from by Oldham m his “ David’s 
Xiaraentation for the Death of Saul and Jonathan : ” 

“ For you the blest Arabia’s spices grew, 

And eastern quarries hardened pearly dew ; 

The sun himself turned labouier for you ^ 

II Each wexing 7 noon, According to their opinions who think that great heaiJ of the waters 
under the Line is depressed into tides by the moon toward the poles.” The spelling wex of the 
first edition is retained, though altered to wax^va. edition of 168S, as Dryden uses the old spelling 
to the last, as in “"Palamon and Arcite,” book 2, 1 , 649. 
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5 

Tims mighty in her ships stood Carthage long, 

And swept the riches of the world from far, 

Yet stooped to Rome, less wealthy hut more stiong; 
And this may prove our second Punic war/ 

6 

What peace can he, wheic both to one pretend, 

But they more diligent, and we more stiong ? 

Or if a peace, it soon must have an end, 

For they would grow too powciful, were it long. 

7 

Behold two nations then engaged so far 
That each seven years the fit must shake each land ; 

Where France will side to weaken us by war 
Who only can his vast designs withstand. 

8 

See how he feeds the Iberian f with delays 
To x-ender us his timely fiiendship vain ; 

And while his secret soul on Flanders picys, 
tie rocks the cradle of the babe of Spain. 

9 

Such deep designs of empiie does he lay 
O’er them whose cause he seems to take in hand. 

And prudently would make them lords at sea, 

To whom with ease he can give laws by land. 

10 

This saw our King, and long v itliin his breast 
Ills pensive counsels balanced to and fro ; 

He gneved the land he freed should be opprest, 

And he less for it than usurpers do. 

11 

His generous mind the fair ideas drew 
Of fame and honour, which in dangeis lay ; 

Where wealth, like fruit on precipices, grew, 

Not to be gathered but by birds of prey. 


* Our first “ Punic war” had been advanlagcoudy tornu'natud by Cromwell in iCS4 ; but this 
second Dutch war ended witli hunuhating disastcri* for England, and by no means as the second 
Punic war ended for Rome. 

+ ** The Iberian. The Spaniard.’* Philip IV, of Spain di^d in September 1665, leaving the 
crown and all his dominions to his infant son, Charles 1 1 . Louis, XIV , looking to the probability 
of a war with England as Plolland’s ally, abstained at this time from juicing any demand foi the 
Spanish Netherlands, to which he preferred ia claim in right of his wife, elder daughter by a prior 
marriage of Philip IV. But he w.ts, notwiUihiaudn.g, det(*rrnnn.ti uii ultimately acquiring the 
Spanish Netherlands Meanwhile he postponed .is long as possible declaring for Holland, and ho 
made del usi\ c proposals to Spam to prev&at her cncciing into cugagcnicnts with England 
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12 

The loss and gain eacli fatally were great, 

And still his subjects called aloud fox war : 

But peaceful kings, o’er martial people set, 

Each other's poise and counterbalance are. 

13 

He first surveyed the charge with cai-efiil eyes, 

Which none but mighty monarchs could maintain j 
Yet judged, like vapours that from limbecs use, 

It would in richer showers descend again. 


At length resolved to assert the watery ball, 

He in himself did whole armados bring ; 

Him aged seamen might their master call, 

And choose for General, were he not their King 


It seems as every ship their Sovereign knows, 
His awful summons they so soon obey ; 

So hear the scaly herd when Proteus blows, 
And so to pasture follow through the sea. 

16 

To see this fleet upon the ocean move 
Angels drew wide the cm tains ot' the skies ; 
And Heaven, as if there wanted liglUs above, 
For tapeis made two glaiing comets rise 

17 


Whether they unctuous exhalations ai-e 
Fired by the sun, or seeming so alone, 

Oi each some more remote and slippery star 
Which loses footing when to ino'ilals shown j 

^ When Proteus blows ^ 01 — 

* Creiuleus Proteus immania ponti 
Armenia, et magnas pasclt sub gurgite phocas ’ — ViUG,” 

So Drydcn, who quotes incoirectly: 

Cruruleus Vrotcus, magnum qui pisubus mquor 
Et juncto bipedum cunu metitur equoruni. 

» > 

Quippe ita Neptuno visum est, mimaina cujus 1 

Ai-mcnta et tui nes pascit sub gurgile phoCvis " 1 

• . ' ^ s. r } 

i These two comets had appeared in Dcccmlicr 1664, anti in the end ol March 16^5 S’bO j 
PepysV Diary, Dec. 17, 32, 1664, and April < 3 , 1665, and the Index to Mrs. Green’s Calendar uf 1 
State Papers, 1664-5 i 
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18 

Or one that bright companion of the sun, 

Whose glorious aspect sealed our new-born King, 
And now, a round ol gi'cater years begun, ^ 

New influence from hi^ walks of light did bring. * 

19 

Victorious York did first with famed success 
To his known valour make the Dutch give place 
Thus Heaven our Monarch’s fortune did confess, 
Beginning conquest from his royal race. 


! But since it was decreed, auspicious King, 

I In Britain’s right that thou shouldst wed the main, 

' Heaven as a gage would cast some precious thing, 

And therefore doomed that Lawson should be slain, $ 

21 

, Lawson amongst the foremost met his fate, ‘ ’ 

' Whom sea-green Sirens from the rocks lament/ 

Thus, as an ofedng for the Grecian state, 

I He first was killed who first to bajttie went.§ 

i 22 

' Their chief I1 hlown up, in air, not waves expired 

i To which Ids pride presumed to give the law ; 

j The Dutch confessed Heaven present and retired, 

And all was Britain the wide ocean saw. 

1 2-3 

' To nearest ports their shattered ships I’epair, 

Where by our dreadful cannon they lay awed ; 

[ So reverently men quit the open air 

, Where thunder speaks the angry gods abroad. 


* See note on line 291 of *'Astrsea Redux.*' Waller^ also, in complimenting Charles, had 
revived the star which appeared at noon on the day of his birth : 

' “ His thoughts rise higher when he does rcfiect 

' On what the world may from that star expect, 

j Which at his birth appeared to let 11s see 

! , Day for his sake could with the night agree 

Pomi m Si. James's Parlc^ &^c. 

^ + The battle ahd victory off the coast of Suffolk, June 3, x6Ci; 

t Sir John Lawson, who had gamed naval distinction in the Dutch war of the Commonwealth, 
was Rear-Admiral of the Duke of York’s division of the fleet in this battle ; he leceived a shot in 
the knee, and died a few <lays after 

j § Protesilaus, who was the fiist (hock that landed on the Tnijan shoie, was (he first slain, 

j 11 “The Admiral of Holland ” Opilam, who was blown up with his flag-ship while engaged in 

close fight with the Duke of Yoik in the “ Royal Charles.” 
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24 

And now approached their fleet from India, fraught TheaUevj/' 
With all the iiches of the rising sun, Ber-hm 

And precious sand from southern climates brought, 

The fatal regions where the war begun. 

25 

Like hunted castors conscious of their store, 

Their way-laid wealth to Norway’s coasts they bring ; 

There first the North’s cold bosom spices bore, 

And winter brooded on the eastern spring. 

26 

By the rich scent we found our perfumed prey, 

Which, flanked with rocks, did close in covert lie ; 

And round about their murdenng cannon lay 
At once to threaten and invite the eye. 

21 

Fiercer than cannon and than rocks more hard, 

The English iindcrliake the unequal war : 

Seven ships alone, by which the port is barred, 

Besiege the Indies and all Denmark dare. 

28 

These fight like husbands, but like lovers those ; 

These fain would keep and those moie fain enjoy ; 

And to such height their frantic passion grows 
That what both love both hazard to destroy. 

29 

Amidst whole heaps of spices lights a ball, 

And now their odours armed against them fly : 

Some preciously by shattered porcelain fall 
And some by aromatic splinters die. 

30 

And though by tempests of the prize bereft, 

In Heaven’s inclemency some case we find ; 

Our foes we vanquished by our valour left, 

And only yielded to the seas and wind.t 


Southern clirnaics. Guinea The war had been preceded by depredatJons of De Ruyter 
on British ships and .subjects on the coast of Guinea, »n ictaliation of proceedinsrs of Sir Robert 
Holmes against the Dutch near Cape Verde and at Goree early in 2C64, War was declar^ by 
JEngland against the Dutch in February iC6s. • 

+ The affair at lierghen (August 3, 166^), of which Drvdcn has made the best, was unhappy 
both in conception and execution. Two xich Dutch merchant fleets fiom. Smyrna and the East 
Indies had taken shelter in that neutral harbour. The fling of Denmark agreed, on. condition of 
receiving half the profits, to connive at the capture of the fleets by the English. Lord Sandwich, 
who was now in chief command, was too eager to v ait till the Governor of Berghen had received 
jnstiructions from the King ; and, when the attack was made, the Danish garrison assisted the 
Dutch. The English ships had been comiielled by a sudden change of wind to anchor close under 
the cannon of the castle. The attempt was a fmiui e , one English ship was lostn , , 
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Nor wholly lost we so desei'vcd a prey, 

For storms lepenting part of it restored, 

Which as a tribute fiom the IJaltic sea 
The Biitibh ocean sent her mighty lord.*' 

32 

Go, mortals, now and vex yourselves in vain 
For wealth, which so unceitainly must come ; 

When what was brought so far and with such pain 
Was only kept to lose it nearer home, 

33 

The son who, twdee three months on the ocean tost, 
Prepared to tell what he had passed befoie, 

Now sees in English ships the Ilolland coast 

And parents’ arms in vain stretched from the shore. 

34 

This careful husband had been long away 

Whom his chaste wife and little children mourn, 

Who on their fingers learned to tell the day 
On which their father punnised to letuin. 

35 

Such are the proud designs of human kind, t 
And so we suffer slnpwiack cvcrywbcic ! 

Alas, what poll can such a pilot find 
Who in the night of Fate must bhndly steer ! 

3<J 

The undistinguished seeds of good and ill 

Heaven in his bosom from our knowdeclge hides, 

And draws them in contempt of human skill, 

I Which oft for fiiends mistaken foes provides. 

37 

Let Munster’s prelate evci be accurst, 

In whom we seek the German faith % in vain ; 

Alas, that he should teach the English first 
That fraud and avarice 111 the Church could leign ! 
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Happy who nevei trust a strangei’s will 
Whose friendship’s in his inteiest undei stood ; 
Since money given but tempts him to be ill, 
When power is loo 1 emote to make him good. 


Till now, alone the mighty nations strove ^ 

The rest at gaze without the lists did stand ; 

And threatening France, placed like a painted Jove, 
Kept idle thunder in his lifted hand. 


dfchred 
hy France 


Tliat eunuch guardian of rich Holland’s trade 
Who envies us what he wants power to enjo)'', 
Whose noiseful valour does no foe invade 
And weak assistance will his friends destroy ; 


Offended that we fought without his leave, 

He lakes this time his secret hate to show ; 
Which Charles does with a mind so calm leceive 
As one that neither seeks noi shuns his foe. 


With France to aid the Dutch the Danes unite,* 
France as their tyiani, Deiimaik as their slave ; 
But when with one three nations join to fight, 
They silently confess that on© more brave. 


Lewis had chased the English from his shore, 

But Charles the French as subjects does invite ;t 
Would Heaven for each some vSolomon restore, 
Who by their meicy may decide their right !J 


invade Holland with twenty thousand men, in consideration of a subsidy from England , and h’S 
offer was accepted, and a treaty made with him He invaded Holland , hut after France joined 
the Dutch in the war, he drew bach in fear of France, and seaetly made a separate treaty of 
peace with Holland, in April 1666. Sir William Temple was employed for the first time in 
diplomacy on this occasion to look after the Bishop, who told him, in his first mti^view, that he : 
would perform all points of the ticaty with truth, plainness, and lilce a Geiman ” (Courtenay s Life ! 
of Temple, chap. 3 ) . - . tr it j 1 

■*' France declaicil wai against England m Januaty 166C; and Denmark joined Holland and 
France m the following month ^ ^ m xr v. ^ 

I Chailcs, in his declaration of unr against Fiance, promi‘'ed piotection to all French and 
Dutch subjects remaining in England, or aftenvaids entoniig, who should behave duUfuuy and 
not correspond with the enemy ; and he invited to come “especially those of the reforms reh^on, 
whose interest he would always particularly adopt ” The Fienth king made no hke offer : three 
months were allowed the English to wthdiaw with their properties _ ^ 

X As Solomon iudged the true mother betiyjtn the two women claiming the child, pronouncing 
for her who, in mercy, wished it given to the othei, rathei than that it should be divided in twe 
with a bwoid (i Kings iii.) 
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Were subjects so but only by their choice 

And not from biitli did foiced dominion take, 

Our Prince alone would have the public voice. 

And all his neighbours’ lealms would deserts make. 

45 

He without fear a dangerous war puisnes, 

Which without rashness he began before : 

As honour made him first the clanger choose, 

So still he makes it good on. virtue’s score. 


46 

The doubled charge his subjects’ love supplies, 
Whd in that bounty to themselves are kind : 
So glad Egyptians see their Milus rise 
And in his plenty their abundance find. 


Prmte 

and Duke of 
AlbcviarU 
sent to ica. 


47 

With equal power he does two chiefs create, 

Two such as each seemed woithievSt when alone ; 
Each able to sustain a nation’s fate, 

Since both had found a greater m their own, 


48 

Both great m courage, conduct, and in fame, 
Yet neither envious of the other’s praise ; 
Their duty, faith, and interest too the same, 
Like mighty partners, equally they raise. 


49 

The Prince long time had courted Fortune’s love, 

But once possessed did absolutely reign : 

Thus with their Amazons the heroes strove, 

And conquered first those beauties they would gain. 


50 

The Duke beheld, like Scipio, with disdain 
That Carthage which he ruined nse once more, 
And shook aloft the fasces of the main 
To fright thobe slaves with what they felt before. 

5^ 

Together to the watery camp they haste, 

Whom matrons passing to their childieii show; 
Infants’ first vows for them to Heaven are cast, 
And future people bless them as they go. 


'* '■^Fukire^eojkle^ ‘ Examinaiafaatiumfuturusqucpopdus/ — 'Phm.jun. inPaiu ad TrajP c. a6. 
^ ^ 





ANNUS MIRABILIS, 1666 . 

51 

52 

With them no riotous pomp nor Asian tiain 

To infect a navy -with their gaudy fears, 

To make slow fights and victories but vam ; 

But war severely like itself appeals. 


53 

Diffusive of themselves, where’er they pass, 

They make that warmth in others they expect ; 
Their valour works like bodies on a glass 

And does its image on their men pioject. 


54 

Our fleet divides, and stiaiglil the Dutch ajipcar,^ 

In number and a famed commander bold : 

The narrow seas can scaice then navy bear 

Or crowded vessels can then soldiers hold. 

Dulv oj 

A itH’ihu} ie'A 

Jint day 

55 

The Duke, less nuraei ous, but in coinage more, 

On wings of all the winds to combat flies ; 

Ilis mill deling guns a loud defiance loai, 

And bloody ciosscs on his flag-staffs use. 


56 

Both furl their sails and stiip them for the fight \ 
Their folded sheets dismiss the useless an' ; 

The Elean plains t could boast ito nobler fight, 
When struggling champions did their bodies bare. 


57 

I Borne each by other in a distant line, 

1 The sea-biult forts in dreadful order move ; 

1 So vast the noise, as il not fleets did join, 

j But lauds unfixed and lloatmg nations s trove, t 

j 

1 

i 58 

Now passed, on either side they nimbly tack ; 

: Both strive to mteicept and guide the wind : 

And in its eye more closely they come back 
' To finish all the deaths they left behind. 

< 

r 

j t 

j On information that the Dutch fleet was not ready for sea, and that a French sqttadmn 'Vii"? 

near the Channel on its way from the Mechteir.oncan to join the Dutch, an order was sent by tl e j 
j government to Pnnee Rupert, in the last days of May, to pioceed immeaiately from the Down> ] 

' with, twenty ships to meet the Fiench. Albemarle, proceeding eastwards with fifty-four vessels, 
j the remainder of the fleet, was surpiised on the ist of June by finding the Dutch fleet, under ' 

■ De Ruyter, numbering more than eighty, at anchor off the North Foreland. He resolved at once' \ 

' to fight. The English goveinmcnt had been altogether misinformed. The French fleet had not jj 
yet passed the Stiaits of Gibraltar Prince Rupeit vMs ordered back from St. Helen's on the isvl \ 
of June, the first day of the battle, and joined Albemarle on the evening of the 3 id. | 

\ The Elean, Where the Olympie games were cclebtated.'\ ^ ' ; 

i ** From Vhrgil ; ‘Credas innare revulsas Cycladas/ &c.” — vi». figx. ’ " [ 

E a 1 
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On high-raised decks the haughty Belgians ride, 
Beneath whose shade our humble frigates go ; 

Such port the elephant bcars^ and so defied 
^ By the rhinoceros, her unequal foe. 

60 

And as the build,^ so different is the fight ; 

Their mounting shot is on our sails designed : 

Beep in their hulls our deadly bullets light 
And through the yielding planks a passage find. 

61 

Our dreaded Admiral from far they threat, 

Whose battered rigging their whole war receives ; 

All bare, like some old oak which tempests beat, 

He stands, and sees below Ins scattered leaves, 

62 

Heroes of old when wounded shelter sought ; 

But he, who meets all danger with disdain, 

Even in their face his ship to anchoi brought 
And steeplc-high stood propped upon the main. 

63 

At this excess of corn-age all-amazed, 

The foremost of hns foes a while withdraw ; 

With such respect in entered Borne they gazed 
Who on high chairs the god-like fathers saw.+ 

64 

And now as, where Patroclus’ body lay, 

Here Trojan chiefs advanced and there the Greek, 

Ours o’er the Duke their pious wings display 
And theirs the noblest spoils of Britain seek. 

65 

Meantime his busy manners he hastes 

His shattered sails with rigging to restore ; 

And willing pines ascend his broken masts, 

Whose lofty heads rise higher than before. 


^ Build, spelt Uiilt hy Bryden ; Scott, who generally adopts modem spelling, has hi this 
instance preserved Dryden's 

t When the Gauls sacked Rome, fi.c. 387, tlie barbarian invaders were struck with awe for a 
moment by the venerable appearance of the chief Roman citizens sitting in full costume in their 
chairs of state Adeo haud secus. qiiam venerabundi intuebantur in aedmm vestibulis sedentes 
viros, prseter ornatum habitumque humano augustioreni, majestate etiam quam vultus gravitasque 
pris prae se ferebat, similhmos Diis ” (Livy, v. 41. ) “ Patentes passim domoi adeunt ; ubi sedentes 
in curulibus sellxs praetextatos senes velut Deos geniosque venerati, mox eosdem . pari vecordia 
inactant. (Florus, Epit Rer. Roman, i. 13 } 
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66 

Sti-aiglit to the Dutch he turns his dreadful prow, 
More fierce the important quariel to decide : 

Like swans in long array his vessels show. 

Whose crests advancing do the waves divide. 

67. 

They charge, recharge, and all along the sea 
They drive and squander the huge Belgian fleet ; 

Berkeley alone, who nearest danger lay, 

Did a like fate with lost Cieusa meet* 

68 

The night conies on, we cagei to pursue 
The combat still and they ashamed to leave * 

’ 1 Till tlie last streaks of dying day withdrew 

And doubtful moonlight did our lagc deceive. 

69 

In the English fleet each ship resounds with joy 
And loud applause of tlieir gieat leadei’s fame ; 

In fiery dreams the Dutch they still destroy, 

And slumbering smile at the imagined flame. 

70 

Not so the Holland fleet, who, tired and done, 
Stretched on their decks like weaiy oxen lie; 

Faint sweats all down then mighty membeis lun, 

I Vast bulks, which little sculs but ill supply. 


In dreams they feaiful piecipices tiead. 

Or shipwracked labour to some distant shore, 

Or in daik churches walk among the dead ; 

They wake with horror and dare sleep no more. 

72 

The morn they look on with unwilling eyes, 

Till from their maintop joyful news they hear 
Of ships which by their mould biing new supplies 
And in their colours Belgian lions bear. 


Sfome/ 

day's 

battle. 


* Vice-Admiral Sir William r>crkele3% m the van, finTitinj? desperately against superior numhers, 
was shf>t in the tlnoat with a mu^■ket-b.lU, the enemy liavii.** boarded his ship. In the first edition 
the third line of the stanra ends, “ not makine; ctiual way ” This was clian^ed in the edition of 

x688 to “who nearest danger lay;” and this change must have been intentional and was ^ 
piobably authorized Noi mahinp^ cqiuibimy -was perhaps thought to convey a reflection on 
Berkeley. The change deprives tlie comparison with Cieusa of its appropriateness » 
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Oar watchful General had discerned fiom far 
This mighty succour, which made glad the foe ; 

He sighed, but, like a father of the war, 

His face spake hope, while deep his sorrows flow,"* 

'74 

His wounded men he first sends off to shore, 

Never till now unwilling to obey : 

They not their wounds but want of strength deplore 
And think them happy who with him can stay. 

75 

Then to the rest, “Rejoice,” said he, “to-day ! 

‘ ‘ In you the fortune of Great Eritain lies ; 

* ‘ Among so brave a people you arc they 
“ Whom Heaven has chose to fight for such a prize. 

76 

“If number English courages could quell, 

“We should at first have shunned, not met our foes, 

“ Whose numerous sails. the fearful only tell ; 

“ Courage from hearts and not from numbers grows.” 

77 

He said, nor needed more to say : with haste 
To their known stations cheerfully they go ; 

And all at once, disdaining to be last, 

Solicit every gale to meet the foe. 

78 

Nor did the encouraged Belgians long delay, 

But bold in others, not themselves, they stood : 

So thick, our navy scarce could sheei t their way, 

But seemed to wander in a movkig wood. 

79 

Our little fleet was now engaged so far 
That like the sword-fish lu the whale they fought ; 

The combat only seemed a civil war, 

, Till through their bowels %vc our passage wrought. 


^ ‘ Spem vultu simulat, premit altum corde dolorcm Virg.” JEn. ii. 213. 

i In the first edition the word is s/tecr, the old bpellmg of and Dryden’s mode of spelling 
.lie word In the second edition of i688 ^/icer was turned into s/ecr, which has appeared 111 all 
riibsequent editions. But s/icer or i/iear is an appropiiate woid lu this passage, 

‘‘And thiougU tl.e brackii-h \va\qfr tlv-ii ^iasi,wi"L ‘■he«_r. ’ 

J at,}y O’iJi/r book 3, c 4 
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80 

Never had valour, no, not oms before 
Done aught like this upon the land or main ; 

Where not to be o’ercome was to do more 
Than all the conquests former Kings did gam. 

81 

The mighty ghosts of our great Harrys rose, 

And armed Edwards looked with anxious eyes, 

To see this fleet among unequal foes, 

By wliich Fate promised them their Chailes should rise. 

82 

Meantime the Belgians tack upon our rear, 

And laking chase-guns through oui sterns they send : 

Close by, their fne-slnps like jackals appear 
Who on their lions for the piey attend. 

83 

Silent in smoke of cannon they come on : ’’ 

Such vapours once did fiery Cacus hide 

In these the height of pleased levenge is shown 
Who bum contented hy anoUicr’s side. 

84 

Sometimes from fighting squadrons of each fleet, 

Deceived themselves or to preserve some fnend, 

Two grappling ALtnas on the ocean meet 
And English fires with Belgian flames contend. 

8s 

Now at each tack onr little fleet grows less ; ’ 

And, like maimed fowl, swim lagging on the main ; 

Their greater loss their iiumbeif> scarce confess, 

While they lose cheaper than the Englibh gain. 

Sfi 

Have you not seen when, whistled fiom the fist, 

Some falcon stoops at what her eye designed, 

And, ^vitll hei eagerness the quairy niisscd, 

Straight flies at check and clips it down the wind ,t 

’ autem Such is Diyden’s leference to the passage in Virgil describing Cacus, piu sued 

and attacked hy Hercules, whose cattle he liad stolen, and vomiting forth smoke to conceal 
himself. (^En. viii. 251, 335 of Translation ) Cacus was son of Vulcan. 

He from his nostnls and huge mouth expires 
Black clouds of smoke amidst his father s fires, 

Gathering vsdth each repeated blast the night,, 

To make unceitain aim and eiiing sight.” 
t Tojy at check is to fly at any bird whether game or not ; to cU^ it is to fly fast 


i 


I 

I 
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The dastard crow, that to the wood made wing- 
And sees the groves no shelter can afford, 
With her loud caws her craven kind does bring, 
Who, safe in. numbers, cuff the noble bird. 

88 

Among the Dutch thus Albemarle did fare : 

He could not conquer and disdained to fly : 
Past hope of safely, ’twas his latest caie. 

Like falling Caesar, decently to die. 


89 

Yet pity did his manly spiiit move, 

To see those perish who so well had fought ; 

And generously with his despair he strove, 

Resolved to live till he their safety wrought. 

90 

Let other Muses write his prosperous fate, 

Of conqueicd nations tell and kings restored : 

But mine shall sing of his eclipsed estate, 

Which, like the sun’s, more wondcis docs afford. 

91 

He drew his mighty fiigatcs all before, 

On which the foe his fruitless foice employs ; 

His weak ones deep into his icar he bore 
Remote from guns, as sick men from the noise.* 

93 

His fieiy cannon did their passage guide. 

And following smoke obscured them horn the f)e ; 

Thus Israel, safe from the Egyptian’s piido, 

By flaming pillars and by clouds did go. 

93 

Elsewhere the Belgian force we did defeat, 

But here oui courages did theirs subdue ; 

So Xenophon once led that famed retreat 
Which first the Asian empire overthrew. 

94 

The foe approached ; and one for his bold sin 
Was sunk, as he that touched the Aik was slam :ti 

The wild waves mastered him and sucked him in. 

And smiling eddies dimpled on the main. 

* So changed in the edition of 16S8 from the first edition, in which the line stood : 

Remote from guni> as sick men aie Irom noi^c.” 

And this variation is an improvement. 

t “ And they carried the ark of God in a new cart put of ttie house of Abinadab : and Mz 70 and 
Ahio drave the cart. ...And when they came unto the threshing-floor of Chidon, Uzza put foith his 
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This seen, the rest at awful distance stood : 

As if they had been there as servants set 
To stay or to go on, as he thought good, 

And not pursue but wait on his retreat. 

96 

So Libyan huntsmen on some sandy plain, 
From shady coverts roused, the lion chase : 
The kingly beast roars out with loud disdain, 
And slowly moves, unknowing to give place. ^ 


But if some one approach to dare his force. 

He swings his tail and swiftly turns him lound, 
With one paw seizes on his trembling horse, 

And with the other tcais him to the ground. 


Amidst these toils succeeds the balmy night ; 

Now hissing waters the quenched guns restoie : 
And weary waves, t withdrawing fiom the fight, 
Lie lulled and panting on the silent shore. 


The moon shone clear on the becalmed flood, 
Where, while her beams like glittering silver play, 
Upon the deck our careful General stood, 

And deeply mused on the succeeding day.t 

100 

“That happy sun,’^ said he, “ will rise again 
“ Who twice victorious did our navy see, 

“ And I alone must view him rise in vain, 

“ Without one ray of all his star for me. 


“Yet like an English general will 1 die, 

“And all the ocean make my spacious grave : 

“ Women and cowards on the land may lie ; 

“The sea’s a tomb that’s proper for the brave.’* 

hand to hold the ark ; for the oxen stumbled. And the anger of the Lord was kindled against 
Urza, and he smote him, because he put his hand to the aik: and theie he died before God " 
(i Chronicles xiii. 7-10 ) 

“The simile is Virgil’s: ‘Vestigia retro improperata refert’" So briefly and imperfectly 
quoted by Dryden from the long and beautiful comparison of Turnus with the angry hou ; 

“ Hand aliter retro duhius vestigia Turnus 
Impropeiata refert, et mens exastuat ira 

ix. 797. 

\ “ Weary 'waves, from Statius : ' 

“ Nec trucibus fluviis idem sonus* occidit horror 
..Equoris, et terns mana acclinata quicscunt.' 

Syiv. V. 4, s 

I “The 3d of June, famous for two former iHctories ; ” in 1633 and 1665, both over the Dutch, 
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Restless he passed the remnants of the night, 

Till the fresh nir proclaimed the moining njg> ; 

And burning ships, the martyis of the fight, 

With paler fires beheld the eastern sky. 

103 

'jT/f/n/ day. But now, liis stores of amriiiinilion spent, 

His naked valour is his only guard ; 

Rare thundeis are from his dumb cannon sent 
And solitary guns are scarcely hcaul. 

104 

Thus far had Foituiie power, heie forced to stay; 
Noi longci durst vnth nrtue be at strife ; 

This as a lansom xilbemarle did pay 
For all the glories of so great a life, 

105 

For now brave Rupert from afar appears, 

Whose waving streamers the glad General knows 

With full-spioad sails his eagei navy steers, 

And eveiy ship in swift propoition giow.s. 

106 

The anxious Prince had heard the cannon long 
And from that length of time dire omens diew 

Of English ovennatched, and Dutch too strong 
Who never fought three days but to puisue. 

107 

Then, as an eagle, who witli pious care 
Was beating widely 011 the wing for prey, 

To her now silent eiiy does reprfir, 

And finds her callow mfints foiced away ; 

108 

Stung with her love, she .-.lutjps upon the plain, 

Tlic broken air loud whistling as she dies ^ 

She slops and listens andj.lioots forth again 
And guides her pinions by her young ones'* cries. 

109 

With such kind passion hastes the Prince to fight 
And spieads bis flying canvas to the sound ; 

Him wdiom no danger, were he there, could fright, 
Now absent, every little notse can wound. 
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As in a drought the thirsty creatures cry 
And gape upon tlie gathered clouds for laiii, 
And first the martlet * meets it in the sky, 

And with wet wings joys aU the feathered tram ; 


With such glad hearts did our despaiiing men 
Salule»>the appearance of the Prince’s fleet, 
And each ambitiously would claim the ken 
That with first eyes did distant safety meet. 


The Dutch, who came like gieedy hinds before 
To reap the harvest tlieir ripe ears did yield. 
Now look like those, when 1 oiling thunders loar 
And sheets of lightning blast the standing field. 


Full in the Piince’s passage, hills of sand 
And dangerous flats in secret ainbusli lay, 
Where the false tides skim o’er the covered land 
And seamen with dissembled depths betray. 


The wily Dutch, who, like fallen angels, feared 
This new Messiah’s coming, there did wait, 
And round the verge their braving vessels steered 
To tempt his courage with so fair a bait. 


But he unmoved contemns the>r idle threat, 
Secuie of fame whene’er he please to fight ; 

His cold experience tempers all his heat, 

And inbred worth doest boasting valour slight. 


Heroic virtue did his actions guide," 

And he the substance, not the axopearance, chose ; 
To rescue one such fiiend he took more piide 
Thau to dcstioy whole thousands of such foes. 


But when approached, in stiict einhiaces bound 
Kupeit and Albemaile together grow ; 

He joys to hjive lus friend in safety found, 

^Vilicll he to none but to that friond Woifld owe. 


* MartUi, a swift or swallow “ Some swifts, tlie giants of the swallow- land." (The Hind and 
the Panthci , part 3, 1 547 , vhcie Diyiicn adds in a iioit . ** otlierwiie called martlets "} ‘* Guest of 
bU!i mer, the teniple-hauiituu? martlet." (ShaU^pcare, l^Tacbethj 1. 6 ) 

t DocJi ill first edition . dcilr^ edition of rOSS and tubbequeut editions. 
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The cheerful soldieis, with new stores supplied, 
Now long to execute their spleenful will ; 

And in revenge for those three days they tried 
Wish one like Joshua’s, when the sun stood stilL* 

119 

Thus reinforced, against the adverse fleet, 

Still doubling ours, biave Rupert leads the 3 

With the first blushes of the morn they meet, 

And bring night back upon the new-boiu day. 

120 

His presence soon blows up the kindling fight, 

And his loud guns speak thick like angiy men 3 

It seemed as slaughter had been breathed all night, 
And Death new pointed his dull dart again. 

121 

The Dutch too well his mighty conduct know 
And matchless courage, since the formei fight ; 

Whose navy like a stiff sti etched cord did show, 

Till he bore in and beat them into flight. 

122 

The wind he shares, while half their fleet offends 
His open side and high above him shons ; 

Upon the rest at pleasure he descends, 

And doubly haimed he double liaims bestows. 

123 

Behind, the General mends his weaiy pace. 

And sullenly to his revenge he sails ; 

So glides t some trodden serpent on the grass, 

And long behind his wounded volume trails. 

124 

The increasing sound is borne to either shoie, 

And for their stakes the throwing nations fear, 

Their passion double with the cannons’ roar, 

And with warm wishes each man combats there. 


Plied thick and close as when the fight begun, 

Their huge unwieldy navy wastes away : 

So sicken waning moons too near the sun 
And blunt their crescents on the edge of day. 

* Joshua, X. 13. “And the sun stood still, and the moon stayed, until the people h. d av aged 
themselves upon their enemies.” 

+ “ So glides i &c. From Virgil: 

* Quum raedii nexus extremaeque agmina caudse 
Solvuntui, tardosque trahit'^sinus ultimus orbes,’ &c.” ^ 

Georg ill, 423. 


Fourth 

days 

battle. 
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And now, 1 educed on equal terms to figlit, 

Their ships like wasted patrimonies show, 

Where the thin scattering trees admit the light 
And shun each othei’s shadows as I hey grow. 

127 

The warlike Prince had severed from the rest 
Two giant ships, the pride of all the main : 

Which with his one so vigorously he pressed 
And flew so home they could not rise again. 

12S 

Already battered by his lee they lay ; 

In vain upon the passing winds they call ; 

The passing winds through their tom canvas play, 

And flagging sails on heartless sad 01 s fail. 

129 

Theii opened sides receive a gloomy light, 

Dreadful as day let m to shades below f 

Without, gnm Death ndcs baiefaced in theii sight 
And uiges entering billows as they flow. 

130 

When one dire shot, the' last they could supply, 

Close by the board the Pimce’s inain-mast bore : 

All three now helpless by each other lie, 

And this offends not and tlu^se fear no moie. 

So have I seen some feaiful hare Hiaintain 
A course, till tiied before the dog she lay, 

Who, stietched behind her, pants upon the plain, 

Past power to kill as she to get away : 

132 

With his lolled tongue he faintly licks his prey ; 

His warm breath blows her flix-f up as she lies ; 

She, trembling, cieeps upon the ground away 
And looks back to him with beseeching eyes. 

* Brydcn probably had in mind siomt: words in Vira^fs companson of the Jsurs ting open of the 
cave of Cacus by H ercules with the opening to view of the shades below. “ Trepidentque immisso < 
lumme Manes ” {Mti vui 246, 327 of Tranblatinn ) 

“ The ghosts 1 epine at violated night 
And curse the invading sini .and sidteii at the sight ” 

■f Fhx, the fur or soft haii of a hare or other animal Mr Halhv’eli mcutioiis it as a Kentish 
provincialism (Tiictionary of Archaic and PruvincUU Words ) Pyer speaks of sheep with 
fiix, like deer, and not a woolly fiooce 

“ No locks Coimandol's none Malacca’s tribe 
Adom, but sleek of flix and brown like deer.” 

The Fleecf% hook i 

Dry den uses the w'ord again for the fui of the kare in his Translation of the First Book of Ovid’s 
Metamorphoses. 
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The Prince unjustly does his stars accuse, 

Which hindered him to piM i”-. f.v.tuac on ; 

For what they to his courage ditl 
By mortal valour never must be clone. 

234 

This lucky hour the wise Batavian takes, 

And warns his tattered doei to follow home ; 

Proud to have so got off with equal stakes, 

Where ’twas a tiiumph not to be o’eicome.*^ 

235 

The General’s force, as kspt alive by fight, 

Now not opposed, no longer can piusue ; 

Lasting till Heaven had done his coinage right, 
When he had conquered, he his weakness know. 

136 

He casts a frown on the depailing foe 
And sighs to see him quit the watery field ; 

His stern fixed eyes no satisfaction show 
For all the glories which the fight did yield. 


I'hough, as when fiends did miracles avow,t 

He stands confessed even by the boastful Dutch ; 
He only does his conquest disavow 
And thinks too little what they found too much. 


Returned, he with the fleet resolved to stay ; 

No tender thoughts of home his heait divide ; 

Domestic Joys and cares he puts away, 

For realms are households which the gicat must guide. I 

139 

As those who unripe veins in mines explore 
On the rich bed again the warm turf lay 
Till time digests the yet imperfect oic, 

And know it will be golii another day;J ! 

^ “ From Horace ; ‘ Quo'^ opiums 

Falleic et effugexc niumplius est.’ " 

4 IV 51. 

t St Mark iii. 11, 12. *'‘And unclean spirits, when kthey s.uv- bun, fell down befoic him, and 
cried, sayim^j'^Thou art the Son of God. And he stiaitly char'^a'd them that they should not make 
him known.” 

t See stanaa 3 and Dryden’s note. The same idea occurs ni^aia in Dry den’s “ King Arthui, ’ 
m Mexlin’s piophecy of the greatnuis of Exi^IauJ (act s) : 

“ Behold what lollux'j; .igcs shall pfoiluee, 

'^hc v^cdlh. .h., hi • s, the ^ ■>! M IJc 

Whirh yet, 1 j1*<. i’cjh.i.u oxc, I'li'ijje t ■ 

K\{'crt the V' ij p, n,ai’y ji Utiiven 

To c.dl iheia foitii to haht ’ . 
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So looks our Monarch on this eaily fight, 

The essay and rudiments of great success, 

Which all-maturing time must bring to light, 

While he, like Heaven, does each day’s labour bless. 

141 

Heaven ended not the fust or second day, 

Yet each was perfect to the work designed : 

God and kings work, when they their work suivey, 

And passive aptness in all subjects find. 

142 

In burdened vessels first with speedy care 

His plenteous stores do seasoned timbei send ; 

Thither the brawny cai*penters repair 

And as the surgeons of maimed ships altcaid. 

143 

With cord and canvas fiom rich Hamburg sent 
His navy’s moulted wings he imps once more;* 

Tall Norway fir their masts hi battle spent, 

And English oak spiung leaks and planks rcstuie. 

144 

All hands employed, the royal work grows waun;t 
Like labouring bees on a long summer’s day, 

Some sound the trumpet for the rest to swarm 
And some on bells of tasted lilies play ; 

145 

With gluey wax some new foundation J lay 
Of virgin-combs, which from the roof aie hung ; 

Some armed within doors ux^on duty stay 
Or tend the sick or educate the young : 

* To imj> mo^died •mmgs meanb to renow and invisorate wings, the featheis of which have been 1 
moulted. To imp a imng is proyierly, and technically ui to lepair it by grafting new | 

pieces on broken foatheis. So Shakosycorc bay-j naetauhoncvilly m “Kichaid 11 ” act 2, bc. i | 
Imp out our drooping country’s biokcii wing.” i 

Diy^deii elsewhere uses hup loosely ‘‘ Imped with, i/ingi.” is part of his JcbCription of young bees j 
in his Translation of the foiuth Gcuigic , and iii the x>lay uf ** lEUipus,” act 4, sc, i : 

“ With all the wings v. Ph which iuveus,o 
Could imp my flight ” 

In Scott’s edition aid appear'^ lor the correct leading, 1.1 tlih p.^^ssage uf ‘‘ CEdipus ” 

+ ‘“ Fervet optib , ’ the same sumlituile lll^’'ugll.” DryUeii itiJcis to tho dobcriptioa of the labours 
of bees, pait of which is close-/ imitated heve . 

“■ Par , mu a septa dumOium 
INarcibsi lacninam et leiitum »la cuitkc giuleii 
Pruiiafavis ponuiit nmcUimma, dumdc icuaces 

Siispeuduut ceras ; aliai spem gcntis, adultos j 

Educunt foetus • alias punssima mclla 
Stipant, ct liquido dibtendunt nectaie ccUas.” 

, Georg, iv. 159. 

t Foundaiion in first edition ; fonndaiicns in edition of 1688 and subsequent editions. 
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So liere some pick out bullets from the side/ 

Some drive old oakum thiougli each seam and rift ; 

Their left hand does the caulking-iron guide, 

The rattling mallet with the light they lift. 

147 

With boiling pitch, another near at hand, 

From friendly Sweden brought, the seams instops, 

Which well paid o’ei the salt sea waves withstand , , 

And shake* them from the rising beak in drops. 

148 

Some the galled ropes with dauby mailmgt bind 
Or sear-cloth J masts with strong tarpauling coats : 

To try new shrouds one mounts into the mnd. 

And one below their ease or stiffness notes. 

149 

Our careful Monarch stands in person by, 

His new cast cannons’ firmness to explore ; 

The strength of big -corned powder loves to try, ’ 

And ball and cartridge soits for every bore. 

150 

Each day biings fiesli supplies of aims and men, 

And ships which all last winter were abroad. 

And such as fitted since the fight had been 
Or new from stocks were fallen into road. 

151 

The goodly London, § in her gallant him, 

The phoenix-daughter of the vanished old. 

Like a rich bride does to tlie ocean swim. 

And on her shadow rides in floating gold. 

152 

Her flag aloft, spread ruffling to the wind, 

And sanguine streamers seem the flood to fire ; 

The weaver, charmed with what his loom designed, 

Goes on to sea and knows not to retire. 

* Shakes is printed in botk of the early editions, but the grammar requires s/iake^ and the 
addition of ^ is a common misprint 

t Marling; a small line, smeared with tm, used for winding lound ropes and cables to pi event 
their being fretted by the blocks 

I Scar-cloth^ a coiruption of cere-cloth^ is here a verb, moaning to cover with, cere-cloth or cloth 
prepared with wax. “ Some sear-clolli the masts ivuh strong tarpauling coats ” Sir Thomas 
JBrowne in his “ Hydriotaphia ” spe.aks of a dead body sound and handsomely ceradothod th^ 
after seventy-eight yeais was foiuid uncorrupted,” Sec Hichardijon’S Dictionary, sear-cloth and 
cere-cloth 

^ The old shin t'.e ‘* London,” one of the nawy of lln, Cori'^ionwe.'dth, bad peiidied by^fiie, and 
the C'ty of Loudon now presented the King with a nev, slu]*, c.dled the *• Lo\:d f/mdoa 


** Loyal 
Lomlon ” 
dci>c} ibed 
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With roomy decks, her guns of mighty strength, 

Whose low-laid mouths each mounting billow laves, 
Deep in her draught and warlilce in her length, 

She seems a sea- wasp flying on the waves. 


154 

This martial present, piously designed, 
llie loyal City give their best-loved King: 

And, with a bounty ample as the wind, 

Built, fitted, and maintained, to aid him biing. 


155 

By viewing nature Nature’s handmaid, Art, 

Makes mighty things from small beginnings grow : 
Thus fishes first to shipping did impart 

Their tail the rudder and their head the prow. 

Digression 

concerning 

sht^pingand 

navigation. 

156 

Some log perhaps upon the waters swam, 

An useless dnft, which, rudely cut within 

And hollowed, first a floating tiough became 

And cross some rivulet passage did begin. 


157 

In shipping such as this the Irish kern 

And untaught Indian on the stream did glide, 

Ere sharp-keeled boats to stem the flood did learn, 

Oi fin-hke oars* did spread from either side. 

1 

158 

Add but a sail, and Saturn so appealed. 

When from lost empiie he to exile went, 

And with the golden age to Tiber steered, 

Where coin and first commerce he did invent, f 

t 

1 

1 

159 

Rude as their ships was navigation then, 

No useful compass or meridian known ; 

Coasting, they kept the land within their ken, 

And knew no North but when the pole-star shone. 


” Oar-finned galleys ’'—Denham, Cooper's Hill. 
t It was fabled that Saturn, diiven from his throne by his son Jupiter, fled to Ita^y Aflo, there 
\\ ck'inned lay Janus, king of Latium, and made a partnei* in his throne, civilized the Italians, ■who 
under his rule enjoyed a golden age. Derrick chamged the last line of this stanza into 

Where coin and commerce first he did invent ; ” 1 

and he has been followed by subsequent edito?^, including Scott But Dryden placed the accent 
on the last syllable of commerce^ as in stanza and as was then universal 

F 



66 


ANJSrUS MIRABILTS , 1666. 


160 

Of all who since have used the open sea 
Than the bold English none more fame have won ; 

Beyond the year, and out of Heaven’s high way,* 
They make discoveries where they see no sun. 

161 

But what so long in vain, and yet unknown. 

By poor mankind’s benighted wit is sought, 

Shall in this age to Britain first be shown 
And hence be to admiring nations taught 

162 

The ebbs of tides and their mysterious flow 
We, as arts’ elements, shall understand, 

And as by line upon the ocean go 
Whose paths shall be familiar as the land. 


163 

Instructed ships shall sail to quick commerce, f 
By which remotest regions are allied 
Which makes one city of the universe. 

Where some may gain and all may be supplied. 

164 

Then we upon our globe’s last verge shall go 
And view the ocean leaning on the sky : 

From thence our rolling neighbours we shall know 
And on the lunar world securely pry.J 


Apostrophe 
to the Royal 
Society. 


165 

This I foretell, from your auspicious care 
Who great in search of God and Nature grow; 
Who best your wise Creator’s praise declare, 
Since best to praise His works is best to know. 

166 

O, truly Royal \ who behold the law 
And rule of beings in your Maker’s mind, 

And thence, like limbecs, rich ideas draw 
To fit the levelled use of human kind. § 


* ” ‘ Extra anni solisqae via'? ’—ViliG.’' ASst. vi. 797.’"*’ ' . , « 

I ** By a more exact knowledge of longitude.” in edition of 1688, *' measure of longitude, 
t Dr Johnson cites this stanza as an example of Dryden’s “ delight in wild and daring sallies of 
sentiment, xn the irregular and eccentric violence of wit,” which, he says, “ sometimes issued m 
aliswrdiiiies of which probably he was not conscious.” Johnson goes on to say: These Hnes 
have no meaiwag, hut may we not say, in imitation of Cowley on another book, 

**Tis so like seftsct 'twill serve the turn as well *V* 

It IS (hffciilt, however, to perceive the rescmhhnce to sense in this stanra 
§ Dryden an caily member of the Roy.d bqciely, loUiided soon after the Rcstoiation : he 
was elected November /g, xCCz. 
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Dili first the toils of war wc must endure 
And from llie injurious Dutch redeem the seas j 

War makes the valiant of his right secure 
And gives up fraud to he chastised witli ease. 

168 

Already were the Belgians on our coast/ 

Whose fleet more mighty every day became 

By late success, which they did falsely boast, 

And now by fust appealing seemed to claim. 

169 

Designing, subtle, diligent, and close. 

They knew to manage war with wise delay ; 

Yet all those aits their vanity did cross 

And by their piidc their piudcnce did betray. 

170 

Nor stayed the English long ; but, well supplied, 

Appear as numei'ous as the insulting foe; 

The combat now by courage must be tried 
And the success the braver nation show. 

171 

There was the Plymouth squadioii newt come in, 

Which in the Straits last winter was abroad, 

‘Which twice on Biscay’s working bay had been 
And on the midland sea the French had awed. 

173 

Old expert Allen, loyal all along, 

Famed for his action on the Smyrna fleet ; t 

And Holmes, whose name shall live in epic song, 

While music numbers, or while verse has feet ; 

m 

Holmes, the Achates of the Generals’ fight, § 

Who first bewitched our eyes with Guinea gold, 

As once old Cato in the Rornan’s sight, 

The tempting fraits of Afric did unfoId.ll 

* After the drawn battle of the ist of June, the Dutch fleet was repaired, aad was again on the 
F.nghsh coast befoie the English were ready, A decisive battle texjk on the 25th of July, oft 
the North Foreland, which was an unquestionable victory for the English. 

+ Nezt/ is the word in the first edition , z/ow in that of 1688, which, as usual, has been followea, 
but the change is no improvement and was probably a misprint , , . , , r j* * * § 1 

I Sir Thomas Allen had, at the beginning of the war, attacked m the bs:^ of Cadiz a large 

Dutch merchant squadron homeward bound from Smyrna under convoy, about forty vessels in all, 
he having only seven ships ; and he had routed them and made rich prizes. , . 

§ Sir Robert Holmes had been the first to fightwith the Dutch, before the beginning of the war, 
on the coast of Africa. This may be why he is called Achates, or it may be because, after the 
battle now to be narrated, he was sent by the ‘‘generals” with a squadron to the Dutch coast, ihe 
words have been usually printed, Achates of the general's fight: but, as there were two generals, 
the fight belonged to both. In the two early editions it is printed generals, which serves for either 
singular or plural genitive. * ^ . . . , ’ , • j -n * 

II Cato the Censor, urging the Romans in the year before his death to enter on the thud Pumc 

F a 
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With him went Spragge, as boimliful as bra^^c, 

Wliom his high courage to command had bro ught ; * 

Harman, who did the twice-fiied Hairy save 
And ill his buining ship undaunted fought, f 

175 

Young Hollis, on a Muse by Mais begot, t 
Born, Ctesar-like, to wiite and act great deeds, 

Impatient to revenge his fatal shot, 

His right hand doubly to his left succeeds. 

176 

Thousands were there in darker fame that dwell, § 
Whose deeds some nobler poem shall adorn ; 

And though to me unknown, they sure fought well 
Whom Rupert led and who were British born, 

177 

Of every size an hundred fighting sail ; 

So vast the navy now at anchor rides 

That underneath it the pressed waters fail 
And with its weight it shoulders off the tides. 


! .var, and having lately retui-ned from an emhafsy to Carthage, diew out from under his robe, one 
in the Senate, some Caithaginian Iigs, sajan.g that they had been gatheied only three days ago 
i At (Jaithage, so close was the enemy to Rome ’ Diyden uses this illustratinn .again with leferencc 
, to the Dutch^ in the prologue of Amboyna,” written during the second Butch war, in 1673 : 

i “As Cato did his Afiic fruits display, 

} So we before your eyes then Indies lay ” 

j ^ Sir Edward Spragge had been knighted by Chailes for his biavery in the action of June 3, 
i 1665 He was killed, in the next Butch war, in battle, ^\ugust it, 1672 

I ^ .Sir John Harman had commanded the “ Heniy ” in the four clays’ battle of June He was in 
! the van, with Sir George Berkeley's squadion, which broke thiough the Dutch fleet ft the outset, 

1 when Berkeley lo'^t his life. Harman, when his ship was disabled, was offeied quaiter, and 
1 icfi'sed It- Three fire-ships were then sent to burn his ship She was disengaged successive! v 
i fio.ii two of them, each of which had fned her, and both fires weie put out The third fiie-shij) 
was disabled by the “ Henry’s” guns Harman earned his ship off, badly damaged • his leg was 
broken, a yard of one of the masts falling upon it 
I Sir Fiescheville Hollis, son of Gervase Hollis, an antiquarian , and this connexion of the 
father with literature is the probable explanation of the eccentric description of Hollis’s pareiitase. 
Hollis had lost an arm in the battle of June 3, 1G65. He was killed fighting against the Dutch m 
the next Dutch war, May 28, 1673 The phrase, “on a Muse by Mais begot," has been 
1 deservedly ridiculed. The Duke of Buckingham parodied it coarsely against Dryden : 

“ Or more to intrigue the metaphor of man, 

Got on a Muse by father Publican " 

Poetical Rejections on Absalom and Achitoj>hel. 

Another satirist applied the phrase to the Fiench musical composer who made the music fur 
Dryden’s “ Albion and Albanms : 

“ Grabut his yokemate ne’er shall he foigot. 

Whom the God of tunes upon a Muse begot " 

(Quoted in Langbaine’s “ Dramatic Poets,” p, 152 ) 

§ “Multi praeterea quos fama obscura recondit”—^iRG. Mn v. 302 
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178 t 

Now, anchors weighed, tlie seamen shout so shrill | 

That heaven and earth and the wide ocean rings : , 

A breeze fiom westwaid waits then sails to fill 
And rests 111 those higli beds his downy wings. 1 

179 ! 

The wary Dutch this gathering storm foi csaw I 

And durst not bide it on the English coast ; j 

Behind their treacheious shallows they withdiaw 1 

And thexe lay snares to catch the British host. 

180 ' 

So the false spider, when her nets are spread, [ 

Deep ambushed in hei silent den does lie, '1 

And feels far off the trembling of her thread, ' 

Whose filmy cord should bind the struggling fly ; i 

181 , 
Then, if at last she find him fast beset, 

She issues forth and runs along her loom : 

She joys to touch the captive in her net 
And drags the little wretch m triumpli home, : 

182 i 

The Belgians hoped that with disordered haste i 

Oui deep-cut keels upon the sands might run, ! 

Or, if with caution leisurely were past, | 

Then numerous gross might charge us one by one. I 

183 

But, with a fore-wind pushing them above 

And swelling tide that heaved them from below, 

O’er the blind flats our warlike squadrons move 
And with spread sails to welcome battle go. 

184 

It seemed as there the Biitish Neptune stood, 

With all his host of waters'^ at command, 

Beneath them to submit the officious floe id, 

And with his trident shoved them off the sand.t 

18s 

To the pale foes they suddenly draw near 
And summon them to unexpected fight : 

They start, like muiderers when ghosts appear 
And draw their cm tains in the dead of night. 

of waterc’’ in edition of 1688, which has been generally followed. Host in first 

edition, 

t Levat ipse trideuti el vastas apeiil syltes, &c Virg ’ Mtu i 145. 
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Second Now van to van tlie foremost squadrons meet, 

haitle The midmost battles hasting up behind, 

Who view far off the storm of falling sleet 
And hear their thunder rattlmg in the wincL 

187 

At length the adverse Admirals appear, 

The two bold champions of each country’s right ; 

Their eyes describe the lists as they come neai 
And draw the lines of death before they fight. 

188 

The distance judged for shot of every size, 

The linstocks * touch, the ponderous ball expires : 

The vigorous seaman every porthole plies 
And adds his heart to every gun he fires. 

189 

Fierce was the fight on the proud Belgians’ side 
For honour, which they seldom sought before ; 

But now they by their ovm vain boasts were lied 
And forced at least in show to piize it moie. 

190 

But sharp remembrance on tlie English part 
And shame of being matched by such a foe 

Rouse conscious virtue up in every heart, 

And seeming to be stiongcr makes them so.t 

191 

Nor long the Belgians could that fleet sustain 
Which did two Generals’ fates and Caesar’s bear ; 

Each several ship a victory did gam, 

As Rupert or as Albemarle were there. 

192 

Their battered Admiral too soon withdrew, 

Unthanked by ours for his unfinished fight 3 

But he the minds of his Dutch masters knew 
Who called that providence which we called flight. 

193 

Never did men more joyfully obey 
Or sooner understood the sign to fly ; 

With such alacrity they bore away 
As if to praise them all the States stood by. 

* Limiochf a pointed stick with a fork at the end to hold a lighted match, u&cd by gunperb in 
firing cannon. 

t “ * Posbunt qiua posbC videntui.’— -V ikg ” 041, 
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O famous leader of the Belgian fleet ! 

Thy monument inscribed such praise shall wear 
As Varro, timely flying, once did meet, 

Because he did not of his Rome despair.* 


Behold that navy, which a while before 
Provoked the lardy English close to fight, 
Now draw their beaten vessels close to shore. 

As larks lie dared t to shun the hobby’s flight. 


Whoe’er would English monuments survey 
In other records may our courage know ; 

But let them hide the stoiy of this day. 

Whose fame was blemished by too base a foe. 


Or if too busily they will in(juiie 
Into a victory which we disdain, 

Then let them know the Belgians did retire 
Before the patron saint of injured Spain, t 


Repenting England, this revengeful day, 

To Philip’s manes § did an offering bring, 
England, which first by leading them astray 
Hatched up rebellion to destroy her Ring. 


Our fathers bent their baneful industry 
To check a monarchy that slowly grew, 

But did not France or Holland’s fate foresee, 
Whose rising power to swift dominion flew. 


*■ * Terentius Varro, after defeat by Hannibal in the battle of Cannas, was thanked by the 
Senate because he had engaged the enemy and not despaired for the State, quia de republica 
non desperasset ” 

t Dared^ frightened and bewildered ; a word specially applied to larks, frightened by a hawk or 
by any object; a hobby is a species of hawk. 

“ Bared like a lark that, on the open plain 
Pursued and cuffed, seeks shelter now in vain.” 

Cong Hast of Granada, part 2, act 5, sc. 2, 

' “Let his grace go forward 
And dare us with his cap like larks ’* 

Shakespeake, Henry VllI, act 3, sc a, 

Scott has hobbies*, which is an error; hobbies, as it stands in the first two editions, being the 
genitive singular of hohbie, old spelling. ^ , 

X Pairan satui ; St. Tames, on whose day this victoiy was gamed ” July ss 
^ Philips manes; Philip II of Spain, ag.iinst whom the Hollanders lebelUng wcic amed 
by Queen Elizabeth ” 
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In Fortune’s empire blindly thus wc go 
And wander aflcr pathless destiny ; 

Whose dark resorts since piudence cannot know, 

In vain it would pioMde foi what shall be. 

201 

But whate’er English to the blessed shall go, 

And the fourth Harry or hist Orange meet, 

Find him disowning of a Bourbon foe 
And him detesting a Batavian fleet. 

202 

Now on their coasts oui conquering navy iides, 

Waylays then merchants and their land besets ; 

Each day new wealth without their care provides; 

They lie asleep with pi izes m theii nets. 

203 

So close behind some promontory lie 
The huge leviathans to attend their piey, 

And give no chase, but swallow in the fry, 

Which through their gaping jaws mistake the way. 

204 

Burning of Nor was this all ; in ports and loods remote 

Destructive fires among whole fleets we send ; 

Str R^obert Triumphant flames upon the water float 

Holmes, And out-bound ships at home their voyage end.t 

205 

Those various squadrons, \aiioiisly designed, 

Each vessel freighted with a several load, 

Each squadron waiting for a several wind, 

All find but one, to bum them in the load. 

206 

Some bound for Guinea golden sand to find 
Bore all the gauds the simple natives wear ; 

Some for the pnde of Turkish courts designed 
For folded turbans finest holland bear; 

* By a curious flight of imagination Dryden represents the souls in heaven of Henry IV of 
France and of William, the first prince of Orange, repenting rebellion, the first ‘'disownin£>*' 
hostility to Henry HI against whom he had fought to vindicate his right of succession to the 
throne, and the second “ detesting ” die Batavian fleet, the strength of the nation u hich with his 
aid had achieved independence 

t Immediately after the battle of the 25th, the English fleet sailed for the Dutch coast, and a 
squadron was detached, under the command of Sir liobert Holmes, with fire-ships, to attack the 
islands of Uly and Schelhng. Pohnes destiovid a vciy baigc Dutch me’ chant fleet off Ui>', 
only eight or nine out of 170 escip iig clcsLuiclioii . anc’ he : Ko destnA ed viihiiiL be chief io\mi 
of Schelhng. It was computed that upwaius of a Million SLi,rling of i'n.po’t\ pcii'ilicd 
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Some Englisli wool, vexed m a Belgian loom 
And into cloth of spungy softness made, 

Did into France or colder Denmark doom, 

To nun with woise ware our staple trade. 

208 

Our greedy seamen lummage eveiy hold, 

Smile on the booty of each wealthioi chest, 

And, as the piiests who with then gods make bold, 

Take what they like and sacrifice the rest. 

209 

But, ah < how unsincere aie all our joys,’' Transition 

Which sent Oom Heaven, like lightning, make no stay I to the The 

Their palling taste the journey’s length dcstioys, 0/ London 

Or grief sent poA o’ei lakes them on the way. 

210 

Swelled with our la.te successes on the foe. 

Which Fiance and Holland wanted pov^cr to cioss, 

We urge an unseen fate to lay us low 

And feed then envious eyes with English loss. 

211 

Each element II is diead command obeys 
Who makes or ruins with a sniiie 01 frown ; 

Who as by one He did our nation raise, 

So now lie with another pulls us down. 

212 

Yet, London, empress of the noithcru clime, 

By an high fate thou greatly didst expiie ; 

Great as the woild’s, which at the death of lime 
Must fall and ribC a nobler fiamc by fiic.t 

* A Latin use of sincere^ and so used on other occasions by Di yden : 

“ Nulla est smeera voluptas 
Sollicitumque aliquid laetis intervenit 

Ovid, Metam vu. 453 

“ But life can never be sincerely blest ” 

Abi>aloni and Achitojfhelt 43. 

“ And none can boast sinceie felicity ” 

PalamoH and Arcite^ boolc 3, 879 

t "Qiiuin mare, qimin tellus, correptaque re^ia coeh ardeat,” &c So quoted by Dryden, not 
quite correctly, fioiu Ovid, Metam. x 257; 

“ Esse quoque in fatis remiinscitur, affoxe tempus 
Quo inax'e, quo tellus correptaque leqia coch 
Aideat, et mundx moles operosa laboicr ’* 

Tianslated by Dr3^den : 

“ IlemembexinG: m the fates a time, w hen fiic 
Should to the hittlemenfs of Heiven at-pire, 

And all his bla/mq worlds above should burn, 

And all the infcrioi globe to cindeis turn.” 
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As when some dire usurper Heaven provides 
To scourge his country with a lawless sway ; 

His hirth perhaps some petty village hides 
And sets his cradle out of Fortune’s way ; 

214 

Till, fully ripe, his swelling fate breaks out 
And huriies him to mighty mischiefs on ; 

His Prince, surpii&ed, at hist no ill could doubt, 
And wants the power to meet it when ’tis known. 

215 

Such was the rise of this prodigious fire, 

Which, in mean buildings first obscurely bred, 

From thence did soon to open streets aspire 
And straight to palaces and temples spread. 

216 

The diligence of trades, and noiseful gain, 

And luxury, more late, asleep were laid ; 

All was the Night’s,* and in her silent reign 
No sound the rest of Nature did invade. 

217 

In this deep quiet, from what source unknown, 
Those seeds of fire their fatal birth disclose ; 

And first few scattering spaiks about were blown, 
Big with the flames that to our ruin rose. 


* “ The expression, 'All was the night’s,’” says Dr. Johnson, is taken from Seneca, who 
remarks on Virgil’s line, 

' Omnia noctis erant,Tplacida composta quiete,^ 

*tliat he might have concluded better, 'Omnia noctis eiant Dr Johnson is much at fault in 
this statement The Ime which he says as taken from Seneca, and which he calls Virgil’s, is one 
of two lines of Vario, a fragment of the “ Aigonautica,” quoted as excellent in the “Contro- 
versies ” of the elder Seneca (111 16) . 

“ Desicrant latrarc canes urbesque silebant, 

Omnia noctis crant placida composta quiete.” 

And it is there observed that Virgil in imitating them in two lines of the iEneid (viii 26) had 
improved on the excellent original. Vugil’s lines (not a very close imitation) aie : 

■ “ Nox crat, et tciras animalia fessa per omnes 

Alituum pecudumque genus sopor altus habebat ” 

Fieely translated by Dryden (line 40 of Tianslation) : 

“ 'Twas night, and weaiy Natiue lulled asleep 
The birds of ah and fishes of the deep, 

And beasts and mortal men ” 

In the same pps*.ajre of Seneca O^kI is said to have been in the bnbit tiF «.aving of Varro’s lines 
I that ilioy would h.i\e lieen inii< h impioiud if lli'. l.ia p.iii of the sc oiul l.ne had Ijocm awa\, and 
they had ended with oiuiua \ Dijdeii piobably uniLu.ted these words of Vano " 
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Then in some close-pent room it crept along 
And, smouldering as it went, in silence fed ; 

Till the infant monster, with devouring strong, 

Walked boldly upright with exalted head* 

219 

Now, like some rich or mighty muiderer, 

Too great for prison which he bieaks with gold, 

Who fresher for new mischiefs does appear 
And dares the woild to tax him with the old, 

220 

So scapes the insulting fire his narrow jail 
And makes small outlets into open air ; 

Theie the fierce winds his tender force assail 
And beat him downwaid to his first repair, 

221 

The winds, like crafty courtesans, withheld 
His flames from burning but to blow them more : 

And, every flesh attempt, he is repelled 1 

Willi faint denials, weaker than bcfoic,'^ 

222 

And now, no longer letted of his prey, 

He leaps up at it with enraged desire, 

O’eiiooks the neighbours with a wide siuvey, 

And nods at cveiy house his threatening fire, 

223 

The ghosts of traitors from the Bridge descend, 

With bold fanatic spectres to rejoice ; 

About the fire into a dance they bend 
And sing their sabbath notes with feeble voice, t 

* Like crafty^ ^ * Hccc arte tractabat virum 

XJt lUiias animiim cnpiclum mopia accendeiet ’ ” 

Terfncb, Ileauto 7 ihm 11 3, 126. 

These words are quoted inaccxuatcly by Diyden, being placed before and the 

passage given, without author's name, as if it were prose In other instances m these notes 
inaccuracies in Dryden’s Latin quotations ha^e been corrected without remaik. It is evident 
that Dryden trusted greatly to his mcmoi y in these quotations. This beautiful description of the 
file, as accurate 111 its details as it is pictuiesque, must, to be fully appreciated, be compared w*th 
the prose accounts of Clarendon. FAclyn, and PciJ>s The fue broke out in the night of 
September 2, 1666, and raged for six days 

i It was an old custom to exhibit the heads of those executed for tieason on Loudon Bridge A 
refcience to the practice occurs m a passage of Shakespeare's “ Richard III.” act 3, sc. 2 : 

Cateshy i^to Lord Hastings). The princes both make high account of you 
[Aside] For they account hit. head upon the budge ” 

The heads of some of those executed since the Reslor.ition had been placed on the bndqe 
Scott pionounces tin-, a “ most beaiitiliil slan/a,” and S.15S <il the “ sabbath notes," that they are 
“the infernal hyniiis chanted at the witdics sabbath, a meeting cuuceniing which autKiiuty told 
and believed strange things." 
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Our guardian angel saw them where they sate, 
Above the palace of our slumbering King ; 

He sighed, abandoning his charge to Fate, 

And drooping oft looked back upon the uing. 

225 

At length the crackling noise and dicadful blaze 
Called up some waking lover to the siglit ; 

-And long it was ere he the icst c<nild raise, 
Whose heavy eyelids yet were full of night. 

226 

The next to danger, hot pin sued by fate, 
Half-clothed, half-naked, liastily rctiie; 

And frighted mothers strike their breasts too late 
For helpless infants left amidst the fire. 

227 

Their cries soon waken all the dwellcis near ; 
Now murmuring noises lise in cveiy street ; 

The moie remote run stumbling with their fcai, 
And m the dark men juslle as they meet. 

228 

So weaiy bees in little cells lepose ; 

But if night-robbeis lift the well-sloied hive. 

An humming through their waxen city glows, 
And out upon each other’s wings they duve. 

229 

Now streets grow thronged and busy as by clay ; 
Some run for buckets to the hallowed cjuiie , 

Some cut the pipes, and some the engines play, 
And some more bold mount ladders to the liic. 

230 

In vain ; for fiom the east a Belgian wind 
His hostile breath through the diy 1 afters sent ; 

The flames impelled soon left their foes behind 
And forward with a wanton fury went. 

231 

A key of fire ran all along the shore 
And lightened all the river with a blaze', 

The wakened tides began again to roar, 

And wondering fish 111 shining wateis gaze, 


* Sigaca igni frela Kte reluHeiiL ’ — ” .‘E/i ii 313. 
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Old Father Thames raised up his leverend head, 
But feared the fate of Simois would return , * 
Deep in his ooze he sought his sedgy bed 
And shrank his waters back into his uui. 


The fire meantime walks m a broader gioss; 

To either hand his wings he opens w ule ; 

He wades the stieets, and straight he leaches cross 
And plays his longing flames on the other side. 


At first they wami, then scorch, and then they take; 

Now with long necks from side to side they feed ; 
At length, grown strong, their mother-fiie forsake, 
And a new colony of flames succeed. 


To every nobler portion of the towm 

The curling billows roll their restless tide ; 
In parties now they straggle up and down, 
As armies unopposed for piey divide. 


One mighty squadron, with a sidewind sped, 

Thiough nanow lanes his cumbered fire does haste, 
By poweiful chaims of gold and silver led 
The Lombard bankeil and the Change to waste. 


Another backward to the Tower would go 
And slowly eats his way against the wind; 

But the main body of the inaiching foe 
Against the imperial palace is dcbigiicd. 

238 

Now clay appears ; and with the day the King, 
Whose early caie had robbed him. of his rest ; 
Far oif the cracks of falhng houses ring 

And shrieks of subjects pierce his tender bieasL. 


Near as he draws, thick haibingers of smoke 
With gloomy pillais covei all the place ; 

Whose little intervals of night are bioke 
By sparks that diivc against his sacred face. 

^ Scott has observed that it was the nver Scamander or XaTtbii'? vhich Homer describes as 
burnt up by Vulcan m defence df AcluUes, and not the Rimcis , but as the Sunois flowed into the 
Sc.unander, the former must ha\e bci u dried up, if the Scamandei were dry And Scamander had 
called Simois tc> his aid against Achilles (II. xxi 307). Xatithus, however, would have been better 
hcie than Simois. 
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More than his guards his sorrows made him known 
And pious teais which down his checks did shower ; 

The wretched m liis grief foigot their own; 

So much the pity of a king has power. 

241 

He wept the flames of what he loved so well 
And what so well had merited his love ; 

For never prince in grace did more excel 
Or royal city moie m duty strove. 

242 

I Nor with an idle care did he behold : 

' Subjects may grieve^ but monarchs must redress ; 

He cheers the fearful and commends the bold 
And makes despairers hope for good success. 

243 

tiimself directs what first is to be done 
And orders all the succours which they bring ; 

The helpful and the good about him run 
And form an army worthy such a King.* 

244 

He sees the dire contagion spread so fast 
That, where it seizes, all relief is vain, 

And therefore must unwillingly lay waste 
That countiy winch would else the foe maintain, 

245 

The powder blows up all before the fire ; 

The amazed flames stand gathered on a heap, 

And from the precipice’s brink retire, 

Afraid to venture on so large a leap. 

246 

Thus fighting fires a while themselves consume, 

But straight, like Turks forced on to win or die, 

They fiist lay tender bridges of their fume 
And o’er the breach in unctuous vapoius fly. 

247 

Part slays for passage, till a gust of wind 
Ships o’er their forces in a shining sheet ; 

Part, creeping under ground, their journey blind 
And, climbing from below, their fellows meet. 

I ^ Tills is not flattery, and tke Duke of York, who is mentioned in stan2a 253, merited cqutil 
praise It is not indeed imaginable,’* says Evelyn, “ how extraordinary the vigilance and activity 
of the King and the Duke was, even labouring in person, and being present to command, older, 
i reward, or encourage workmen, by which he showim his affection to his people and gained theirs.^' 
1 (Diary, September C, 166G ) 
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Thus to some desert plain or old wood-side 
Dire mght-hags come from far to dance their round, 

And o’er broad riveis on their -fiends they ride 
Oi sweep in clouds above the blasted ground. 

249 

No help avails : for, hydia-like, the fire 
Lifts up his hundred heads to aim his way ; 

And scarce the wealthy can one half retire 
Before he rushes in to share the prey. 

250 

The rich grow suppliant and the poor grow proud : 

Those offer mighty gain and these ask more ; 

So void of pity is the ignoble crowd, 

When others’ ruin may increase their store. 

251 

As those who live by shores with joy behold 
Some ■vveadthy vessel split or stranded nigh, 

And from the rocks leap down for shipwracked gold 
And seek the tempest*" wliich the others fly : 

252 

So these but wait the owners’ last despair 
And what’s permitted to the flames invade ; 

Even from their jaws they hungiy morsels tear 
And on their backs the spoils of Vulcan lade. 

253 

The days were all in this lost labour spent ; 

And when the weary King gave place to night. 

His beams he to his royal brother lent, 

And so shone still in his reflective light, 

254 

Night came, but without darkness or repose, 

A dismal picture of the geneial doom ; 

Where souls distracted, when the trumpet blows, 

And half unready with their bodies come. 

255 

Those who have hoiiioq, when home they <lo repair. 

To a last lodging call their wandering fiiends : 

Their short uneasy sleeps are broke wiUi caie. 

To look how near their own destruction tends : 

Tempests in edition of 168S, and in subsequent editions ; iempeH in first edition. 
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Tlicse who have none sit round where once it was ! 

And with full e 3 ^es each wonted room requiie,* 

Hauntmnr the yet warm ashes of the place, 

As murdeied men walk wheie they did expire. 

257 

Some stir up coals and watch the vestal file, 

Others in vain horn sight of rum um 

An 1, while through burning labyrinths they retire, 

With loathing eyes repeat f what they would shun. 

258 

The most in fields like herded beasts lie down, 

To dews obnoxious on the grassy floor ; 

And while their babes in sleep their soirows drown, 

Sad parents watch the remnants of their store. 

259 

While by the motion of the flames they guess 
^Vhat streets are burning now, and what are near, 

An infant, waking, to the paps would press 
And meets instead of milk a falling tear. 

260 

No thought can ease them but their Sovereign’s care. 

Whose praise the afflicted as their comfoit sing; 

Even those whom want might drive to just despair 
Think life a blessing under such a King. 

261 

hleantinie he sadly suffers in their grief, 

Outweeps an hermit and outprays a saint ; 

All tlie long night he studies their relief, 

How they may be supplied and he may want. 

262 

/w “ O God,” said he, “ Thou patron of my days, 

** Guide of my youth in exile and distress ! 

“ \\ ho me unfriended broughtst by wondrous ways, ' 

“ The kingdom of my fatheis to possess : 

263 

“ Be Thou my judge, with what unwearied care 
“ I since have laboured for my people’s good, 

“ To bind the bruises of a civil war 

And stop the issues of their wasting blood. 

* A Latin use of require^ to seek for again, 

I- /u’Vrtr, a Latini&m, meaning here reseek; so in Dryden’splay of ‘‘Tyrannic Love/’ Berenice 
to r*!phynus : 

I’ll lead you thence to melancholy groves 

And the’"c repeat the ‘.ccncs of our pait lo\es.”— Act 3. 
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** Thou who hast taught me to forgive the ill 
“ And recompense as friends tlie good misled, 

“ If mercy be a precept of Thy will, 

“ Keturn that mercy on Thy servant’s head. 

265 

Or if my heedless youth has stepped astray, 

“ Too soon forgetful of Thy gracious hand, 

On me alone Thy just displeasure lay, 

“ But take Thy judgments from this mourning land. 

266 

We all have sinned, and Thou hast laid us low 
“ As humble earth from whence at first we came ; 

“ Like flying shades before the clouds w'e show, 

“ And shrink like parchment in consuming flame. 

267 

“ 0 let it be enough what Thou hast done, 

“ When spotted deaths ran armed through every street, 

“ With poisoned darts, which not the good could shun, 

“ The speedy could outfly or valiant meet."^ 

268 

“ The living few and frequent funerals then 

Proclaimed Thy wrath on this forsaken place ; 

** And now those few, who are returned again, 

“ Thy searching judgments to their dwellings tiace. 

269 

“ 0 pass not, Lord, an absolute decree 
“ Or bind Thy sentence unconditional, 

“ But in Thy sentence our remorse foresee 
“ And in that foresight this Thy doom recall. 

270 

** Thy threatenings,+ Lord, as Thine Thou maycst 
“ But if immutable and fixed they stand, 

** Continue still Thyself to give the stioke, 

“ And let not foreign foes oppress Thy land.” 

271 

The Eternal heard, and from the heavenly quire 
Chose out the cherub with the flaming suord, 

And bade him swiftly drive the approaching fire 
From where our naval magazines w^eie stored. 

* The Great Plague, which had destroyed a hundied thousand souls, which had begun in ihc- 
summer of 1665, and was not extinct when the Great Fire desolated London in September j666. 
t Threatnings in first edition, the spelling the time ; in edition of 1688, iknaiin^, 

■ G 


revoke : , 

I 

I 


j 
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The blessed minister his wings displayed, 

And like a shootmg star he cleft the night ; 

He charged the flames, and those that disobeyed 
He lashed to duty with his swoid of light: 

273 

The fugitive flames, chastised, went forth to prey 
On pious structures by our fathers reared ; 

By which to Heaven they did affect the way,'*' 

Ere faith in churchmen without works was heard, 

274 

The wanting orphans saw with wateiy eyes 
Their founders’ chanty in dust+ laid low, 

And sent to God their ever-answered cries ; 

For he protects die poor who made them so. 

275 

Nor could thy fabric, Paul’s, defend thee long, 
Though thou wert sacred to thy Maker’s praise, 

Though made immortal by a poet’s song,.*{: 

And poets’ songs the Theban walls could raise. 

276 

The daring flames peeped in and saw from far 
The awnil beauties of the sacred quire ; 

But, since it was profaned by civil war. 

Heaven thought it fit to have it purged by fire. 

277 

Now down the narrow streets it swiftly came 
And, widely opening, did on both sides prey ; 

This benefit we sadly owe the flame, 

If only ruin must enlarge our way. 

278 

And now four days the Sun had seen our woes, 
Four nights the Moon beheld the incessant fire ; 

It seemed as if the stars more sickly rose 
And farther from the feverish North retire. 


^ Vi^mque affectat Olympo ” (yirg Georff. iv. 562). To affect % to seek or desire. Yet still 
affecting fame” (Absalom and Acnitophel, 178). 
t In the dnsiy in edhion of 1688, a change decidedly for the worse. t.. , 

t Alluding to a poem by WaUcr “ Upon his Majesty’s repairing of St. P^l s. Denham, m 

“ Cooper’s Hill,” celebrated the same poem of Waller on the repaiis made by Charles 1 ; 

Paul’s, the late theme of such a Muse, whose flight 
Has bravely reached and soared above thy height, 

Now shalt thou stand, though sword, or time, or nre, 

Or zeal more fierce than they thy fall conspire I 
Secure whilst thee the best of poets sings, 

Preseivcd fiom rum by the bdst of kings. 
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In the empyrean Heaven, the blessed abode, 

The thrones and the dominions prostrate he. 

Not daring to behold their angry God ; 

And a hushed silence damps the tuneful sky. 

280 

At length the Almighty cast a pitying eye, 

And mercy softly touched His melting breast ; 

He saw the town’s one half in rubbish he 
And eager flames give on* to storm the rest. 

281 

An hollow crystal pyramid he takes. 

In firmamental waters dipped above ; 

Of it a broad extinguisher he makes. 

And hoods the flames that to their quarry strove. 

282 

The vanquished fires withdraw from every place 
Or, full with feeding, sink into a sleep : 

Each household Genius shows again his face 
And from the hearths the little Lares creep. 

283 

Our King this more than natural change beholds. 

With sober joy his heart and eyes abound ; 

To the All-good his lifted hands he folds, 

And thanks him low on his redeemed ground. 

284 

As, when sharp frosts had long constrained the earth, 

A kindly thaw unlocks it with mild rain,+ 

And first the tender blade peeps up to birth, 

And straight the green fields laugh with promised grain ; 

* Give on in first edition, changed into drive on in the second, which, as usual, has been followed 
by subsequent editors But “ give on is appropriate and more expressive, and is a phrase of 
Bryden’s. It occurs in the “ Indian Emperor,” act 2, sc. 3 “ Ihe enemy gives on, by fury led.” 

Waller uses the phrase in describmg the Duke of York in his great naval battle : 

Where he gives on, disposing of their fates. 

Terror and death on his loud cannon waits ” 

IfistrncUons to a Painter , 

The admission of the word drive in this stanza probably led Derrick to change the word strove at 
the end of the next, so printed in the edition of 1688 as well as in the first of 1667, into drove; a ! 
corruptiwi which also has place in Scott's edition. 1 

^ 1 MiM rain, the reading of the first two editions, was changed into cold rain in the republica- 1 
tion in, the “ Miscellany Poems,” 1716, and it has been so printed always since. Mtld is the 
more appropriate epithet, besides being Dryden’s word i cold is inconsistent with “ kindly thaw 
and the effects described ;■ and it is strang^that Scott, who had ihe edition of 1688 before him, 
}ihould hnve retained cold 

. c s i 


^4 


ANNUS JillRABILIS, 1666. 


285 

By such degrees the spreading gladness grew 
In every heart which fear had froze before ; 

The standing streets with so much joy they view 
That with less grief the perished they deplore. 

286 

The father of the people opened wide 

His stores, and all the poor with plenty fed : 

Thus God’s anointed God’s own place supplied 
And filled the empty with his daily bread. 

287 

This loyal bounty brought its own reward 

And in their minds so deep did print the sense, 

That, if their ruins sadly they regard, 

’Tis but with fear the sight might drive him thence. 

288 

But so may he live long that town to sway 
Which by his auspice they will nobler make, 
taleavf As he will hatch their ashes by his stay 
them And not their humble rums now forsake. 

289 

They have not lost their loyalty by fire ; 

Noi is their courage or their wealth so low, 

That from his wars they poorly would retire 
Or beg the pity of a vanquished foe. 

290 

Not with more constancy the Jews of old, 

By Gyms from rewarded exile sent, 

Their royal city did in dust behold 
Or with more vigour to rebuild it went.* 

291 

The utmost malice of their stars is past, 

And two dire comets which have scourged the town 

In their own plague and fire have breathed their last, 

Or dimly in their sinking sockets frown, t 

* See Ezra i.—Lii ; the return of the Jewish tribes from Babylon after long captivity, and their 
setting to work to build the Temple in Jerusalem 

‘ t Nothing had been seen of cither comet since April 1665, nearly eighteen months ; so that the 
mention of them here is a poetical licence. * 
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Now frequent trines* the happier lights among 
And high-raised Jove from his dark prison freed. 
Those weights took off that on his planet hung, 
Will gloriously the new-laid workf succeed. 


Methinks already from this ch)nnic flame 
I see a city of more piecious mould, 

Rich as the town which gives the Indies name, 
With silver paved and all divine with gold.:J: 


Already, labouring with a mighty fate, 

She shakes the rubbish from her mounting brow 
And seems to have renewed her chartei’s date 
Which Heaven will to the death of time allow. 


More great than human now and more August, § 
New deified she from her fires does rise : 

Her widening streets on new foundations trust, 
And, opening, into larger parts she flics. 


Before, she like some shepheidess did show 
Who sate to bathe her by a rivei’s side, 

Not answering to her fame, but rude and low, 
Nor taught the beauteous arts of modem pride. 


Now like a maiden queen she will behold 
P'rom her high tui rets hourly suitors come ; 
The East with incense and the West with gold 
Will stand like suppliants to receive hei doom. 


The silver Thames, her own domestic flood, 
Shall beai her vessels like a sweeping train, 
And often wind, as of his mistress proud, 
With longing eyes to meet her face again. 


' A friae, oi conjunction of plnnetfs in form of a triangle, was considered fortunate by astrologers: 
j to frequent trines” Dryden adds another happy omen, the planet Jupiter in ascensiim. 
^->ryclen was learned in astrology, and a firm believer The veib succeed has here an active 
metning, make io S7icceed. So in Drvden’s “State of Innocence," act sc i, “ Heaven your 
design succeed;” and also in the Translation of the ^neid, i. 109 
t Work in original edition; m edition of 1688 •vaorks^ which, as usual, has been followed by 
subsequent editors. 

1 “Mexico” 

§ “Augusta, the old name of London” New deified” is the reading of both the eaily 
editions, in the next line ; in Derrick’s edition 7ieiv became ntyw^ and now has appeared in all 
subsequent editions. A similar substitution ftf nm) for iiew has been noted in stanza 171. 
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The wealthy Tagus and the wealthier Rhine 
The glory of their towns no more shall boast, 

And Seine, that would with Belgian rivers join,’' 
Shall find her lustie stained and traffic lost, 

300 

The venturous merchant who designed more far 
And touches on our hospitable shore, 

Charmed with the splendour of this northern star, 
Shall here unlade him and depart no more. 

301 

Our powerful navy shall no longer meet 
The wealth of France or Holland to invade ; 

The beauty of this town without a fleet 
From all the world shall vindicate her trade. ’ 

302 

And while this famed emporium we prepare, 

The British ocean shall such triumphs boast, 

That those who now disdain our trade to share 
Shall rob like pirates on our wealthy coast. 

303 

Already we have conquered half the war, 

And the less dangerous part is left behind ; 

Our trouble now is but to make them dare 
And not so great to vanquish as to find-f 

304 

Thus to the Eastern wealth through stomis we go, 
But now, the Cape once doubled, fear no more ^ 

A constant trade-wind will securely blow 
And gently lay us on the spicy shore. 


A strained allusion to the designs of Louis XIV. on the Spanish Netherlands 
t The events of the ne-?t year, when the Dutch fleet ascended the Thames and burnt our ships 
at Chatham, June 1667, falsified this boast 
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** Aifsalom and AchitopheV^ was pnhlished in November i68i. The Essay on 
Saiirst^* which has beeit ascribed to Dryden a^td printed in several editions of hu 
PoemSf would have been inserted, in the order of time, betiveen “An 7 ius Mirabtlis^'* 
and this poem, tf it had been thought to be Drydeiis, I'he reasons for treating it as 
not Dryder^s are given in the pr fixed biogi'aphy. A clever political jeu d’ esprit 
of 1680, “ the Young Statesmen f published as Drydciism the State Poems 
’Z'ol. l, p. 163), has also, most probably^ been wrongly assigned to him* In the long 
interval of^een years since the composition of Annus Mirabilis” Dryden had 
been assiduously wfiti^ plays for income; sixteen of these had been produced since 
1667, A Translation of the Epistles of Ovid, in which Dry den bore a paH, and 
for which he wrote a Preface, appeared in 1680. 

A manuscript note in the copy of Absalom and Achitophelf which was Mr. 

i luttrelVs, fixes its publication on or a little before November 17, i68x. On 
November 24, the famous bill of indictment against the Earl of Shaftesbury for 
high treason was brought before a grand jury in London, and thrown out. Shaftes^ 
bury had been arrested and sent to the Tower on fuly 2, and he had been a prisoner ever^ 
since. When the invective against Shaftesbury of this powerful poem was sent forth, 
that statesman was a prisoner, zvaiting a trial for his life, It has been stated by 
yncoh Tons joUi that the poem was undertaken in 1680, at the request of the King 
jjfydmwas now his servant having been appointed in 1670 Poei Laureat and 
Jlistoriog'apher Eoyal. The poem was published anonymosisly^ hut^ the authorship 
* was no secret. It produced a very great sensation. 

The first edition was in folio, published by Jacob Tonson. A second edition in 
qu'irio appear^ before the end of December, This second edition contained, with 
i>everal minor changes, two notable additions j one m the description of Shaftesbury 
{lines 180-“ 19 1), giving him praise as a judge, and the other in the Kmfs Speech 
ifines 957 — 960), expressing a desire thal Monmouth would repent and open the way 
for petrdon. Seven more mitions were published during Dryderbs Itfeiime, That in 
Ihefoho volume of Totms published by Tonson after Diydeifs death in 1 701, was 
called the tenth edition. 7 %e text of the sccoimI edition is lurt followed: some small 
variations in some of the succeeding editions of liis ' lifetime are not amendments, and 
most perhaps misprints. But ihise and some more corruptions of text have been 
established in Broughton'' s. Derricks, and the laiei' editions ; and Scott’s is as faulty 
as any. All the changes from the first folio edition are mentioned in the following 
notes. 


\ 


TO THE REAOEI^. 


Tis not my intention to make an apology for my poem : some will think it 
needs no excuse, and otheis will receive 'none. The design, I am sure, is honest ; 
but.h? who draws his pen for one party must expect to make enemies of the other. 
For wit ancl fool are consequents of Whig and Tory and every man is a knave 
or an ass to the contrary side. There’s a treasury of ments in the Fanatic chinch 
as well as in the Papist, and a pennyworth to be had of samtship,' honesty, and 
poetry, for the lewd, the factious, and the blockheads ; but the longest chapter 
in Deuteronomy has not cuises enough foi an Anti-Bromingham.f My comfort is, 
their manifest prejudice to my cause will render their judgment of less authority 
against me. Yet if a poem have a genius, it will force its own leception m the 
woild ; for there js a. sweetness in good verse, which tickles even while it llWts ; 
and no 'man can be heartily angry with him who pleases him against his will. 
TTie commendation of adversaries is the greatest tiiumph of a writer, bkause it 
never comes unless extorted. But I can be satisfied on more easy terms : if I 
happen to please the more moderate sort, I shall be sure of an honest party and, 
in all probability, of the best judges ; for the least concerned are commonly the 
least corrupt. And I confess I have laid in for those, by rebating $ the satire, 

These names for political parties were then new ; they had been first applied in 1679 in the 
coi.tentions about the Exclusion Bill 7 ary, fi rst given, accoi ding to Roger North, “signified the 
nio‘t despicable savages among the wildTnsn^ and Irishmen, as Roman Catholics, were the Duke 
(»f York’s friends. The Anti-Exclusionists m retaliation called their opponents Btrfurngkam 
PK'tesianis, ^‘alluding to false CToats counterfeited at that place ; this held a considerable time, but 
tl*t word was not fluent enough for hasty repartee : and after diverse changes the lot fell upon 
which was very significative, as well as ready, being veinacular in Scotland (frdm whencid it 
Wt' borrowed) for ^corrupt and sour whey.” (North’s Examen, p 321.) Bishop Burnet gives 
a ( ■ 1 ( ferent explanation ' of 'the origin of Whig “ The south-west counties of Scotland, ” says Burnet, 
“ have seldom corn enough to serve them round the year, and the nortliein parts producing more 
tluiii they need, those m the west come in the summer to buy at Leith the stores that come from 
the north ; and from a word, whiggavt, used in driving their horses, all that drove were called 
the xuhtggamors, and, shorter, the whigs” He adds that <zvhiggmnor or w/ng was a political 
designation in Scotland from 1648, when a rising of the Scots, under Argyll and at the call of the 
General Assembly, against the Parliament, was called “the whiggamors’ inroad, and ever after 
that all that opposed the court came m contempt to be called vjhigs,” (Burnet’s History of Own 
Time, i. 43 ) Scott adopts Burnet’s explanation. 

t The Anti-Bromingham was Anti- Whig , and there may be special reference in Brofningham 
to Monmouth, as a pretender to the succession, whose illegitimacy suggested comparison with a 
counterfeit Birmingham groat. So in a ballad of this time, wntten in praise of “Old Jemmy,” 
the Duke of York : 

Old Jemmy is the top 
And chief among the princes. 

No mobile gay fop 
With Bromingham pretences." 

And in another ballad : 

** Let Whig and Bromingham repine. 

They show their teeth m vsun ; 

The glory of the British line. 

Old Jemmy’s come again.” 

These two stanzas are quoted hy Scott from Mr. LuttrelVs collection, which has been dispersed. 

I To restate, to blunt; a common word inJDry den’s time, and frequently occurring in his poetry. 
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where justice would allow it, from carrying too sharp an edge. They who can 
ciiticize so weakly as to imagine I have done my woist, may be convinced at their 
own cost that I can write severely with more ease than I can gently. I have but 
laughed at some men’s 'follies, when I could have declaimed against their vices; 
and other men’s virtues I have commended as freely as I have taxed' their crimes. 
And now, if you are a malicious reader, 1 expect you should letiiin upon me that 
I affect to be thought more impartial than I am ; hut if men are not to be judged 
by their professions, God forgive you cpmmonwealth’s-men for professing so 
plausibly for the government. You canno't ’be so unconscionable as to charge me 
for not subscribing of my name ; for that would reflect too grossly upon your own 
party, who never dare, though -iey have the advantage of a jury to secure them. 
If you like not my poem, the fault may possibly be in my writing, though ’tis 
hard for an author to judge against himself ; but more probably ’tis in your morals, 
which cannot bear the truth of it. The violent on both sides will condemn the 
character of Absalom, as either too favourably or too hardly drawn ; but th^, are 
not the violent whom I desire to please. The fault on the right hand is to'^'extenuate, 
palliate, and indulge; and, to confess freely, I have endeavoured to commit it. 
Besides the respect which I owe his birth, I have a greater for his heroic virtues ; 
and David himself could not be more tender of the young man’s life, than I would 
be of his reputation. But since tlie most excellent natures are always the most 
leasy and, as being such, are the soonest perverted by ill counsels, especially w’-hen 
fbaited with fame and glo^, it is no more a wonder that he ,'^ithstood not the 
’hehiptations of Achitoj^el' than it was for Adam not to have resisted the two 
devils, the 'serpent and fhe wonftjai. The conclusion of the story I purposely 
forbore to prosecute, because T could not obtain from myself to show Absalom 
unfortunate. The frame of it was cut out but for a picture to the waist; and if 
the draught be so far true, it is as much as I designed. 

Were I the inventor, who am only the historian, I should certainly conclude the 
\ piece with the reconcilement of Absalom to David. And who knows but this 
’ may come to pass ? Things were not brought to an extremity where I left the 
story : there seems yet to be room left for a composure ; hereafter there may only 
be for pity. I have not so much as an uncharitable wish against Achitophel, but 
am content to be accused of a good-natured error, and to hope with Origen, that 
the D^eviijhimself may at last be sa.y^d- which reason, m this poem, he is 

neifher brought to “set his house in order, nor to dispose of his person afterwards 
as he in wisdom shall think fit. God is infinitely merciful ; and his vicegerent is 
only not so, because he is not infinite. 

The true end. of satire^is the amendment of vices by, correctiop^ And he who 
‘ wri!^° l T COT eS t ty “is Ho ’"Sbre an enemy to the offender than ‘“fhe" physician to the 
; patient, when he prescribes harsh remedies to an inveterate disease ; for those are 
only m order to prevent the chirurgeon’s work of an Erne rescindendum,^ which I 
wish not to my very enemies. To conclude all ; if the body politic have any 
analogy to the natural, in my weak judgment, an act of oblivion were as 
necessary in a hot distempered state as an opiate would be in a raging fever. 

*'To rebate your jealousy of honour^' (Duke of Guise, act 3, sc. 1) *‘The keener edge of battle 
to rebate” (Palamon and Arcite, book ii. I. 502). So in Measure for Measure,*' act i, sc. 4, 
Lucio says of Angelo : 

“ One who never feels 
The wanton stmgs and motions of the sense. 

But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind, study, and fast*' 

* “ Eiise recidendum.’’— Ovin, Met. i. 191. 
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In pious times, ere,t |)nestcraft^ id begin. 

Before^olygamy Was made a sin, 

When man on many multiplied his kind, 

Ere one to one was cursedly confined, 

^Wienlaatur^ ^rompTeTSd. no law denied 
promi s cuous nse of co ncubin e and bride, * * * § 

Tlien TyaeFs monarc h aiCer Heaven’s own heai%^ 

His vi^rous' waraitE. did variously impart 
To wives and slaves, and, wide as his command, 

Scattered his Maker’s image through the land. lo 

Michal, of royal blood, the ciown did wear,t 
A sdirungfateful to the tiller’s care : 

Not so the rest ; for several mothers bore 
To god-like David seveial sons before. 

But since like sfeves his bed they did ascend, 15 

No true succes^ph could their seed attend. 

Of all this numerous progeny was none 
So beautiful, so brave, as A bsalpns t J c 
Whether, inspired by§ som^imer lust, 

His father got him with a gi^eater gustr 
Or that his conscious i^tiny made way - 
By manly beauty to imperial sway. 

Early in foreign fields lie won renown 
With kings and states allied to Isiael’s crown ; |1 
In peace the thoughts of ivar he could remove 25 
And seemed as he were only bom foi love. 

Whate’er he did was done with so much ease, 

In him alone ’twas natural to please ; 

'His motions all accompanied with grace, 

And Para dise w as opened in his face.*!! 30 

* Isra&lls monarch j David ; Charles II king of England ** The Lord hath sought him a man 
after his own heart” (i Sam xiii. 14). I have found David the son of Jesse, a man after mine 
own heart, which shall fulfil all my will ” (Acts xiii. 22) 

+ Mtchalt Catharine of Portugal, queen of Charles 11 ., childless like Michal. 

j Absalon, James, duke of Monmouth, son of Lucy Walters, horn at Rotterdam, April q, 1649. 
The lady was mistress of Colonel Robert Sydney, brother of Algernon, when she made Charles’s 
acquaintance, and there was reason to believe tlmt Monmouth was Sydney’s child. Here and at 
line 221 the word is spelt Absolon in the first edition, and Ah 5 alo 7 i in the second ; doubtless for 
the rhyme ; elsewhere always Ahsalofn in first and all other editions. 

§ with in first edition instead oily, . . « r 

II The Duke of Monmouth had been in command of the British troops acting with the French 
army against the Dutch in 1672 and 1673, and he obtained great fame by his bravery at the siege 
of Maestricht, and was much commended by Louis XIV. In 1678, he commanded the British 
auxiliary forces acting with the Dutch against the French, and he again greatly distraguished 
himself in the battle of St. Denis, August 1678. 

" The desert smiled 

And Paradise was opened in the wild.” 

Pope, Eloisa U A&elardt 1:33. . 



92 


ABSALOM A^D ACJIITOBl/BZ, 


With secret joy indulgent David viewed 
Ills youthful image* ill his son lenewed ; 

To all his wishes nothing he denied 
And made the charming Annabel his bride. 

What faults he had (for who from faults is free ?) 35 

Ills father could not or he would not see. 

Some waim excesses, which the law forbore, 

Were construed youth that purged by boiling o’er ; 

And Amnon’s murder by a specious name . 

Was called a just revenge for injured fame. t 40 

Thus praised and loved, the noble youth remained, 
jWhile David undisturbed in Sioii^ reigned. 

But life can never beUi ncerelv blest 
Heaven punishes the liaSTand Proves the best. 

The Jews, 11 a headstrong, moody" murmuring race 45 

As ever tried the extent and stretch of grace ; 

God’s pampered people, whom, debaucHedTwith ease, , 

N o king*could govern nor no God cm 3 d please ; 
GbdsTthey’hacl tried of 'every shape and size 
That godsmiths could produce or priests devise ; 50 

These Adam-wits, too foitunately free, 

Began to dream they wanted liberty ; 

And when no rule, no precedent was found 
Of men by’ laws less circumscribed and bound, 


* Annaheti Anne Scott, countess of Buccleuch in her own light, married to the Duke of 
hlonmouth, 1665. The name of Scott was afterwards given to him, and he was created Duke of 
buccleuch. The Duchess of Monmouth was an early and zealous friend of Dryden. He dedi- 
cated to her his play of the “Indian Empeior,” published in 1667. Speaking of the Duke and 
Duchess in his “Vindication of the Duke of Guise” (1683), he says : “ The obligations I have had 
to him weie those of his countenance, his favour, his good word, and his esteem ; all which I have 
likewise had in a greater measuie from his excellent duchess, the patroness of my poor unworthy 
poetry.” This was in reply to charges of ingratitude made against Diyden in this poem against 
.Monmouth’s schemes and party. But such charges were not just. In reproving Monmouth’s 
ambitious designs, Dryden has so treated him personally that he might have even pleased him.* To 
the Duchess, who deplored her husband’s ambition, and whom he very soon deserted for Lady 
Wentworth, this poem could not have given offence , and it would appear from a passage in 
Diyden’s Dedication of “King Arthur” to Lord Halifax (1691) that he did not lose the Duchess’s 
favour. She had read that play in manuscnpt and recommended it to Queen Mary: “my first 
and best patroness,” Dryden there calls her, 

t By “Amnon’s murder” is probably intended the attack made on Sir John Coventry in 
December 1670, by some officers and men of the troop of the King’s horse-guards, of which Mon- 
mouth was captain, to punish him for a sarcasm spoken in the House ot Commons about the 
King’s amours. Monmouth was believed to be the instigator of this outrage One of the party, 
Mr. O’Brien, son of the Earl of Inchiquin, was concealed by Monmouth after the fray. Coventry’s 
nose was slit with a penknife. Very soon after this business, the Duke of Monmouth, with the 
young Duke of Albemarle and some others, was involved in a disgraceful riot in Whetstone Park, 
near Lincoln’s Inn Fields, in which a beadle was killed. This event is the subject of a coarse poem 
m the “ State Poems ” ( vol. i. p 147), “ On the three Dukes killing the Beadle on Sunday 
morning, February the 26th, 1670-1.’' Who was the thiid duke is not known : they are called 
“ three bastard dukes," A royal pardon was granted to all the offenders in this fatal brawl. 
Though there ivas no murder in the case of the cowardly on.sIaught on, Sir John Coventry, it i.s 
more probable that Dryden specially refers here to it, to which the excuse of “injured fame" is 
applicable. Precise description was not needed, and Dryden probably desired to avoid it. He 
would not have wished to mention the disreputable Whetstone Park homicide, and the artful 
vagueness of these extenuating lines is skilful 

t Swn^ London. 

j A L.atin use of sincere : see note on stanza 209 of “ Annus Mirabilis.” 

H TAe JewSi the English. * 
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They led their wild desires to woods and caves 55 
And thought tliarall but savages were slaves. 

They who, when Saul* was dead, without a blow 
Made foolish ^shboslictht the crown forego ; 

Who banished David did from Hebipnt bring, 

And with a general shout proclaimSi him King ; 60; 

Those very Jews who at their very best ^ , 

Their humour more than loyalty exprest, 

Now wb’ndfered why so long they had obeyed 
Ai y jdoly kionarGh which their hands had made ; 

Thougnt they might ruin him they cpuld create 65 
Or melt hinj to that golden calf, a Stote. ' - •*' ' 

But thesp jf^^ere" random bdlfs ; no fommd design 
Nor ijif^d^t'^a'Se the factious crowd to join : 

The sober part of Israel, free from stain, 

Well knew the value of a peaceful reign ; 70 

And looking backward with a wise affright 
Saw seams of wounds dislipnest to the sight, 

In contemplation of whose ugly scars 
They cursed jthe memory of civil wars. 

The ilidderate sort of men, thus qualified, 75 

Inclined the balance to the bettei side'; 

And David’s mildness managed it so well, 

The bad found no occasion to rebel. *'* * ' 

JBut when to sin our B|ass 5 i nature leans, 

The careful Devil is stHTat hand with means 80 

And providently pi^ps for ill desires > 

The gooc^ol<^CJUise,^ revived, .a plot requires, 

Plots true or talsc^e necessary things, ^ 

To raise up commonwealths and ruin kings. 

The inhabitants of old Jemsalem 85 

Were Jebusi tes the town so called from them, 

And thei^lie native right. * 

But when the c!ios“en people grew more strong, 

The rightfulxauseVt length became the wrong ; 

And eveiy^osniie men of Jebus bore, 

They still were thought God’s enemies the more. 

Thus worn and weakened, well or ill content, 

Submit they must to David’s government ; 

Ijnp^y^firished and deprived of all command, 

i'lieir taxes doubledas'^they lost theii land ; 95 

And, what was harder yet to flesh and blood, 

(Their gods disg rac e d ^ and burnt like common 


* Saui Oliver Cromwell i IsJcbosIieth, Richard Cromwell 

1 Hehi'on, in the Second Part of Absalom and Achitophel,’; in which the names of the original 
noem were continued with the same applications, means Scotland . and it is so used m Dryden s 

. 'Uotf. Here one would expect Hebron to mean the 

~ “ ' A 


of Jomsalcm in the time of the Jebusite, wn. 

Jebusi ; but so far there is no parnllel. 
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This set the h^^Jhen priesthood in a flame, 

For priests of all religions are the same. 

Of whatsoe’er descent their godhead be, loo 

Stock, stone, or other homely pedigree, 

In his defence his servants are as bold. 

As if he had been bom of beaten gold. 

The Jewish Rabbins,* * * § though their enemies, 

In this conclude them honest men and wise : 105 

For ’twas their duty, all the learned think, 

To espouse his cause by whom they eat and drink. 

From hence began that Plot, the nation^s curse, 

Bad in itself, but represented worsej 

Raised in extremes, and in extremes decried, no 

■^ith oaths affirmed, with d5dng vows denied, 

Not weighed or winnowed by the multitude. 

But swallowed in the mass, unchewed and crude. 

Some trath there was, but dashed and brewed with lies 
To please the fools and puzzle all the wise : 115 

Succeeding times did equal folly call 
Believing nothing or believing all. 

The Egyptian + rites the Jebusites embraced. 

Where gods were recommended by their taste | 

Such savoury deities must needs be good 120 

As t served at once for worship and for food. 

By force they could not introduce these gods, 

For ten to one in former days was odds : 

So fraud was used, the sacrificer’^ trade ; 

Fools are more hard to"conquer than persuade. 125 

Their busy teacheis mingled with the Jews " 

And raked for converts even the court and stews . 

Which Hebrew priests § the more unkindly took, 

Because tEe fleece accompanies the flock. 

Some thought they God’s anointed meant to slay 130 

By guns, ig,y.ented since full many a day : I ' 

Our author swears it not ; but who canlcnow 
How far the Devil and Jebusites may go ? 

This plot, which failed for want of common sense, 

Had yet a deep and dangerous consequence ; 13S 

For as, when raging fevers boil the blood, 

The standing lake soon floats into a flood, 

And evety hostile humour which before 
Slept quielln its channels bubbles o’er ; 

So several factions from this first ferment 140 

Work up. to foam and threat the government 
Some Ey'their friends, more by themselves thought wise, 
Opposed the power to which they could not rise. 

Some had in courts been great an (5 thrown horn thence, 

Like fiends were hardened in impenitence. 145 

* T/ie Je<mish Rahhins^ doctors of the Chitich of England 

t French. 'I'he three following lines are a sneer at transuhstantiation. 

I And in fast edition U'.leid of 

§ fJebreiu clergymen uf the Chuich of England 
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Some by their MonarcVs fatal mercy grown 
From pardoned rebels kinsipen to the thione 
Were raised in power and public office high ; 

Strong bands, if bands ungrateful men could tie.’’ 

Of these the false Achitophel* was first, 150 

A name to all succeeding ages cmst :•>»/»» 

For cljDse designs and crooked counsels + fit, 

Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit, ■ '*' 

Restless, unfixed in principles X and place. 

In power unpleased, impatient of disgrace ; ■ ' '^55 

'X fiery soul.' wliicK working out its way, 

Fretted the pig mv ]2pdy§ to decay - 
And o’er-infof niff the tenement of clay. 

A dating pilot m extremity, 

Pleased with the dan^, when the waves went high, 160 
He sought the storms ,* but, for a calm unfit, 

Would steer too nigh the sands to bpast his wit. 

'Great wits are sure to madness near allied 
And thin partitions do their bounds divide ; 

Else, why should he, with wealth and honour blest, 165 
Refuse his age the needful hours of rest? 

Punish a body which he could notplcasq. 

Bankrupt of liferye't pfbdigafof ease*?"' 

And all to leave what with his toil he won 
TpJhatuiifeathere,dJwoj;le^ged thing, ason, 170 

fj 

* AckiiopJtel^ Anthony Ashley Cooper, earl of Shaftesbury. He had been Lord Chancellor, 
1672-3 Very soon after he had been deprived of the Great Seal, he was entreated by the King, 
through Ruvxgny, the French ambassador, to return to office, and great offers were at the same 
time made to him . but he refused. During the ferment of the Popish Plot, when the Privy 
Council was re-organized in April 1679, he was, by the Kmg’s special desire, made President of the 
Council ; hut he ceased to be President m October Efforts were apam made immediately after 
to induce him to return to office, and the Treasury was proposed to him ; but he refused. (Henry 
Sidney’s Diary, vol i pp x8i, 5 ) I’hen followed his presenting the Duke of York as a Popish 
recusant, his promotion of the Exclusion Bill,_ and his advo^cy of the Duke of Monmouth’s 
pretensions to legitimacy. After the short session of the parliament at Oxford in 1681, he was 
appiehended at his house in London, July 2, on a charge of high treason and sent to the Tower; 
all his papers were seized; his trial was not brought on tijl November, when the Grand Jury 
threw out the hill, November 24, a few days after the pubhcation of this poem. • 

1 Counsel in first edition instead of counsels, 
j PrinciN^ in first edition instead of pnneiphs. 

§ Shaftesbury's small person was similarly, but less poetically, referred to in the “ Essay on 
Satire," by the Earl of Mulgrave (Duke of Buckinghamshire), which has been ascribed to Dryden, 
and which may have received touches from Dryden’s pen : 

“ As by our little Machiavel we find. 

That nimblest creature of the busy kind ; 

' His legs are cnppled, and his body shakes, 

Yet his bold mind that all this bustle makes 
No pity of Its poor companion takes. 

What gravity can hold from laughing out 
To see that lug his feeble limbs about ? 

Like hounds ill-couplcd, Jowler is so strong 
He jades poor Trip and drags him all along 
'Tis such a cruelty as ne’er was known 
To use a body thus, though ’ris one’s own ” 

The Essay on Satire” was circulated in manuscript in 1679 This extract is taken from the 
revised edition in the Works” of Mulgrave, which differs considerably from the first publication, 
always given by the editors who have printed Ibis piece in Dryden’s works. 

0 
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' ''I Got, while his soul did huddled notions try, 

./fAnd born a shapeless lump, like anarchy.'^ 

' In fi'iendship false, implacable in’ bate, 

Resolved to rum or to rule the state ; 

To cpnipass this the triple bond he broke, - 175 

The'pillars of the public safety shook, 

And fitted Israel for a foreign yoke ;t 
Then, seized with fear, yet still affecting fame, 

Usurped $ a patriot’s all-atoning name. 

So easy still it proves ‘in factious times § i8o 

With public zeal to cancel private crimes. 

* Lord Shaftesbury’s son and successor was a man of no ability and of insignificant character 
J^Nothmg can excuse this savage attack on Shaftesbury thiough his son’s weakness. The son was 
born in 165s ; his mother, Shaftesbury’s second wife, was of a loyal stock, daughter of an Earl of 
Exeter. Shaftesbury, though married three times, had only two children, sons, both by his second 
wife, Lady Frances Cecil ; one of them died m infancy JDr^en has appropriated for vilification 
li the humoious definition of man, ascribed to Elato, CSfov ajTTepoy. (Diogen Laert Vit 
rRilosopH. vi.'*40, in Life of Diogenes.) ‘^SKHEesbury’s son, so contemptuously described by 
Dri'-den, was father of a man of great ability, the third Earl of Shaftesbury, author of the 
“ Characteristics,” who, m that work, has ndiculed some of Dryden’s faults and fo*bIes It was 
not in human nature that he should admire the insulting libeller of his father and grandfather. 
Dryden’s attacks on the grandfather are not confined to Absalom and Achitophel” and “The 
Medal ” In one of the scenes of “Albion and Albanius,” produced on the stage m 1685, aftei 
Shaftesbury’s death, his bodily infirmities were disgracefully caricatured. “ On the front of the 

E edestal is drawn a man with a long, lean, pale face, with fiends’ wings, and .snakes twisted round 
is body ; he is accompanied by several fanatical lebellious heads, who suck poison from him, 
which runs out of a tap in his side ” This was the lately deceased Shaftesbuiy, who had had for 
many years an issue for relief of an internal abscess caused by a fall when he was in Holland, on 
the occasion of the Restoration, as one of the commissioners of the Parliament to compliment the 
King. It is.fead to see Dryden^s powers of mind so degraded by rancour or subserviency. 

t I'his was the alliance with Fiance Of 1670 for war with Holland, destroying tlle"pblicy of the 
triple alliance of England, Holland, and Sweden of 166^ which was directed against France 
The leading ministers in 1670 were Clifford, Arlington, Buckingham, Shaftesbury (then Lord 
Ashley), and Lauderdale, the five whose names made “Cabal.” It is now known that Shaftes- 
bury and Buckingham were not in the King’s and the three others’ secrets . Buckingham because 
they would not trust him, and Shaftesbury because they feared him Sh^esbury nevw knew of ^ 
th^&^r^t treaty with Franny nf Tiinf> Dryden, however, as a'cont'empof?jSy,’^b’uid'not‘“ 

H'dve kno'^'the secrets of the Cabinet, anarie judged by appearances. But what is to be thought 
of this cl).arge being fulminated agamst Shaftesbury by Dryden, who in his' “ Amboyna’’ had done 
his utmost at the same time to inflame his countrymen against the Dutch, and had dedicated that 
play to Lord Clifford, m 1673, with unmeasured praise of his wisdom and patriotism ? In the 
Epilogue of “Amboyna” he had pronounced the French alliance against Holland necessary and 
"beneficial : 

“ Yet is their empire no true growth, but humour, 

And only two kmgs’ touch can cure the tumour ” 

And as Shaftesbury, In a speech delivered in 1673 as Lord Chancellor in exposition of the King’s 
policy, had said., after Cato, “ Delenda est Carthago,” so Dryden had in the same year concluded 
the Epilogue with a reference to the same phrase : 

“ All loyal English will, like him, conclude, 

Let Cmsar live, and Carthage be subdued.” 

Diyden’s flagrant inconsistencies ace.ve^ many, and neither his nor his praise has nece s- 

sanly an^^tie. •-« 

' f Ashimed m first edition instead of usurped, 

§ The twelve lines 180-191 were added in the second edition. A very ab.surd stor^f has been put 
forward, that Shaftesbury, immediately after the appearance of “Absalom and Achitophel,” 
showed his magnanimity by giving Dryden a nomination for one of his sons to Charter-house 
School, and that Dr)>’den requited the magnanimous gift with the praise at the end of these addi- 
tional lines. The stonr was first published in Kippis’s “ Biogi^hia Britannica,” and was given on 
the authority of Mr. Martyn, then engaged in preparing a Life of Shaftesbury from the family- 
papers Mr. Martyn’.s Life was published ^long after, and contains the same story. (Life of Shaftes- 
bury, edited by G Wmgrove Cooke, x 1^) Mr, Martyn’s Life contains many ab.surd and 
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How safe is tieason and how sacred ill, 

Where none can; sin againstjhe people’s will, 

Where crowds can wink and no offence be known, 

Since in another’s guilt they find their own I 185 

Yet fame deserved no enemy can grudge ; 

The statesman we abhor, but praise the Judge. 

Ill Israel’s courts ne’er sat an Abbethdin * 

With more discerning eyes or hands more clean, 

Unbnbed, unsought, the wretched to redre^, ' 190 

Swift of despatch and easy of access. 

Oh ! had he been content to serve the crown 
With virtues only proper to the gown. 

Or had the rankness of the soil been freed 

From cockle fKaf oppressed the noble seed, 195 

David for him his tuneful harp had strung 

And Heaven had wanted oi)te„immortalsong.t 

But wild ambition loves to slid^, not stand, 

And Fortune’s ice prefers to" Virtue’s land.J 
Achitophel, grown weary to possess 200 

A lawful fame and lazy happiness, 

Disdained the ^plden frui^to gather free 
And lent the crowd his arm to shake the tree. 

Now, .manifest of, crimes § contrived long since, 

He stood at bold defence with his Prince, 205 

impossible stories ; and this is one of them. Malone took great pains to refute the^ story. A son 
of Dryden was admitted to the school m February 1683, nominated by the King. The first 
edition of “Absalom and Achitophel” appealed in November, and the second in December, 1681 
But It IS enough to say that it was. impossible for Shaftesbury, with the slightest selPrespect, to 
offer a favour to Dryden after so Jruculent an attack ; and m a few months Dryden again attacked 
Shaftesbury savagely in “The Medal.” It is not easy to suppose Dryden so base as his subsequent 
attacks on Shaftesbury would prove him, if he had received this favour. Lord Campbell has argued 
for the probability of this absurd sto^ (Lives of the Lord Chancellors, iv. 175, ed 1857 1 
Lord Campbell is right in considering Dryden’s praise of httle value , but it need not have been 
bought In the interval between the two editions, the grand jury of London threw out the hill of 
high treason against Shaftesbury, and in his hour of triumph Dryden may have felt some dis* 
position to conciliate one, on whom he had trampled without remorse when in prison and apparently 
utterly fallen 

* The Abbethdin (so spelt by Dryden, wot Abethdin, as has been printed in all late editions) was 
president of the Jewish judicature, literally father [nJb) of the hous>e of judgment [heth-dm). 

t This arrogant boast, which has been justified, could only have been made m an anonymous i 
publication ^ There is a similar boast in the lines contnbuted by Dryden to Tate's continuation of 
this poem, line 410 ; . 

“/Who by my IMuse to all succeeding times 
f Shall live, in spite of their own dogrel rhymes.” 

IVani is used in a simple sense no longer current, to he without: 

“ F riend of my life, which did not you prolong, 

The world had wanted many an idle song.” 

Pope, Prologue to Satires^ vj, 

t Lord Macaulay has traced these two lines to their probable ongin in some verses in Knolles’s 
“ History of the Turks ; ” 

“ Greatness on goodness loves to slide, not stand, ^ 

And leaves for Fortune’s ice Virtue’s firm land.’ 

Macaulay’s Essay ou Sir William Temple* 

^ Mxmjesi of crimes is a Latinism: “Manifestus tanti scelerls ’ (Sallust, Jugurtha, 39). The 
same idiom occurs again in Dryden : 

“ Cahbto there i.tood manifest of shame,” . , , , 

PaUwwi ami Arcife, book i, I 023. 
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Held up the buckler of the people’s cause 
Aj2jain&l the crown, and skul^ked behind the laws. 

The wished occasion of the Plot he lakes ; 

Some circumstances finds, but more he makes ’ 

By bu2zing emissaries fills the cais 2io 

Of listening crowds with j ealousies and fears 
Of arbitrary counsels brou^it to light, 

And proves tlilTtlng himself a Jebusite.+ 

Weak arguments ! which yet he knew full well 
Were strong with people easy to rebel. 215 

Por governed by the moon, the giddy Jews 
Treaa tlie"same track when she the prime renews : 

And once inTwenty years their scribes record, 

Ty natural instinct they change their lord.J 

^chitophel still wants a chief, and none ' 220 

iVVas found so fit as ’warlike Absalon. 

Not that he wished his greatness to cieate. 

For politicians neither love nor hate : 

But, for he knew his title not allowed 

Would keep him still depending on the erdwd, 225 


The charge against Shaftesbury of helping to invent the Plot is .tottgll y wit hout proof and 
against all probability , yet it is one of the calumnies, engendered by tHe'Tury con- 

tention, which have clung to his name; and Dn'den’s splendid but little scrupulous satiie has* 
materially contnbuted to perpetuate injustjcfi, Shaftesbury entirely believed in the Plot, as did 
other's of calmer temperament whose g&Wttie^ is unquestioned, and he prosecuted the discoveries 
■with all the ardour of hi» vehement nature He had his faults, but he -was not a fiend, or base. 
Among those who were associated with him in all his inquiries, and who shared in his thorough 
belief, were the Earl of Esse-c and Lord Russell. In the paper which Lord Russell delivered to 
the sheriff'* on the scaffold weie these words. “As for the share I had in the prosecution of the 
Popish Plot, I take God to witness that I proceeded in it in the sincenty of my heart, being then 
really convinced, as I am still, that there was a conspiracy against the Ring, the nation, and the 
Protestant religion , and I likewise profess that I never knew anything either directly or indirectly 
of any practice with the witnesses ; which I looked upon as so horrid a thing that I could never 
have endured it ” Bishop Burnet, who disliked Shaftesbury, and who blames him for his vehement 
support of the evidence in the Plot, acquits him of all share in the invention (History of Own 
Time. 1.438.) ’ 

/t That Charles II. had privately declaied himself a Roman Catholic, in'iddp, to a few trusted 
^’councillors, and had shortly after made sec.ct engagements with Louis XIV. for establishing the 
Roman Catholic religion in England, aie now known facts beyond dispute Extracts from des- 

S atches in the Archives of the French Foreign Office, published by M. Mignet in his work on the 
legotiations relative to the Spanish succession, have made a considerable addition to the know- 
ledge on this subject furnished by Dalrymple and Maephorson, A recent publication by Father 
Bocro fiom the Archives of the Jesuits’ College at Rome shows that Charles authorized proposals 
to the Pope for reconciling himself and England to Rome as early as 1662 See an interesting 
article in the “Gentleman’s Magazine," January 1866. To “prove the king a Jebusite” was 
therefore no calumnious invention of Shaftesbury. 

J The accent is on the last syllable of insiimtt as again in line S35 j and always with Dryden and 
Ins contemporaries. So in “ Hudibras 


“ To whom our knight by just instinct 
Of wit and temper was so linked.” 

Part 1, canto j, 1. 032. 

This note is not unnecessary, as in a recent edition Mr, R, Bell proposed to alter this line into 
“ How they, by natural instinct, change their lord,” 

in order, as he says, to “redeem the metre.” The same editor has silently altered a line in another 
poem, where irhnupk ncairs whh the accent, as throughout Dryden, on the last syllable, to make 
It stilt mwlern pronunention n..ie 13 of Poem to Lady Castlcmamc). And see the note on the 
word cominerce in stanra 15S of “Annus Mirabihs.’t 
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That kingly power, thus ebbing out, might be 
Prawn, .to, the dregs of a democracy.* * * § ‘ ' ' 

Him lie attempts with studied' arts to please 
And sheds his venom in such words as these : 

Auspicious prince, at whose nativity 230 

Some royal planet ruled the southern sky, 

Thy longing country’s darling and desire, 

V Their cloudy pillar and their guardian fire. 

Their second Moses, whose extended wand 
f*Hividest the seas and shows the promised land, 235 

' |/Whqse dawning day an every distant age 
Has exercised 3 ie sacred prophet’s rage, 
f*The people’s prayer, the glad diviner’s theme, 

The^yomig men’s vision and. the old men’s dream, 

'‘‘Thee Saviour, thee the nation’s vow&'confess, 240 

“ And never satisfied with seeing bless : 

Swift unbespoken pomps thy steps proclaim, 

“And stammering babes are taught .to lisp thy^name. 

“How long wilt thou the general joy detain, * 

Staive and defiaud the people of thy reign ’ 245 

“ Content ingloriously to pass thy days, 

“ Like one of virtue’s fools^thai feeds on praise ; 

“Till thy fresh glories, "ivhich now shine so blight, 

“ Grow stale and tarnish with our daily sight. 

“ Believe me, royal youth, thy fruit must be 250 

Or gathered ripe, or rot upon the tree. 

“ Heaven has to all allotted, soon or late, 

Some lucky rev olution of their fate : 

“Whose motions*!? we watch and guide with skill, 

(For human good depends on human will, ) 255 

Our fortune rolls as fi*oni a smooth descent 
And from the first impression takes the bent ; 

“But, if unseizecT, she glides away like wind 
** And leaves repenting folly far behind. 

Now, now she meets you with a glorious piize 260 

‘/•And spreads her locks before her as she flies. 

Had thus old David, from whose loins you spring, 

;“Not dared, when Fortune called him to be King, 
i“ At Gath^ an exile he might stiU remain. 

And Heaven’s anointing oil had been in vain. 265 

Let his successful youth your hopes engage, *| 

But shun the example of declining age. J. 

, “Behold him setting in his western skies, 

The shadows lengthening as the vapours rise ; 

He is not now, as when, on Jordan’s sand,§ 270 

“ The joyful people thronged to see him land, 

“ Covering the beach and blackening all the strand, 

* This alliterative line is reproduced In “ The Hind and the Tanther,” book ii. i. an. 

t S/mts 7 ip in first edition instead of divides, 

t Gath^ Hrusscls. • . . , * . « t 

§ Jordan represents the English seas: in line SVji, “Jordan’s flood” is the Irish Cnantiel. 


But like the Prince of Angels, from his height 
“Comes tumbling downward with diminished light : 

“ B.etrayed by one poor Plot to public scorn, 275 

“(Our blessing since his curst return,) 

“Those heaps of people, which one sheaf did bind, 

“ Blown off and scattered by a puff of wind. 

“ \Vhat strength can he to your designs oppose, 

“j^aked jof friends,^ and round beset with foes ? 280 

If PHarabH’rh doubtful succour he should use, 

A foreign aid would more incense the Jews ; ^ 

* ‘ Proud Egypt would dissembled friendship bring, 

“ Foment the war, but noFsupport the King : 

“Nor would the royal party e’er unite ^ 285 

“ With Pharaoh’s arms to assist the Jebusite ; 

“ Or, if they should, their intoest soon would break 
“ And with such odious aid make David weak, 

“All sorts of men, by my successful arts 
“ Abhorring kings, estrange their altered hearts 290 

“From David’s rule : and ’tis the general cry, 

“Religion, commonwealth, and liberty. 

“If you, as champion of the public good, 

“Add to their arms a chief of royal blood, 

“ What may not Israel hope, and what applause ' "295 
“ Might such a general gain by such a cause ? 

“Not barren praise alone, that gaudy flower, 

“Fair only to the sight, but solid power ; ^ , 

“ And nobler is a limited command, 

“ Given by the love of all yoi^r native land, ^ 3pc 

“ Than a successive title, long and dark; - ' ' ’ 

Drawn from tKe mouldy Tolls of Noah’s ark,” 

What cannot praise effect in mighty minds, 

When flattery soothes and when ambition blinds ? 

Desire of power, on earth a vicious weed, 305 

Yet spr ung from high is of celestial seed ; , 

In Gro 3 "’tis glory, and when men aspire, 

’Tis but a spark too much of heavenly fire. 

The ambitious youth, too covetous of fame. 

Too full of an gel’s metal in his frame, ^ ^ 310 

Unwarily wSle 3 !lrcS*virtue’s ways, 

Made drunk with honour and debauched witli praise. 

Half loth and half consenting to the ill, 

For loyaf blood within him struggled still, 

He thus replied : “ And what^etence have I 315 

“ To take up arms for public liBeffy 7 
“ My father governs with unquestioned right, 

“The faith’s defender and mankind’s delight, t 
“ Good, graciou s, just, observant of the laws ; 

“ And Heaven by p o nd er s has ^espoused his cause. 320 
* • ^ ^ ^ 

* Na^d is a Gallipt®. Dryden’ uses dry similarly in his play ‘^Amphitryon," act 3, sc, 1: : 

dry of those embpces **' See note on of^ in Staiwas on Oliver Cromwell, 14. 

T Phartsuth^ Louis XTV. king of France (Egypt'. 

I Ainor atque deliciee generis humani,” said of fiie Emperor Titus by Suetonius, chap. r. 
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Whom has he wronged in all his peaceful reign ? 

Who sues for justice to his throne in vain ? 

*i What millions has he pardoned of his foes 
*‘'Whom just revenge did to his wrath expose . 

Mild, easy, humble, studious of our good, 325 

** Inclined to mercy and averse from blood. 

If mildness ill with stubborn Israel suit, 

His crime is God’s beloved attribute. 

What could he gam his people to betray 
Or change his right for arbitrary sw^ ? 330 

Let haughty P^Karaoh curse with such a reign 
His fruitful Nile, and yoke a servile train. 

‘^If David’s rule Jerusalem displease, 

** The dog -star heats their brains to this disease, 

\ ** Whyll^n" should I, encouraging the bad, 335 

' “ Turn rebel and run popularly mad ? 

“ Were he a tyrant, who by lawless might 
Oppressed the Jews and raised the Jebusite, 

“Well might I mourn ; but nature’s holy ‘ 

Would curb my spirits and restrain my hands ; 340 

The people might assert their liberty, 

But what was right in them were crime in me. • 

His favour leaves me nothing to require, 

“ Prevents my wishes and outruns desire ; 

** What more can I expect while David lives ? 345 

“ All but his kingly diadem he gives : 

And that ” — But there he paused, then sighing said, 

“ Is justly destined for a worthier head ; 

“For when my father from his toils shall rest 
“ And late augment the number of t]^, blest;^ 350 

“His lawful issue shall the throne as^nd^, 

“ Or the cqllateral line, where that shall end. * 

“ His brother, though oppressed with vulgar spite, 

“Yet dauntless and secure of native right, 

“ Of every royal virtue stands possest, 355 

“ Still dear to all the bravest and the best. 

“ His courage foes, his friends his truth proclaim, 

“ His loyalty the King, the world his fame . 

“ His mercy even the offending crowd will find, 

“ For sure he comes of a forgiving kind.* 360 

* The Duke of York’s character is thus drawn hy Drvden in *' The Duke o<‘ G\nse ’ (act s»sc. i), 
the King of France praising his ‘‘brother of Navarre” to the Archbishop of Lyons; 

** I know my brother's nature ; ’tis sincere. 

Above deceit, no crookedness of thought; 

Says what he means, and what he says performs ; 

Brave, but not rash ; successful, but not proud ; 

So much acknowledging that he uneasy 
Till every petty service he o’erpaid. 

ArcJth, Some say revengeful. 

Some th en libel him : 

But that's what both of us have learnt to, hear? 

He can forgive, but you disdmn forgiveness.*’ 

The play of "The Duke of Guise” was first acted in December 1682. 
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“ Why should I then at Heaven’s decree 
“Which gives me no pTret^ce to royalty? 

“Yet oh that Fate, propitiously inclined, ’ 

“Had raised my birth or had debased my mind, 

“To my large soul not all her treasure lent, 365 

“And then betrayed it to a mean descent ! 

“I find, I find my mounting spirits bold, 

“ And David’s part disdains my mother’s mould. 

“Why am I scanted by a niggard, birth ? ‘ ' 

“My soul disclaims the kjndred of her earth 370 

“ And, made for empire^ whispers me within, 

“ Desire of greatness is a god-like sin.”^ 

Him staggering so when Hell’s dire agent found, 

While fainting virtue scarce maintained her ground, 

He pours fresh forces in, and thus replies : * 375 

“ The eternal God, supremely good and wise, 

“ Imparts not these prodigious gifts in vain. 

“ What wonders are x'eserved to bless your reign I 
“ Against your will your arguments have shown, 

“ Such virtue’s only given to guide a throne. 380 

“Not that your father’s mildness I contemn, 

“ But manly force becomes the diadem. 

“ ’Tis true he grants the people all they crave, 

“ And more perhaps than subjects ought to have : • ■ 

“For lavish grants si^ppose a monarch lame 385 

“ And more his goodness than his wit proclaim. 

“ But when should people strive their bonds to break, 

“ If not when kings are negligent or weak ? 

“Let him give on till he can give no more, 

“ The thrifty Sanhedrin f shall keep him poor ; 390 

“And every shekel which he can receive 
Shall cost a limb of his prerogative. 

plots .shah be my care, 

“Qr plunge 'Kiih deep in some expensive war ; 

1“ Whfch'when his treasure' can ho’mor^ supply, 395 

1 “ He must with the remains of kingship buy. 

“ His faithful friends our jealousies and fears 
“ Call Jebusites and Pharaoh’s pensioners, 

“.Whom when our fury from his aid has torn, 

He shall be naked left to public scorn. 400 

“The next successor, whom I fear and hate, 
made obnoxious to the State, 


^ Compare another passage of Dryden : 

“ Ambitious fools we are. 

And yet ambition is a god-like fault ! 

Or rather *tis no fault in souls born great, 
who dare extend their glory by their deeds.” 

King ArtJmr, act 1, sc. 2. 


t TVie Suttliedfinf the Parliament. 



4 BSAL 0 M AND ACmTOPNED 


101 


^‘Turned all his virtues to his overthrow, 

** And gained our elders to pronounce a foe. 

“His right for sums of necessary gold 405 

“ Shall first be pawned, and afterwards be sold ; 

“Till time shall ever-wanting David draw 
“To pass your doubtful tide into law. 

[“If not, the people have a right supieme 

8“ To make their kings, for kings aic made for them. lO 

“ All empire is no more than power in Inist, 

“Which, when resunied. can be no longer just. 

* * Succession, for me general good designed, 

“In its own wrong a nation cannot bind : 

“If altering that the people can lelieve, 415 

“Better one suiFer than a nation^ giieve. 

“The Jews well know their power’: eie Saul they cho^e 
“ God was their King, and God they duist depose t 
“ Urge now your piety, your filial name, f.* ' '* 

“A father’s right and fear of future fame/*' 

^’S’The public good, that universal call, / • / 

“,To which even Heaveii submitted, an^\ers all. 

“Nor let his love enchant your generous mind*; 

“’Tis Nature’s ^ck to propagate her kind. , i 
“ Our fond begclters, who would nevei die, 425 

“Love but themselves in their posterity. 

“Or let his kindness by the (?ffect§ be tiiecl 

* ‘ Or let him lay his vain pretence' aside. 

“ God said, He loved your father ; could lie b. ing 
“ A belter proof than to anoint him King? 4;p 

“ It surely showed, He loved the shepherd well 
“Who gave so fair a flock as Israel. 

“ Would David have you thought his darling son ?/ 

“What means he then to alienate the ciown ? * 

“The name of godly he may lilush to bear ; 435 

“’Tis after God’s own heait to cheat Ins hcir.1 
“ He to his brother gives supreme command, 

“To you a legacy of barren land, 

“ Peihaps the old harp bn whicli' he thrums his lays 
“ Or some dull ^ebrew ballad in your praise. • 440 

“ Then the|nextj|heir, a prince severe and wise, ■ 

“ Alieady looks bn ybu with jealous eyes, 

“ Sees through the thin disguises of your arts^ 

“ And marks your progress in the people’^sTSearts ; 

* Million- in first edition instead of nation 

t Dryden represents tke government of the Commonwealth before Cromwell’s Protectorate as a 
theocracy. Compare line saa, their old beloved theocracy ’* 
t The meaning of this is that Charles may blush to call himself “godly,” when he declines to 
cheat the Duke of York of his succession, to do which would be “after God’s own heart” Derrick 
turned this line into a question, changing into wV; 

“ Is’t after God’s own heart to cheat his heir?” 

This change makes an unmusical beginning of the line, and deprives the passage of meaning. Yet 
it has been established in the modern editions, including Scott’s. David was “after God’s own 
heart” because he fulfilled all his will. See fiotc on line 7. 
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“Though now his mighty soul its grief contains, 445 

“He meditates revenge who least complains ; 

“ And like a lion, slumbeiing in the way 
“ Or sleep dissembling, while he waits his pre}',* ** 

“ His fearless foes within his distance draws, 

“ Constrains his roaring and contracts his paws, 450 

“ Till at the last, his time for fury found, 

“He shoots with sudden vengeance fiom the ground, 

“The prostrate vulgar passes o’er and spares, 

“ But with a lorSIy rage his hunters tears ; 

“ Your case no tame e^edients will afford, 4S5 

“Resolve on death or conquest by the sword, 

“Which for no less a stake than life you’ 3 raw, 

“And self-defence is Nature’s eldest law. 

“ Leave the wann people no considering time, 

“ For then rebellion may be thought a crime. 4^0 

“ Prevail yourself of what occasion gives, f 
“But try your title while your father lives ; 

“And’,' thaf your arms may have a fair^retenqe, ' 

“ Proclaim you take them in the King’s, defence ; 

“ Whose sacred life each minute wmuld expose ' 465 

“ To plots from seeming fiiends and secret foes 
“And who can sound the depth of David's soul ? 

“ Perhaps his fear his kindness may control : 

“ tie fears his brother, though he loves his ?on, 

“ For plig hted vows too late to be undone. * 470 

“If soT^y force lie washes to be gained, 

“ Like women’s lechery to seem constrained. 

“Doubt not : but, when he most affects the frown, 

“Commit a pleasing rape upon the crown. 

“ Secure his person to secure your cause ; 475 

“They, who possess the Prince, possess the laws.” 

He said, and tliis advice above the rest 
With Absalom’s mild nature suited best ; 

Un blamed of life t (ambition set aside), 

Nof^ameU‘’^Tdi cruelty nor puffed with pride, 4bo 

How happy had he been, if Destiny 

Had higher placed his birth or not so high ! 

His kingly virtues might have claimed a throne 
And blessed all other countries but his own ; 

But charming greatness since so few refuse, 4S5 

Xis juster to lame nt him than accuse,., , , 

• This simile reappears in “ Sigismunda and Guiscardo ” (line 241) in describing Tancred’s fury : 

** For malice and revenge had put him on hts guard : 

So, like a hon that unheeded lay. 

Dissembling sleep and watchful to betray, 

With inward rage he meditates his prey ” 

f Prevail^ Dryden^s word, is here restored; avail was substituted by DenIck, and has been 
printed by all editors who have followed him. See note in p 39. 
t UnBlamed of life t a frequent Latlnism with Dryden, as “'.turbulent of wit” in line 153 ' 
swift of despatch,” line 191 
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Strong were his hopes a rival to remove, 

With blagi.^i&hments to gain the public love, 

To head the faction while their zeal was hot, 

And popularly prosecute the plot. , 4.90 

To further this, Xcliitophel unites 
The malcontents of all the Israelites, 

Whose differing parties he could wisely join 
For several ends to serve the same design ; 

The best, (and of the princes some were such,) 495 

Who thought the power of monarchy too much ; 

Mistaken men and patriots in their hearts, 

Not wicked, but seduced by impious arts ; 

By these the springs of property were bent 

And wound jliigh they cracked the government. 5f o 

The next for interest sought to embroil the state 

To sell their duty at a dearer rate, 

And make tlieir Jewish markets of the throne ; 

Pretending public good to serve their own. 

Others thought kings an useless heavy load, 505 

Who cost too much and did too little good. 

These were foi laying honest David by 
On principles of pure good husbandry. 

With them joined all the haranguers of the throng 

That thought to get pieferment by the tongue. 510 

Who follow next a double danger bring, 

Not only hating David, but the King; 

The Solymcean rout,* * * § well versed of old 
In godlyTaction and in treason bold, 

Cowering and quaking at a conqueror’s sword, 515 

But lofty to a lawful prince restored. 

Saw with disdain an l^thnic plotf begun 
And scorned by Jebusites"td be outdone. 

Hot Leyites t headed these ; who pulled before 

From "the ark, which in the Judges’ days they boie, , ^520 

Kesumed their cant, and wima zealous cry 

Pursued their old beloved theociacy, 

Wheie Sanhediin and priest enslaved the nation 
And justified their spoils by i^pir^ition ; 

For who so fit for leign as A'^on’s race,§ ’ 525 

If once dominion they coulcTHPouncr m’ giace? 

These led the pack ; though not of suiest scent, 

Y et deepest mouthed against the government. 

A numerous host of dreaming saints succeed ' 

Of the true old enthusiastic breed : ‘ 530 

’Gainst form and order they their power employ, 

Nothing to build and all things to destroy. 

But far more numerous was the herd of such 
Who think too little and who talk too much. 

* TJte Solymaan the City rabble ; SoHyma, Jerusalem, 

t Bihiic the Popish Plot. 

t LeviteSf priests ; the Presbyterifin ministers, displaced by the Act of Uniformity, 

§ dergy. 



These out of mere instinct, they knew iiiot why, 535 

Adored their fathers’*|^God and property, 

And by the same blinid benefit of Fate 
The Devil and the Jebusite did hate : 

Born to be saved even in their own despite, 

Because they could not help believing right. 540 

Such were the tools ; but a whole Hydra more 
Remains of sprouting heads too long to score. 

Some of their chiefs were princes of the land ; 

In the first rank of these did Zimn^‘ stand, 

A man so various that he seemed to be 545 

Not one, but all mankind’s epitome : 

Stiff m opinions, always in the wrong, 

Was everything by starts and nothing long; 

But in the course of one revolving moon 

Was chymist, fiddler, statesman, and buffoon ; 550 

Then all for women, painting, rhyming, di inking. 

Besides ten thousand freaks that died in thinking. 

Blest madman, who could every hour employ 
With something new to wish or to enjoy ! 

* Zimrl, Georcfe Villiers, duke of Buckingham, son of the minister of James I and Charles I. 
murdered by Felton m 1C28 This second duke was bom in 1627 He married, in 1657, Mary 
Fairfax, the only child of Lord Fairfax, the old parliamentary general After the dismissal of 
Clarendon, in 1667, Buckingham was for some time the chief IMinister , but his volatile character 
and love of pleasure and vice rendered it impossible for him to maintain the ascendency, and he was 
outwitted and cheated by the King, Arlington, Clifford, and Lauderdale in the negotiations with 
B’rance, which led to the secret engagements of 1670. He was, however, not less eager or unscru- 
pulous than they in suppoit of a French alliance, and he was afterwards united with them on that 
question against Shaftesbuiy. He w'as deprived of office at the close of the year 1674, in com- 
pliance with an address from the House of Commons ; he then went as vehemently intoopposipon : 
he was never again a Minister He united very bnlhant talents with cxtieme profligacy of private 
and public life Dryden and his plays had been unspanngly ndiculed by him in “I’he Rehearsal,’^ 
published in 1671 ; the name of Bayes, under which he represented Dryden, stuck to him ever 
after, Dryden now took his revenge. He prided himself on the skilful moderation of this sketch 
of Buckingham “ The character of Zimri In my Absalom,*' Dryden writes in his “ Essay on 
Satire,” “ is, m my opinion, 'worth the whole poem ' it is not bloody, but it is ridiculous enough : and 
he for whom it is intended was too witty to resent it as an injury If I had railed, I might have 
suffered for it justly: but I managed my own work moie happily, perhaps more dexterously. I 
avoided the mention of great enmes, and applied myself to the representing of blind sides and 
Httic extravagances ; to which the wittier a man is, he is generally the more obnoxious. It suc- 
ceeded as I wished , the jest went round,^ and he was laughed at m his turn, who began the frolic.” 
Same similar touches are to he found in Pope's equally famous character of Buckingham, in 
describing his death : 

i ''Alas ! how changed from him 

That life of pleasure and that soul of whim I 
Gallant and gay in Clevcden’s proud alcove, 

The bower of wanton Shrewsbury and love ; 

Or just as gay at council m a nng 
Of mimicked statesmen and their merry king. 

No wit to flatter left of all his store ! 

No fool to laugh at, which he valued more. 

There, victor of his health, of fortune, friends 
And fame, this lord of useless thousands ends.” , 

Moral Essays, iii 305. 

Buckingham wrote a severe hut by no means skilful poetical reply to "Absalom and Achitophel,” 
which appeared \vithin a few weeks after its publication, bearing the title, " Poetic Reflections on 
a late Poem, entitled Absalom and Achitophel, by a Person of Honour.” A poem on the Duke of 
Buckingham, ascribed to Dryden in the second volume of the "State Poems,” published in 1703. 
IS most probably not Dryden's, 
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Railing and praising were his usual themes, 555 

And both, to show his judgment, in extremes : ; 

Spjjjcfij^^viqlent or over civil 

That every 'mam with him’ was^Gpd qr Bevil. 

In squandering wealth was his peculiar ’art ; 

Nothing went unrewarded but desert. 560 

Beggared by fools whom still he found too late, 

He had his jest, and they had his estate. i 
He laughed himself from Court ; then sought rfelief 
By forming parties, but could ne’er be chief : 

For spite of him, the weight of business fell 565 

On Absalom and wise Achitophel ; 

Thus wicked but mwillj of means bereft. 

He left not faction, 'But of that was left. 

Titles and names ’twere tedious to rehearse 
Of lords below the dignity of verse. 570 

Wits, warriors, common-wealth’s-men were the best; 

Kind husbands and mere nobles all the rest. 

And therefore in the name of dulness be 
The well-hung Bjlaam* and cold Caleb t free; 

And canting Na 3 ab let oblivion damn 575 

Who made new porridge for the paschal lamb.t 
I^t friendship’s holy band some^names^ssure, 

Some^th’eir own worth, and some let scorn secure. 

1 ■* Balaam, the Earl of Huntingdon, younger brother of the Lord Hastings, whose early death in 

1649 was lamented m Dryden’s first poem. No memory of thatyoung friendship now restrained 
Dryden from launching a coarse insult at the brother, a man of unquestioned respectability and 
! honour. Lord Huntingdon had been one of those who presented the Duke of York as a Papist, 
i June a6, 1680 , by reason of his rank his name was at the head of the signatures to the Reasons 
1 for the indictment. He was also one of the petitioners to the^ King in 1681 against holding the 
1 parliament at Oxford. He afterwards separated from the Opposition, and was appointed a member 
j of the Privy Council in 1683. Pie was in the next reign staunch to James II., and was after the 
I Revolution excluded from the Act of Indemnity. 

+ Caleb, Ford, Lord Grey of Wark. It was notorious that the Duke of Monmouth had an 
I intrigue with Lord Grey’s wife, and it was probably not known at this time that Lord Grey was 
I cairying on an intrigue with an unmanned sister of his wife, the Lady Henrietta Berkeley This 
intrigue of Lord Grey’s became a great public scandal in the end of 1682, Lord Gicy and others 
being indicted in the King’s Bench .by the Earl of Beikeley for a conspiracy to debauch his 
I daughter. (Howell’s State Trials, ix.'i27, and see Macaulay’s History of England, i 529 ) 

X Nadab, William, Lord Howard of Escrick, the third peer of that title, to which he had suc- 
ceeded in 1678. He had been lately a prisoner m the Tower on account of accusations made by 
I Fitzharris, which were probably untrue. Loid Howard had declared his innocence in taking the 
I Sacrament, while in the Tower. He is accused of having’ taken the Sacrament on this occasion, 

’ in a mixture called “lamb’s wool,” instead of wine. Scott says that lamb’s wool is “ale poured on 
roasted apples and sauce.” If Lord Howard did this, as is probable, his conduct was hardly more 
profane than Dryden’s censure. Other poetical satirists of the time make the same allusion. ^ In 
“ Absalon’s'.Nxne Worthies,” a poem which followed “ Absalom and Achitophel,” on the same side, 
it is said of Lord Howard : 

“ Wiih Mahomet wine he damneth, with intent 
To erect his paschal lamb’s wool Sacrament”' 

And in “ The Conspiracy, or Discovery of the Fanatic Plot,” one of the poems on the Rye House 
Plot: 

“ Next valiant and noble Lord Howird, 

That formerly dealt in lamb’s wool ” 

Bishop Burnet says of Howard, at the time of this imprisonment : “He was a man of a pleasant 
conversation, but he railed so indecently both at the King and the clergy, that 1 was very uneasy 
in Ms company.” (History of Own Time, i. 304.) He afterwards became infamous by his betrayal 
of Lord Russell and Algernon Sydney. 


|Nor shall the rascal rabble here have place 
t Whom kings no titl es gave, and God no grace : 5 ^^ 

Not bull-faced Jonas',*^ who could statutes afaw 
To rnOTTriSellidn and make treason law. 

But he, though bad, is followed by a worse, 

The wretch who Heaven’s anointed dared to cui s ' ; 

Shim ei,t whose youth did early promise bung ] 585 

Of'zeal to God and hatred to his King, 

Did wisely from eiXpensive siris refrain 
And never broke the Sabbath but for gain : 

Nor ever was he known an oath to vent 

Or curse, unless against the government. 590 

Thus heaping wealth by the most ready way 

Among the Jews, which was to cheat and pray. 

The City, to reward his pious hate 
Against his master, chose him magistrate. 

His hand ajare§ of justice did uphold, 595 

His neck wa^ loaded with a chain of gold. 

During his office treason was no crime. 

Tile sons of Belial had a glorious time ; 

Tor Shimei, though hot prodigal of pelf, 

Yet loved his wicked neighbour as himself. 600 

When two or three were gathered to declaim 
Against the monarch of Jerusalem, 

Shimei was always in the midst of them ; 

And, if they cursed the King when he was by, 

Would rather curse than break good company. 605 

If any durst his factious friends accuse, 

He packed a jury of dissenting Jews j 

^ Sir 'William Jones, who, as Attorney-General, had conducted the prosecutions of the 

>' >p»sh Plot. He afterwards resigned this office, wishing to disconnect himself from the govern- 
.kient, and he united himself closely with Lord Shaftesbury, Lord Russell, and the Opposition. 
Bishop Burnet says that he refused the Lord Chancellorship. Mr Luttrell in a manuscript note 
■.ay.s tMt Jones drew the Habeas Corpus Act ; and he probably drew the Exclusion Bill. 

f ShiTftei^ Sljngsby Bethel, who had been elected one of the shenfFs of London in 1680 He 
»mo been conspicuous as a Republican before the Restoration, He was author of several pamphlets, 
^ind the f^ous tract, '^_The World's Mistake m Oliver Cromwell,” is ascribed to him. He 
i^ the author of a very interesting ** Narrative” of Richard Cromwell's Parliament, which is 
m the Somers Collection of Tracts, vol. 6. He had lately published anon3rmously a pamphlet on 
interests of Pnnees and States,” 16^. ** Bethel was a man of knowledge,” says Burnet, ** and 

h id writ a very judicious book of the interests of princes : but as he was a known. Republican in 
punciple, so he was a sullen and wilful man; and turned from the ordinary way of a sheriff's living 
into the extreme of sordidness, which was very unacceptable to the body of the citizens, and 
proved a great prejudice to the ^rty.” (Own Time, i 480.) His stinginess became a by-word. 

** And though you've more than Buckingham has spent 
Or Cuddon got, hke stingy Bethel save 
And grudge yourself the charges of a grave.” 

Oldham, ImUatioti of Eighth Satire of Boileau. 
t In the first edition this line stood : ** Shimei, whose early youth did promise bring.” 

% Vare^ from the Spanish zwm, is a wand. Derrick, not knowing the word, pnnted vase.^n^ 
It IS strange tlmt this nmtake has been continued in, Scott's edition, for in the interval vare had 
i^^^ced m the Wastons’ edition, and illustrated by a passage, communicated to the editors 
by the biographer BosweU, from,Howel's Letters (p. 161, ed. X728I ; ” The proudest Don of Spain. 
„ lit® . S prancmg upon his gmet m the street, if an alguazil show him his vare, that is, a little 
h&ll hi ^ ^ presently off his horse Sd yiSd 


ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL. 


109 


1 


Whose fellow-feeling in the godly cause 
Would free the suffering saint from human laws ; 
For laws are only made to punish those 
Who serve the King, and to protect his foes. . 

If any leisure time he had from power, 

Because ’tis sin to misemploy an hour, 

His business was by writing to persuade , 
That kings were useless and a clo^jto trade : 

And that his noble style he miglit refine, 

No Rechabite more shunned the fumes of wine. 
Chast'^'Wre' his cellars, and his sh rieya l boaid 
lliegrossness of a city feast abhorrea : 

His cooks with long disuse their trade forgot ; 

Cool was his kitchen, though his brains were hot 
Such frugal virtue malice may accuse, 

But sure ’twas necessary to the Jews : 

For towns once burnt such magistrates require ^ 

As dare not tempt God’s providence by file- 
With spiritual food he fed his servants 
But free from flesh that made the Jews rebel : 

Amd Moses’ laws he held in more account 
For forty days of fasting in the mount. 

To speak the rest, who better aie forgot, 

Would tire a well- breathed witness of the plot. 

Y et, Corah,**' thou shalt from oblivion pass ; r 

Elect thyself, thou monumental 

High as the serpent of tty metal made, 

While nations stand secuie beneath thy shade, f 
What though his birth were base, yet comets lise 
From earthy vapours, ere they shine in skies. 
Prodigious actions may as well be done 
By weaver’s issue as by prince’s son. 

This arch-at tester for the public good 
By that one 3ee3*" ennobles all his blood. 

Who ever asked the witnesses’ high race 
Whose oath with martyrdom did S tephe n giacc ’ 
Ours was a Levite,t and as times went then, 

His tribe were God Almighty’s gentlemen. 

Sunk were his eyes, Ins voice w'as harsh and loud. 
Sure signs he neither choleric was nor proud : 

His long'chin^proved his wit, his saint-like grace 
A church vermilion and a Moses’ face.§ 


* Corahf Titus Oates. ^ j .. 

t The serpent of brass made by Moses and set upon a pole by God s command to save ttc 
Israelites from the fiery ^.erpents which God had before sent for punishment. And 
that if a serpent had bitten any man, when he beheld the serpent of brass, he lived. (,JNumD^rs 

T^e father of Oates had been a ribbon-weaver; he was afterwards an Anabapti^ ministCT 
during the Protectorate, and, after the Restoration, a clergyman of the Church of Jsngiana. 
Titus himself had taken orders in the Church of England. 

§ ‘*A church vermilion and a Moses’ face,” the rubicund look « a cJnirch- 

man, and a shining face, such as Moses had after he had been with God on Mount Sinat (Exod 
xxxiv. 29-35). Lord Macaulav’s graphic ^scription of Oates includes his purple cheeks anti 
hi!» monstrous length of rhm” ,'JTistOiy of hnglaud, 1 483'. 
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His memory, miraculously great, 650 

Could plots exceeding man’s belief repeat \ 

Whicli therefore cannot be accounted lies, 

For human wit could never such devise. 

Some future truths are mingled in his l^ok, 

But where the witness failed, the prophet spoke : 655 

Some things like ■visipnaiy^flights appear ; 

■The spirit caught Inm up, the Lord knows where ; 

And ga^ him his Rabbinical degree^ 

Unknown to foreign University. 

His judgment yet his memory did excel, 660 

Which pieced his wondrous evidence so well 
And suited to the temper of the times, 

Then groaning under Jebusitic crimes. 

Let Israel’s 'foes suspect his heavenly call 

And rashly judge his writ f apocryphal ; 665 

Our laws for such affronfs’ ha vd’^t brfeit s made. 

He takes his life who takes away his trade. 

Were I myself in witness Corah’s place, 

The wretch who did me such a dire disgrace 

Should whet my memory, though once forgot, 670 

To make him an appendix of my plot. 

His zeal to Heaven made him his Prince despise, 

And load his person with indignities. 

But zeal peculiar privilege affords. 

Indulging latitude to deeds and words : 675 

And Corah migTit for Agag’s $ murder call, 

In terms as coarse as Samuel used to Saul. 

What others in his evidence did join. 

The best that could be had for love 01 coin, 

In (f)Q»ra.h’s own predicament will fall, 6S0 

For'Wj^ess is a common name to all 

Surrounded thus with friends of every sort, 

Deluded Absalom forsakes the court ; 

Impatient of high hopes, urged with renown, 

And fired with near possession of a crown, 685 

The admiring crowd are dazzled with surpri^^ 

And on his goodly person feed their ey^. ' 

His joy concealed,! he sets himself to show, 

On each side bowing popularly low,ll 


A pretended to have received a degree of Doctor of Divinity at Salamanca. 

I Wtt in first edition instead of •wrii, 

Edmund Bury for Berry) Godfrey, the magistrate before -whom Oates had deposed on 
oath his stoiy of the Popish Plot, and who was soon after found dead near Primrose Hill That 


V * 4.1. as pfJibSilJ'lff rhall OaJSs and his witnesses instigated the murder in order to impute 

T o ^ 1* Koman Catholics, Sir Edmund Bury Godfrey was reputed friendly to the Roman 
j^m 0 ucs,anu he is said to have been unwilling to receive Oates’s dSfepfysitidn. 'Dfyden’s insinuation 
wtot be was murdered, as a fnend of the Roman Catholics, at the call of Oates. -* For Samuel’s 

1, A Samuel XV. 

/itsjffjt concealed, 

was produced in the foUowIng year. 
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His looks, his gestures, and Ins words he frames 690 
A.nd with familiar ease repeals their names. 

Thus formed by nature, furnished out with arts, 

He glides unfelt into their secret hearts. 

Then with a kind compassionating look, 

A.nd sighs, bespeaking pity ere he spoke, O95 

Few words he said, but easy those and fit, 

M[ore slow than Hybja- drops and far more sweet 
“ I mourn, my countrymen, your lost estate. 

Though far unable to prevent your fateT^ 

“ Behold a banished man,* for your dear cause 700 
“ Exposed a prey to a rbitrar yjaws f ' - 
“ Yet oh that I alone cWcTbe undone, 

“ Cut off from empire, and no more a sor 
“ No w all y our liberties a spoil^are„Baade, 

“ Eg^t and'Tyruy*’ intercept your trade, ' 

“ And Jebusites’y”our sacrecl rites invade. 

“ My father, whom with reverence yet I name, 

“ Charmed into ease, is careless of his fame 
And, bribed with petty sums of foreign gold, 

Is grown in Bathsheba's embiaccs old ; J'iju ’ ■ 

“ Exalts his enemies, his friends destroys, 

“ And all his power against himself employs. 
:‘*He.^iyes,.and l^t^^iini give, my right awayj 
, * Put wliy. should ^le his own and yoms'betiay ? 

‘‘ He, only he can make the nation bleed,’ 715 

“ And he alone from my revenge is freed. 

“ Take then my tears (with that he wiped his eyes), 

“ ’Tis all the aid my present power supplies : 

“ No court-informer can these arms accuse ; 

“ These arms may sons against their fathers use. 720 
“ And ’tis my wish, the next successor’s reign 
“ May make no othgEl sraelite complain.” h ; 

.>^ yout h, hejmty, graceful action seldom fail, 
feu|l^ihincm‘mtg:rgra^^^ pre\aii ; 

And pity never ceases to be shown 725 

To him who makes tlie people’s wrongs his own. 

The crowd that still believe their kings oppress 
With lifted hands their young Messiah bless : 

Who now begins his progress to oidain 

With chariots, horsemen, and a numerous train ; 730 

From east to west his glories he displays 

And, like the sun, the promised land surveys. 


Marmoutiere says, addressing Guise, who represents Monmouth (act x, sc. 3) : 

** Sir, you seek it with your smiles and bows. 

This side and that side congecing to the crowd." 


* Monmouth had been sent out of England by the King in September 1679 ; he returned with^t 
permission in November. The King then ordered him to <^uit England, and he disobeyed, xie 
was then deprived of all his offices, and banished fioin court. 


t Egypt and Tyrtts^ France and Holland. ^ 

% Eaihshehat Louise de Qucrouaille, Luqhess of 


Portsmouth, the ruling mistress. 
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.^ Fame j>runs before him as the morning star, 

' XnHTsKouts'of joy salute him from afar ; 

Each house receives him as a gi^'dian god 
And consecrates the place of hirai)ode. 

But hospitable treats did most commend 
Wise Issachar,* his wealthy western friend. 

This moving court that caught the people’s eyes, 
And seemed but p om p, did other ends disguise ; 
Achitophel had formed it, with intent 
To sound the depths t and fathom, where it went, 
The people’s hearts, distinguish friends from foes, 
And try their stren^h before they came to blows. 
Yet all was coloured with a smooth pretence 
Of sg ecm us love and duty to their prince. 
Reli^orTand redress of grievances, 

Two names that always cheat and always please, 
Are often urg ed ; and good king David’s life 
Endangereo^ a brother and a wife . 

Thus in a pageant show a plot is made, 

And peace itself is war in masquerade. 

Oh foolish Israel ! never warned by ill ! 

Still the same bait, and circumvented still ! 

Did ever men forsake their present ease, 

In midst of health i magin e a disease, ' 

Take pains cont ingei i^'mischiefs to foresee. 

Make neirs l^Tnonarchs,* and for God decree ? 
What shall we think ? Can people give away 
Both for themselves and sons their native sway ? ' 
Then they are left defenceless to the Word 
Of each unbounded, arbitrary lord ; 

And laws are vain by which we right enjoy. 

If kings unquestioned can those laws destroy. 

Yet if the crowd be judge of fit and just. 

And kings are only officers in trust, 

Then this resum ing cove nant was declared 
When kings' ivere madei"’br is for ever barred, 
df those who gave the sceptre could not tie 
Py theii own deed their own posterity, 
flow then could Adam bind his future race ? 
tIow could his forfeit on mankind take place ? 


I Or how could heav^y justice damn us all 
Who ne’er consented to our father’s fall ? 

The^Jcings are slaves to those whom they command 775 
jAndJt^nants to their people’s pleasure stand. 

Thomas Thynne of Longleat, who on account of his wealth went by the name 
m lorn of Ten Thousand. He was murdered in February 1682 by assassins employed by Count 
« w* desired to marry Lady Ogle, a young heiress to whom Thynne was beti othed 

Wii^ isiromr. In a Satire in the “ State Poems ” (vol. i part 2, p 33), ascnbed to Rocheiter, 
w^ IS believed to have in^igated the assault on Dryden for.suspected'comphcity in Mulgrave’s 
iSssay' on Satire, Thynne is thus joined with Dryden in a couplet 

“ dnidge would be in Dryden’s cudgelled skin. 

Of who d be safe and senselass like Tom Thynne ? ** 


f Dr/M in first edition instead of 


Add^that the power, for property allowed,* 

Is mischievously seated irTtlie' crowd ; 

For wdio can be secure of private right, 

If sovereign sway may be dissolved by might ? * 
Nor is the people’s judgment always true : 

The most may err as grossly as the few, 

And faultless kings run down by common cry 
For vice, oppression, and for tyranny. 

What standard is there in a fickle rout, ^ 

Which, flowing, to the maik, luns fastei out? f- 
Nor only crowds but Sanhedrins may be 
Infected with this public lunacy, 

And share the madness of rebellious times, 
Xo.njurder mpnarchs for crimes- 

If they may give ahd*‘talce whene’er they please. 
Not kings alone, the Godhead’s images, 

But government itself at length must fall 
To nature’s state, where all have right to all. 

Yet grant pur lords, the people, kings can make, 
What prudent men a settled throne would shake ? 
For whatsoe’er their suffeiings were before, 

That change they covet makes them suffei more. 
All other errors but distuib a state, 

But innovation is the blow of fate. 

If anciennabiics nod and threat to fall, 

To patch the flaws and buttress up the wall,t 
Thus far ’tis duty ; but here fix the mark ; 

For all beyond it is to touch ou^ jyjk. 

To change foundations,” cast the fiame anew. 

Is work for rebels who base ends pursue, 

At once divine and human laws control, 

And mend the parts by nun of the w’hole. 

The tai^ering world is subject to this curse, 

To physicTheir disease into a worse. 

Now what relief can jightcous David biing? 
ITqw fatal ’tis to be t oo TO od aJiingd 
I'riendsnTlms madness grows ; 

Who dare be such must be the people’s foes. 

■\ et some there were even in the worst of days ; 
Some let me name, and naming is to praise. 

In this short file Barzillai first appears.^ 
Earzillai. c rowilCT with honour and with years. 
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1^ In the first edition this line stood, “ That powe r which is for property allowed” 

T This line is pnnted in all late editionsTuicl^ " ' ' 

“ To patch their flaws, and buttress up the wall ” 

Their for the before Jiaws is a corruption of Dryden's te^^t introduced by Derrick. Buttress oj 
in lieu of buttress uj^ was a change which appeared m some editions in Dryden’s lifetime, and 
again disappeared. The first two editions of the poem have buttress up; and the text of the 
second edition is the most authentic. In line 804 y/zr ark was changed by Broughton into the 
a?k, and he has been followed by all subsequent editors. 

1 Barzillai^ the Duke of Ormond, an old^Cavalier, who was Lord Lieutenant of Ireland for 
Charles I. at the beginning of the Civil war, and had held the same post during a great part of 

X 



I 


ABSALOM AKD ACIIITOPIIEl. 


Long since the rising rebels lie withstood 

In regions waste beyond the Jordan’s flood S20 

Unfortunately brave to buoy the state, 

But sinking underneath his master’s fate. 

In exile with his godlike prince he mourned, 

For him he suflbred, and with him retiinied. 

ThCLCOuxt .he -practised, not the courtier’s art : 825 

Large was his wealth, but larger was his heart, 

Which well the noblest objects knew to chuse,t 
The fighting wairior, and recording Muse. 

His bed could once a fruitful issue boast ; 

Now more than half a father’s name is lostj S30 

His eldest hope, with every grace adorned, 

By me, so Heaven will hav^lt. always mourned 
And always honoured, § snatched in manhood’s prime 
By miequal fates Ij and Providence’s _^cruii^: ? 

Yeniot before the goafof honour won, * 83S 

All parts fulfilled of subject and of son ; 

Swift was the race, but shoit the time to run. 

Oh narrow circle, but of power divine, 

Scanted in space, but perfect in thy line ! 


( 


Charles II.*'? reign, ami held It nt the time of the publication of this poem He was a man of high 
clmracter, and one of the worthicit putihe men of that period. He was one of Dryden's patrons 
To the Duke of Ormond he dedicated in 1C83 the Translation of Plutarch’s Lives, which was 
ushered into the world with a Life of Plutarch by Dryden Ormond died in 1688, befoie the 
Revolution. Dryden dedicated hi*? “ Fables” in 1699 to the Duke’s grandson and successor, son 
of the Earl of Ossory, whose preiuatuie death is lamented in the fine lines which follow. 

* This use of the verb ia j^raciise, “ the court he practised,” is a Gallicism, 
t Chuse and choose both occur in the uiily editions of Dryden’s writings, and here and elsewhere 
the spelling ehu^e seems to have been adopted for the ihyme Chnse is the spelling, rhyming with 
in “ The Hmd and the Panthc’’,** p iit i. line 40. See notes on show and skew (Stanzas on Oliver 
Cromwell, 5), and on sirow and streiv (Astrma Redux, xt<)\ 
t Ormond had had eight sons and two daughters, and siv of the eight sons were dead. The 
eldest .son, the Earl of Ossory, who is here lamented, had died in the previous year, July 30, 1680, 
as he was prcpitfing to proceed to Tangier, of which place he had been appointed Governor. He 
was a man of high spirit and much beloved ; he had distinguished himself in war both on land and 
at sea. The Duke of Ormond u said to have replied to tlio-r.e who condoled with him, ** Since I 
have home the death of niy King, I can-support that of my child; I would rather have my dead 
son than any living son in Christendom.” 

4 An almost literal translation of the words which Virgil makes .ffineas apply to the anniversary 
of hi» father’s death ; 


** Quern semper acerbura, 

Semper hoaoratum, sic Di voluistn,, habebo.’* 

V. 49. 

Acerhtm is not suitable to an individual, but Dryden quotes the very words of Virgil as above, 
applying them to Charles 11 . after his death, at the end of the Preface of “Albion and Albanius ” 
I bne^ual fates ” is perhaps a translation ot/ata tnzqita (Virg. iEn. li . 257, and x 380). 

1 i he circle heie represents the perfection of Ossory’s fame : the circle was small because the 
career wa.s short, but it was an equally perfect circle. See note on circular (Stanzas on Cromwell, 
5;. I he same idea occurs m “ Eleonora,” line 270 : 

** Though all these rare endowments of the mind 
Wore in a narrow space of life confined. 

The figure was with full perfection crowned. 

Though not so laige an orb, as truly round.” 

An epigram of Waller, “ Long and Short T jfc,” well illustrates the idea : 


Circles A r^prjt^-ed. not that abound 
Tin.argendss Wif Vne exactly round: 
So life we prtise that cJoei. excel 
Not in roach time, but acting well” 
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By sea, by land, thy matchless worth was known, 840 

Arms thy delight, and war was all thy own : 

Thy force infused the fainting Tyrians propped ; 

And haughty Pharaoh found his fortune stopped.'* 

Oh ancient honour ! oh unconquered .hand, f 

Whom foes unpunished never could withstand ! 845 

But Israel was unworthy of thy name j:J: 

Short IS the date of all immodeiate fame. 

It looks as Heaven our ruin had designed, 

And durst not trust thy fortune and thy mind. 

Now, free from earth, thy disencumbered soul Sjo. 

Mounts up, and leaves behind the clouds and starry jiok : 

From thence thy kindred legions mayest thou bring 
To aid the^iardian angel of thy King. 

Here stop, my Muse, here cease tby painful flight ; 

No pinions can pursue immortal height :* $5 5 

Tell good Barzillai thou canst sing no more, 

And tell thy soul^she should have fled before : 

Or fled she wTth his life, and left this verse 
To hang on her departed patron’s hearse ? 

Now take thy steepy flight from heaven, and see 860 

If thou canst find on earth another he : 

Another he would be too haid to find ; 

See then whom thou canst see not far behind. 

Zadoc^the priest, whom, shunning power and place, 

His lowly mind advanced to David’s grace. § 865 

With him the Sagan of Ter usslemJl 
Of hospitable soul and noble stem ; 

Him of the w estern dome, 1 I whose weighty sense 
Flowsln' fit TOr 3 Fand'lieavenly eloquence. 

The Prophel^’^^qns, by such example led, ’ 870 

To learning an J ’fo loyalty were bred : 

* Ossory had served with the English auxiliary force under die Prince of Oranqie, in 1670,^ 
against the French, and had greatly distingiushed himself, as had also Monmouth, at the battle of 
St. Denis. 

t “ Heu pletas, heu prisca fides, invictaque hello 

Dextera V* Vino. vi. 879. 

t jBiriA and warHh ended this and the following line in the first edition instead of nafrte and 
fame; the change of the second edition is a gieat improvement. JHfts instead of thy before na 7 tif 
crept into later editions, an evident corruption It is, however, so pnnted in Scott’s edition, “/iiw 
name.” 

4 ZadoCt William Sancroft, archbishop of Canterbury. ^ - 

II The Sagan of Jetusalenty Henry Compton, bishop of London.' The Sagan was the second 
priest among the Jews, next after the high-pnest. Compton was son of an eartof Northampton, 
and So *‘of noble stem.” He had had the superintendence of the education of the princesses 
Mary and Anne. At the Revolution he was conspicuous as a supporter of the Prince of Orange \ 
and when the Princess Anne,after her husband Prince George of Denmark had desei ted James IL, 
fled from \^itehaU, she went straight to the Bishop of London’s house, and Was escorted by him 
to Nottingham, the soldier-bishop riding in front of the^ carnage with pistols and a drawn sword. 
He is coarsely attacked for this proceeding in some lines quoted by Scott from a poem called 

Suum Cuique,” which has been ascribed to Dryden. But it is very unlikely that Dryden was 
the author of that poem. 

IT By “ him of the western dome*’ is meant John Dolhen, bishop of Rochester and dean of 
Westminster, who was afterwards archbishop of York. The “ western dome” being Westminster 
Abbey, the/ ‘ Prophets’ sons ’* here are the WSstminster schyp^rboys. “ The sons of the prephets- 
(2 Kings, ii. 3.1 

1 2 
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For colleges on bounteous kings depend, , 

And nevOT rebel was to arts a friend.^ 

Td'tliese'siicceed 'tbe^pillars' of the laws, 

Who best could plead,* and best can judge a cause- 875 
Kext them a train of loyal peers ascend ; 

Sharp-judging Adriel,+ the Muses’ friend, 

Himself a Muse : in Sanhedrin’s debate 
True to his Prince, but not a slave of state ; 

Whom David’s love with honours did adorn 880 

That from his disobedient son were lom.J 
Jotham§ of piercing || wit and piegnant thought, 

Endued by nature and by learning taught 

To move assemblies, who but only tried 

The worse a while, then chose the better side, 885 

Nor chose alone, but turned the balance too, 

So much the weight of one brave man can do. 

' Hushaijif the friend of David in distress, 

1 In public storms of manly stedfastness ; 

i * Broughton changed who hsi could fUad into who best can ilead,\^ti 6 L succeeding editors 
' have one after the other reprinted this corruption of the text. I)iyden is speaking of the judges, 
V, ho had been advocates ; and the difference of could in the first half and can in the second half 
\ of the line was intentional 

1 John Sheffield, earl of Mulgrave, who was afterwards successively created Marquis 

I of Normanby by King William and Duke of Buckinghamshire by Queen Anne. Mulgrave was 
a poet, and an e^ecial fnen<l of Dryden. He was the autho r of the “ Essay on Satir^*" attinbrited' 
to Dryden, who, very probably, bemg'imiwiate with Mulgi^VOf'KaH^R'a'dliiS confidence and revised 
Mulgrave had joined with Dryden m a translation of one of the Epistles of Ovid, 
j Helen to Paris." Dryden pays a flatt ering com pliment to his friend on his share xn this trans- 
lation, xn the lines addressed to the Earl of Koscomni^*: 


** How will sweet Ovid’s ghost be pleased to hear 
His fame augmented by an English peer ! 

Now he embellishes his Helen’s loves. 

Outdoes his softness and his sense xmprove.s." 

Mulgrave was a temperate and consistent politician. He remained a constant friend to Dryden 
after the Revolution Dryden had dedicated to him his play of “Aurengzebe” in 1676, and to 
1097 dedicated the I'ranslation of the ACncid 
T When the Duke of Monmoiith incurred the King’s displeasure in X679, by refusing to quit 
r.ujriand, Charles deprived him of all his offices and honours , and of these the Lord Lieutenancy 
^*;”**V? of Yorkshire and the government of Hull were given to the Earl of Mulgrave 
r inherited a baronetcy, was successively created by 
Viscount, Earh and Marquis of Halifax, a statesman of fine intellect, brilliant wit, and 
f t popular party, and had in the first instance 

r r j xr occasion on which it was debated and -defeated in fhe 

ca”?,® forward against the measure, and his great eloquence 
Lie elL Halifax w'as Lord Pnvy Seal and, more than any 

during the last four years of Charles IL’s reign. He afterwanS 
^ .• bnngmg about the Revolution of 1688. Dryden dedicated to him his play of 
Arthur,” produced and printed in 1691 
S XU first edition instead of piercing, 

f the Ford Chancellor Clarendon, created in 1680 
t!Sv of of Rochester He had been one of the plenipotentiaries at the 

cSmissLSSfSfrr ^ ambassador m Holland He was appointed one of the 

and soon bei^me First Commissioner and a leading Minister. 

** But Sunderland, Godolphin, Lory, 

'^ese will appear such chits in story, 

^ Twill turn all politics ;Jo jests.” 

Hyde and Halifax divided and disputed mimstenal ascendency in the last years of the reign of 
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By foreign treaties he informed his youth 890 

And joined experience to his native truth. 

His frugal care supplied the wanting thione. 

Frugal for that, but bounteous of his own: 

’Tis easy conduct when exchequers flow, 

But hard the task to manage well the low. 895 

For soveieign power is too depressed or high, 

When kings are forced to sell^ crowds to buy. 

Indulge one labour more, my weary Muse, 

For Amiel ;* who can Amiel’s praise refuse? 

Of ancient race by birth, but noblei yet 900 

In his own worth and without title great : 

The Sanhedrin long time as chief he ruled, 

Their reason guided and their passion cooled : 

So dexteious was he in the Crown^s defence. 

So formed to speak a Joyal nation’s sense, 905 

That, as their band was Isiael’s tubes in small, 

So fit was he to lepresent them all. 

Now rasher charioteers the seat ascend, 

Whose loose careers his steady skill commend : 

They, like the unequal ruler of the day, 910 

Misguide the seasons and mistake the way, 

While he, withdrawn, at their mad labour smiles 
And safe enjoys the sabbath of his toils. 

These were the chief, a small but faithful band 
Of worthies in the breach who dared to stand 91 S 

And tempt the united fury of the land. 

With grief they viewed such powerful engines bent 
To batter down the lawful government 
A numerous faction, with pretended frights, 

In Sanhedrins to plumed the regal rights 5 9^0 

Chai'les II. On the accession of James, he was made Lord Treasurer Hyde was alwaysa fiiend 
and pan on of Dryden, and his influence at the Treasury appears to have been used for Dryden s 
benefit The play of “The Duke of Guise’' was dedicated to Rochester in 1682, and “ Cleomenes 
in 1692 In the dedication of the latter play Dryden speaks of Rochester's kindness to him when 
he was at the Treasury in the reigns of Charles 11 . and James 11 . : “Your goodness has not been 
wanting to me during the reign of my two masters, and even from a bare Treasury my ^cccss 
has been contrary to that of Mr. Cowley, and Gideon’s fleece has there been moistened, when all 
the ground has been dry about it ” 

A 7 Kzel, Edward Seymour, who had been Speaker of the House of Commons from 1673 to 1679. 
When re-elected Speaker by the new parliament called in 1679, he was not accepted by the 
who made an e^ccuse , and the House ultimately acquiesced, and chose another Speaker. He 
succeeded to a baronetcy in 1688. He was the head of the house of S^mour, the then Duke of 
Somerset being of a younger branch of the family He opposed the Kill of Ejrelusion , he was 
afterwards a,n eager promoter of the Revolution, joining the Pnnee of Orange at Exeter, 
t Phaeton. 

J 'To plztme^ to pluck out the regal rights, like the feathers of a bird This use of the word is 
peculiar, Dryden uses it elsewhere in the sense of to stnp by plucking : 

One whom, instead of banishing a day. 

You should have plumed of all his borrowed honours ” 

Maiden Queen, act 2, sc. l. 

' Not with more ease the falcon from above 
Trusses in middle air the trembling dove, 

Then plumes the prey.” , , 

• Translation of mneid, xi. 1045. 
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The true successor from the Court removed ; 

The plot by hireling witnesses improved. 

These ills they saw, and, as their duty bound, 

They showed the King the danger of the wound ; 

That no concessions from the throne would please, 925 
But lenitives fomented the disease ; 

That Absalom, ambitious of the crown, 

Was made the lure to draw the people down ; 

That false Achitophel’s pernicious hate 

Had turned the plot to ruin Church and State ; 930 

The council violent, the rabble worse ; 

That Shimci taught Jerusalem to curse. 

With all these loads of injuries opprcst. 

And long i evolving in his careful breast 

The event of things, at last his patience tired, 935 

Thus fioni his ro>al throne, by Heaven inspiicd. 

The godlike David spoke ; with awful fear 
1 1 is train their jMaker in their master hear.* 

Thus long have I, by native mercy swayed, 

** i\Iy wrongs dissembled, my revenge delayed ; 940 

** vSo willing to forgive the offending age ; 

“So much the father did the king assuage. 

“ But now so far my clemency they slight, 

“ The offenders question my forgiving right. 

“ That one was made for many, they contend ; 945 

But ’tis to rule, for that’s a monarch’s end. ^ 

“ I'hey call my tenderness of blood my fear, 

Though manly tempers, can the longest bear. 

“ Yet since they will divert my native course, 

“ ’Tis time to show I am not good by force. 930 

“ Those heaped affronts that haughty subjects bring 
“ Are burdens for a camel, not a king. 

“ King s are thfl..iniblic pillars of the State, 

“ Bqr^o"sustain and pwop the nation’s weight : 

“ If my young Samson wHI pretend a call '* 955 

“To shake the column, let him share the fall ; 

“ But oh that yet he would repent and live ! 

“ How easy ’tis for parents to forgive ! 

** With how few team a pardon might be won 
“ From nature, pleading for a dailing son If 960 

** Poor pitied youth, by my paternal caie 
“ Raised up to all the height his fiame could bear ! 

“ Had God ordained his fate for em})irc born, 

He •would have given his soul another turn ; 


Th« speech which follows bear*; some resemblance to parts of the speech delivered by Charles II 
on opemng^the parixaroent at ().\f.»rd, on March ax, j68t Spence says, on the authority of 
rope, that Ring Charles obliged Dryden to put his Oxford speech into verse, and to insert it 
towards the close of his ‘Absalom and Achitophel’ (Anecdotes, p xta; ” The story has not much 

t The four hues, ^57-00, were added in the second ejjitiun. 
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Gulled with a patriot’s name, whose modern sensa 965 I 

** Is one that would by law supplant^ his pnnee ; , 

**,The people’s brave, the politician’s tool ; ’ 

Never was i^atiiot yet but was a fool. | 

“ Whence comes it that religion and the laws , i 

Should more be Absalom’s than David’s cause ? 970 I 

“ His old instructor, ere he lost his place, : 

“Was never thought endued with so much grace. j 

“ Good heavens, how faction can a patriot paint ! 

“ My rebel ever proves my people’s saint. | 

“ Would they impose an heir upon the throne ? 975 ; 

“ Let Sanhedrins be taught to give their own. 

“ A king’s at least a part of government, 

“ And mine as requisite as their consent : 

“ Without my leave a future king to choose 
“ Infers a right the piesent to depose. 980 

“ True, they petition me to approve their choice : 

“ But Esau’s hands suit ill with Jacob’s voice. 

“My pious subjects for my safety pray, } 

“ Which to secure, they take my power away. j 

“ From plots and treasons Heaven preserve my years, 985 j 

“ But save me most from my petitioners. I 

“ Unsatiate as the barren womb or giave,t 
“ God cannot grant so much as tliey can aave, 

“ What then is left but with a jealous eye 
“ To guard the small remahis of royalty? 990 

“ The law shall still direct my peaceful sway, 

“ And the same law teach rebels to obey : 

“ Votes shall no more established power control, 

“ Such votes as make a part exceed the whole. ^ 

“ No groundless clamours shall my friends remove 995 
“Nor crowds have power to punish ere they prove ; 

“For gods and godlike kings their care express 
“ Still to defend their seivants in distress. 

“ Oh that my power to saving were confined ! 

“ Why am I forced, like Heaven, against my mind 1000 
“ To make examples of another kind ? 

“ Must I at length the sword of justice draw? j 

“ Oh curst effects of necessary law ! I 

“ How ill my fear they by my mercy scan I I 

“ Beware the fury of a patient man. 1005 i 

“ Law they lequire, let Law then show her face ; ' 

“ They could not be content to look on Grace, ! 

“ Her hinder paits, but with a daring eye 
“ To tempt the tciror of her front and die.^ 

* Destroy in first edition instead of supplant. ^ ^ , .1 

+ Proverbs xxx 15, j6: “There are three things that are never satisneOf, yea, four things say ■ 
not, It is enough : the grave ; and the barren womb ; the earth that is not filled with water ; and 
the fire that saith not, It is enough.” 

t This is an obscure and difficult passage. The first two editions have a comma Grace ^ at the 

end of line 1007. Some of the succeeding editions of Drj'den’s lifetime, as the si.\th and the seventh, 
have no comma after Grace; and if this cou^ji be regaided as a change expressly made by Bryden, 
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“ By their own arts, ’tis righteously decreed, loio 

* ‘ Those dire artificers of death shall bleed.* 

** Against themselves their witnesses will swear 
“ Till, viper-like, their mother-plot they tear, 

“ And suck for nutriment that bloody gore 
Which was their principle of life before. 1015 

Their Belial with their Beelzebub will fight ; 

““’■’riius on my foes my' foes shalTdo me ri^it. 

“'’N'oridoubt the event ; for factious crowds engage 
‘‘In their first onset all their bnital rage. 

Then let them take an unresisted course ; 1020 

Retire and traverse, and delude their force : 

“ But when they stand all breathless, urge the fight 
** And rise upon them with redoubled might : 

“ For lawful power is still superior found, 

** When long driven back at length it stands the ground.” 1025 

He said. The Almighty, nodding, gave consent ; 
4.pd.43fflls of Uiunder shook the firmament. 

HencefoHE‘'a sene'^s of hew BnieTiegah; 

The mighty years m long procession ran j *| 

Once more the godlike David was restored^ I030 

And willing nations knew their lawful lord. 


it would indicate that by Grace her hinder j^arts he intended Grace's hinder jbaris. In the other 
case, with the comma after Grace ^ the meaning would seem to be that Grace was “the hinder parts” 
of Law, a very strained metaphor. There is here of course, whichever be the meaning, a reference, 
as in “ Astraua Redux” (lines 262-5), to the appearance of God to Moses : “And he [the Lord] i>aicl, 
Thou canst not see my face ; for there shall no man see me and live And the Lord said. Behold, 
there is a place by me, and thou shalt stand upon a rock : and it shall come to pass, while my glory 
pisseth by, that I will put thee in a clift of the rock, and will cover thee with my hand while I pass 
bv : and I will take away mine hand, and thou shalt see my back parts : but my face shall not be 
seen ” (Exod. xxxiii. 20-3.) The punctuation of the first two editions, which are the most authentic, 
IS followed here. If the comma were away, there would still be difficulty with the word Grate; 
but if Grace could mean the Divine glory or majesty, the passage would be much improved by doing 
away with the comma, and treating Grace her as Grace's, and the three lines, 1007-9, as contauimg 
a distinct illustration, complete m itself. 

“ Neque enim lex acquior ulla est 
Quani necis artifices arte penre sua,” 

Ovid, De Art A mat. i. 655. 

t doubtless here in his mind the language of Virgil in the beginning of the fourth 

. , *ib integro sferlornm nriscitur ordo,” and “Incipient maghi procedere menses.” 

And compare, m Annus Minihihs,” st.in/a 18 

And now, a round of gieater years begun.” 
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A SATIRE AGAINST SEDITION. 


** Per Graium populos mediaque per Elidis urbera 
Ibat ovans, I)ivumque sibi pos»ccbat bonorem." 

ViRG. /Eft. vl 558, 



INTRODUCTORY NOTE, 


TTte rejection hy the London grand jiuy on Novemher 24, iCSi, of the hill of high 
treason presented against Lord Shaftesbury was celebrated by a medals having on one 
side a portrait of Shaftesbury and on the other a sketch of London from the other 
bank of the river, showing the Bridge and the Tower, with the Sun rising and 
shining through a cloud, and the inscription, LDCtamiir. The event had been a 
g) eat victory for the Whig party ajid a great discomfitui'e for the Court When 
the foreman of the grand jury announced their decision with the word Ignoramus, 
the hail rang with cheers, which were caught up and prolonged for an hour hy the 
multitude assembled without, and in the evening bonfires were lighted through the 
City. Spence says, on the authority of a Roman Catholic pidest whom he met at 
Popds, that Charles 11 . suggested this poem to Dryden. The story is thus told: 
“ One day, as the King was walking in the Mail and talking with Dryden, he said, 

‘ /j / was a poet, and I think Lam poor enough to be one, I woidd W 7 ‘ite a poem on 
such a subject in the followmg manner d Lie then gave him the plan of ^The Medal d 
Dryden took the hint, carried the poem, so soon as it was written, to the King, and 
had a present of a hundred broad pieces for itL Like Absalom and Achitophcld'* 
the*^MedaP^ was published anonymously ; it was by the author of Absalom and 
Achitophel; and to the last Drydeids name did not appear on the title-page of any 
edition of either poem in his lifetime. 

** The MedaV^ was pihlished m the beginning of Mai'ch 1682, within four months 
after the first publication of Absalom and AchifopheV^ A second edition appeared 
in 1683, in which year Absalom and AchitopheP^ reached its sixth edition; and a 
third edition, the last in DiydeiHs lifetime, was published in 1692. 27 ^^? text of this 

pojem has remained remai'kably free from change and corruption. 

After The Medal f an printed three Prologues of political character written by 
Dryden in the first half of the year 16S2 ; the first on the occasion of a visit of the 
King and Qi een to the King^s Theatre early hi the year, the second tn honour of the 
Duke of York on hs visiting his Theatre, Apfdl 21, after his return from Scotland, 
and the third in honour of the Duchess on her visiting the same tkcati'e after her 
return from Scotland tn May. As these three Pi'ologues are of an entirely political 
eharacicr, i/uy fmv hvit i<.fnrat,;{ vi (fih aUiionfrom Dtyden's Prelacies to plays. 


EPISTLE TO THE WHIGS. 


For to whom can I dedicate this poem with so much justice as to you ? ’Tis 
the representation of your oAvn hero : His the picture drawn at length, which you 
admire and prize so much in little. None of your ornaments are wanting; neither 
the landscape of the Tower, nor the rising Sun, nor the Anno Domini of your new 
sovereign’s coronation. This must needs be a grateful undertaking to your whole 
party : especially to those who have not been so happy as to purchase the original. 

I hear the graver has made a good market of it : all his kings are bought up 
already ; or the value of the remainder so enhanced, that many a poor Polander* ! 
who would be glad to worship the image is not able to go to the cost of him, but- 
must be content to sec him here. I must confess I am no great artist ; but sign- 
post painting will serve the turn to remember a friend by, especially when better 
is not to be had. Yet for your comfort the lineaments are true; and though he 
sate not five times to me, as he did to B.,t yet I have consulted histoiy, as the 
Italian pamteis do, when they would draw a Nero or a Caligula ; though they 
have not seen the man, they can help their imagination by a statue of him, and 
find out the colouring from Suetonius and Tacitus. Truth is, you might have 
spared one side of your Medal : the head would be seen to more advantage if it 
were placed on a spike of the Tower, a little nearer to the sun, which would 
then break out to better purpose. You tell us m your Preface to the “No- 
Protestant Plot,” that you shall be foiced hereafter to leave off your modesty : I 
suppose you mean that little which is left you ; for it was worn to lags when you 
put out this M’edal. Never was there practised such a piece of notorious impu- 
dence in the face of an established government. I believe, when he is dead, you 
will wear him in thumb-rings, as the Turks did Scanderbeg,? as if there were 
virtue in his bones to preserve you against monarchy. Yet all this while you 

This refers to a current subject of banter against Shaftesburj', that he aspired to be elected 
King of Poland, in 1675, when John Sobiesk? was elected to the throne So, the Medal is called 
** The Polish Medal ” m the opening of the poem The idea of course onginated with Shaftes- 
bury’s detractors. A long and elaborate banter on this subject appeared in a pamphlet published 
in 1682, with the title A modest Vindication of the Earl of Sh^tesbury, in a Letter to a Fnend, 
concerning his being elected King of Poland ; ” and singularly enough, Dryden, his present 
jeviler, is bantered with Shaftesbury and treated as one of Shaftesbury’s party. Dryden is the 
Polish king’s poet laureat: “Jean Drydenurtziz, our poet laureat for writing paneprncs upon 
Oliver Cromwell, and libels against his present master, King Charles II, of England; lom ' 
Shadworiski, his deputy ” Shadwell too, so soon to be D^den’s fierce adversary, is made his 
deputy-laureat This pamphlet must have been published within a few months of the appearance 
. of “Absalom and Achitophel ; ” so that Dryden must have been regarded as friendly to the Whig ; 
jiarty up to the time of the publication of that poem. He had been the reputed author of Mulgravc’s ( 
** Essay on Satire,” in which the King had been freely spoken of. 

t William Bower, the engraver pf the medal 

t This renowned Albanian warrior, so terrible a foe to the Tuiks, died at AJessio, in Albania, in ' 
1467. Some yeais after Mahomet took Alcssio, and Scanderbeg’s biographer says that his tomb 
was then opened by Mahomet’s orders, and his remains weie treated with reverence by the Turks, 
udio eagerly sought for his bones that they might wear them as chaims. Scanderbeg’s name 
appeals to have been current in Dryden’s time in vulgar conversation. “ Oh scanderbeg villains” 
is put into the mouth of one of the characters m tlic play of “ Sir Martin Marall/’ act s> sc, 3. 
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pretend not only zeal for the public good, but a due veneration for the peison of 
the King. But all men who can see an inch before them may easily detect those 
gross fallacies. That it is necessary for men in your circumstances to pretend 
both, is granted you ; for without them there could be no ground to raise a faction. 
But I would ask you one civil question :• What right has any man among you, or 
any association* of men (to come nearer to you) who out of parliament cannot be 
considered in a public capacity, to meet, as you daily do, in factious clubs, to 
vilify the government in your discourses and to libel it in all your writings ? Who 
made you judges in Israel ? Or how is it consistent with your zeal of the public 
welfare t to promote sedition? Does your definition of loyal, which is to serve 
the King according to the laws, allow you the licence of traducing the executive 
power with which you own he is invested? You complain that his Majesty lias | 
lost the love and confidence of his people ; and by your very urging it ) ou 
endeavour what in you lies to make him lose them. All good subjects abhor the 
thought of arbitrary power, whether it be in one or many : if you were the patricds 
you would seem, you would not at this rate incense the multitude to assume it ; 
for no sober man can fear it, either from the King’s disposition or his practice, or, 
even where you would odiously lay it, from his Ministers. Give us leave to enjoy 
the government and the benefit of laws under which we were bom, and which we 
desire to transmit to our posterity. .You are not the trustees of the public libeity : 
and if you have not right to petition in a crowd, J much less have you to intei- 
meddle in the management of affairs, or to arraign what you do not like, which in 
effect is everything that is done by the King and Council. Can you imagine that 
any reasonable man will believe you respect the person of his Majesty, when ’tis 
apparent that your seditious pamphlets are stuffed with particular reflections on 
him? If you have the confidence to deny this, ’tis easy to be evinced from a 
thousand passages, which I only forbear to quote, because I desire they should 
die and he forgotten. I have perused many of your papers : and to show you 
that I have, the third part of your ‘‘ No-Protestant Plot” is, much of it, stolen 
from your dead author’s pamphlet, called the “Growth of Popery, ”§ as mani- 
festly as Milton’s “ Defence of the English People ” is from Buchanan, “ De Jure 
Kegni apud Scotos,” or your First Covenant and New Association |j from the 

Act Shaftcsbtir/s papers seized, when he was taken prisoner, was a project of an 

Assouanon for defence of the Protestant religion and of the King’s person, and of the liberties of 
mil ygnatyre and was not m Shaftesbury’s handwriting, but which 

oil! u prosecution of him for high treason This new Association is 

.iiade much of by Diy^l^en in this Preface, and in the Poem, 205 and following lines. 

itJ kff ’ f ® Public welfaie, ' a Gallicism, which has disappeared vx all editions from 
Brnughtoii’s inclusive ; far being substituted for ^ an euinons, irom 

aa X848 onihibitfd thl ex^ts, and was relied on by the Government so late 

^ rtpainng to the King or Houses of Parliament with any petition “ accom- 
noj* at any one time withabove the number often persons " 

^ author, so contemptuously referred to, is the celebrated Andrew Marvel an 
politician, the friend of Milton, a poet whose political satires are much 
coarseness which so often offends in Dryden, but some of whose Xer 
Bryden’s senior by eleven years. TheVhad both 
written elegies, in 1648, on the death of the young Lord Hastings : they both celebraterl 
praises of Oliver Cromwell. Marvel had died Au Ast 28 ST 


in the Preface to «Religio W virme. marvei is again reterred to sneenngly 

Solemn league and Covenant with the French Holy 

of fins Sijar. 1682, had been projected and Kgun immediately after the KestoraSon. ^ * 

Shocked by a cwenantuig League’s vast powers 
As holy and as Catholic objours/* 
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Holy League of the French Giiisaids, Any one who reads Davila may trace 
your practices all along. There were the same pretences for reformation and 
loyalty, the same aspersion.s of the King, and the same giounds of a rebellion. I 
know not whether you will take the historian’s word, who says it was leported 
that Poltrot, a Hugonot, murdered Francis, duke of Guise, by the instigations of 
Theodore Beza, or that it was a Hugonot minister, otherwise called a Presby- 
terian (for our Church abhors so devilish a tenet), who first writ a treatise of the 
lawfulness of deposing and murdering kings of a dififerent persuasion in religion : 
but I am able to prove from the doctime of Calvin and the principles of 
Buchanan, that they set the people above the magistrate ; which, if I mistake not, 

IS your own fundamental, and which carries your loyalty no forth er than your 
liking. When a vote of the House of Commons goes on your side, you are as 
ready to observe it as if it were passed into a law ; but when you are pinched 
with any former and yet unrepealed act of parliament, you declare that, in same 
cases, you will not be obliged by it. The passage is in the same third part of the 
“ No-Protestant Plot,” and is too plain to be denied. The late copy of your 
intended association you neither wholly justify nor condemn ; but as the Papists, 
when they are unopposed, fly out into all the pageantries of worship, but in times 
of war, when they are haul pressed by arguments, lie close entrenched behind the 
Council of Trent, so now, when your affaiis are in a low condition, you dare not 
pretend that to be a legal combination, but whensoever you aie afloat, I doubt 
not but it will be maintained and justified to purpose For, indeed, there is 
nothing to defend it but the sword. ’Tis the propei time to say anything, when 
men have all things m their power. 

In the mean time, you would fain be nibbling at a paiallel betwixt this associa- 
tion and that in the time of Queen Elizabeth. But there is this small difference 
betwixt them, that the ends of the one are directly opposite to the other : one 
with the Queen’s approbation and conjunction, as head of it; the other, without 
either the consent or knowledge of the King, against whose authority it is mani- 
festly designed. Therefore, you do well to have recourse to your last evasion, 
that it was contrived by your enemies, and shuffled into the papers that were 
seized ; which yet you see the nation is not so easy to believe as your own jur}% 
But the matter is not difficult, to find twelve men in Newgate who would acquit a 
malefactor. 

I have one only favour to desire of you at parting, that when you think of 
answering this poem, you would employ the same pens against it wdio have com- 
bated with so much success against “Absalom and Achitophel for then you 
may assure yourselves of a clear victory, without the least reply. Kail at me 
abundantly; and, not to break a custom, do it without wit. By this method 
you will gain a considerable point, which is wholly to wave the answer of my 
arguments. Never own the bottom of your principles, for fear they should be 
treason. Fall severely on the miscarriages of government : for, if scandal be not 

occurs in an allusion to Henry IV. of France in “ Astrasa Redux,” loi The Whigs and the 

ra ict of Association imputed to them were now added for corapansou. The Prologue to “The 
e of Guise ” began : 

“ Our play’s a parallel ; the Holy League 
Begot our Covenant, Guisaids got the Whig.” 

Pr3’’den worked out the parallel with great labour in his “Vindication of the Duke of Guise ” 
“Our intention,” he there says, “was to make the play a parallel betwixt the Holy League, 
plotted by the House of Guise and its adherents, and the Covenant plotted by the rebeK in the 
time of King Charles I and the new Association, which was the spawn of the old Covenant ” The 
<fubject is further pursued by Dryden in hisPostsenpt to the Translation of Maimbourg’s “History 
of the League,” 
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allowed, you arc no freeborn subjects. If God has not blessed you with, the 
talent of rhyming, make use of my poor stock and welcome : let your verses run 
upon my feet ; and, for the utmost refuge of notorious blockheads, reduced to the 
last extremity of sense, turn my own lines upon me ; and, in utter despair of your 
own satire, make 'me satirize myself. Some of you have been driven to this bay 
already ; but, above all the rest, commend me to the Nonconformist parson, who 
writ the '‘Whip and Key.”* I am afiaid it is not read so much as the piece 
deserves, because the bookseller is every week crying help at the end of his gazette, 
to get it off. You see I am charitable enough to do him a kindness, that it may 
be published as well as printed ; and that so much skill in Hebrew derivations 
may not lie for waste-paper in the shop. Yet I half suspect he went no farther for 
his learning, than the index of Hebrew names and etymologies, which are printed . 
at the end of some English Bibles. If Achitophel signify the brother of a fool, i 
the author of that poem will pass with his readers for the next of kin. And 
perhaps His the relation that makes the kindness. Whatever the verses are, buy 
^em up, I beseech yon, out of pity ; for I hear the conventicle is shut up, and the 
brother of Achitophel out of service.f 

Now footmen, you know, have the generosity to make a purse for a member of 
their society, who has had his livery pulled over his ears ; and even Protestant 
socks are bought up among you out of veneration to the name. A dissenter in 
])oetry from sense and English will make as good a Protestant rhymer, as a dissenter 
from the Church of England a Protestant parson. Besides, if you encourage a 
young beginner, who knows but he may elevate his style a little above the vulgar 
epithets of profane, and saucy Jack, and atheistic scribbler, with which he treats 
me, when the fit of enthusiasm is strong upon him ; by which well-mannered and 
charitable expressions I was certam of his sect before I knew his name. What 
would you have more of a man ? Pie has damned me in your cause from Genesis 
to the Revelations, and has half the texts' of both the Testaments against me, if 
you will be .so civil to yourselves as to take him for your interpreter, and not to 
take them for Iriah witnesses. After all, perhaps you will tell me, that you retained 
him only for the opening of your cause, and that your main lawyer is yet behind. 
Now if it so happen he meet with no more reply than his predecessors, you may 
either conclude that I tiust to the goodness of my cause, or fear my adversary, or 
disdain him, or what you please, for the short onH is. His indifferent to your humble 
servant, whatever your party says or thinks of him. 

* * Among the answers to “ Absalom and Achitophel ’* was a pamphlet called " A Whip for the 
, Fool’s Back,” written hy a Nonconformist clergyman whose name is not known, and who further 
published “ A Key with the Whip, to open the Mystery and Iniquity of the Poem called Absalom 
and Achitophel.” 

; I ** Derrick, says Scott, who is not often so severe and whose severity on this occasion is , 

’ certainly not unwarranted, “ is pleased to explain * the brother of Achitophel ’ by favouring us with 
an account of Shaftesbury's brother, George Cooper, Esq. This is a remarkable instance of a 
I knavish speech sleeping m a foolish ear. For the benefit of any person of equally obtuse intellects, 

! 1 ^ necessary to say that the Nonconformist parson is the party meant, whom Dryden styles 

j bmther to Achitophel,’ if Achitophel according to his own derivation be brother to a fool ; and 
j truly the commentator seems to have been of the kindred.” A recent editor, Mr. R. Bell, has 
t 7 Derrick’s blunder. Two other notes of Mr. Bell’s on this poem are hardly lass ludicrous, 

i He thinks that Dprden “ leads us to infer” that he had never seen Shaftesbury, from his saying 
! J? Preface, ^ though he sat not five times to me, as he did to B., &c. ; ” and he interprets 
description of the two Sheriffs as “ two such gouty hands ” for the “ loyal head,^ the 
( ^ra Mayor (line 182), observing, They were not the only gouty members of the Whig party. 

[ Shaftesbury was a martyr to gout The malady was strictly impartial, for Dryden himself sank 
t ^ j* j a note, it would have been difficult to think it necessary to explain that 

’ ^ 1 ^® Sheriffs were sufferers from gout ; and it may be taken for granted 

' had seen Shaftesbury very often, though Shaftesbury had not sat to him five times 

for the portrait of the following poem. 
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A SATIRE AGAINST SEDITION. 

Of all our antic sights and pageantry 
Which English idiots run in crowds to see. 

The Polish Medal bears the prize alone ; 

A monster, more the favourite of the town 
Than either fairs or theatres have shown. 5 

Never did art so well with nature strive. 

Nor ever idol seemed so much alive ; 

So like the man, so golden to the sight, 

So base within, so counterfeit and light. 

One side is filled with title and with face ; lo 

And, lest the king should want a regal place. 

On the reverse a tower the town surveys, 

O’er which our mounting sun his beams displays. 

The word, pronounced aloud by shrieval voice, 

Listamur, which in Polish is Rejoice^ 13 

The day, month, year, to the great act are joined, 

And a new canting holiday designed. 

Five days he sate for every cast and look, 

Four more than God to finish Adam took. 

But who can tell what essence angels are 
Or how long Pleaven was making Lucifer ? 

Oh, could the style that copied every grace 
And ploughed such furrows for an eunuch face, 

Could it have formed his ever-changing will, 

The various piece had tired the graver’s skill ! 

A martial hero first, with early care 
Blown, like a pigmy by the winds, to war ; 

A beardless chief, a rebel ere a man. 

So young his hatred to his Prince began.* 

Next this, (how wildly will ambition steer !) 

A vermin wriggling in the usurper’s ear, 

Bartering his venal wit for sums of gold, 

He cast himself into the saint-like mould ;t 

* Shaftesbury had begun on. the King’s side In 1643, when he was already twenty-two, he 
raised a regiment of foot and a troop of horse at his own charge for the King, from whom he 
received commissions to be colonel of the first, captain of the second, and governor of Weymouth 
and Portland ; he was also in that year appointed Sheriff of Dorsetshire for the King. In the 
beginning of the following year he went over to the side of the Parliament This “ rebel ere a 
of twenty-three then performed military services m the West of England, under those earw chiefs 
of the Parliament who had not proceeded against the King vigorously enough to please Dryden, 
when he sung the praises of Cromwell before the Restoration. See stanza ii of the ppem on 
Oliver Cromwell '' ^ m r 

t Shaftesbury, then Sir Anthony Ashley Cooper, was appointed a member of the Council 01 
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Groaned, sighed, and prayed, while godliness was gain, 

The loudest bag-pipe of the squeaking tram. 7 ^ 

But, as ’tis hard to cheat a juggler’s eyes, 

His open lewdness he could ne’er disguise. 

There split the saint ; for hypocritic zeal 
Allows no sins but those it can conceal. 

Whoring to scandal gives too large a scope ; 40 

Saints must not trade, but they may interlope. 

The ungodly principle was all the same ; 

But a gross cheat betrays his partner’s game. 

Besides, their pace was format, grave, and slack ; 

His nimble wit outran the heavy pack. 45 

Yet still he found his fortune at a stay, 

Whole droves of blockheads choking up his way 5 
They took, but not rewarded, his advice ; 

Villain and wit exact a double price. 

Power was his aim ; but thrown from that pretence, 50 
The wretch turned loyal in his own defence, 

And malice reconciled him to his Piince. 

Him in the anguish of his soul he served, 

Rewarded faster still than he deserved. 

Behold him now exalted into trust, 55 

1 Ils counsels oft convenient, seldom just ; 

ICven in the most sincere advice he gave 
l ie had a grudging still to be a knave. 

The frauds he learnt in his fanatic years 
1 ^lade him uneasy in his lawful gears. 60 

j At best, as little honest as he could, 

; And, like white witches, mischievously good. 

! To his first bias longingly he leans 

! And rather would be great by wicked means, 

j Thus framed for ill, he loosed our triple hold,* 65 

, (Advice unsafe, precipitous, and bold.) 


tate after the dissolupon of the Barebone's parliament m July and he rontinued to sit as 
wiembcr of this Council until December 1654, when he ceased to attend ; and alter tins he was 
from^ Cromwell, why is not known. The salary of each member of this Council was 
i in Thurloe’s State Papers (iii, 581) shows that Cooper never 


iQool a year, but a paper printed in inurloe's State Papers (lii, 581) shows that Cooper never 
received any salaty. A statement made by Shaftesbur>'' himself after the Restoration, that he 
mi^nt ireely because^ he never received any salary” iParl. Hist. iv. 63) is thus by accident 
enoctually confirmed. Ihere is no authority, and probably no foundation, for the charge of “ bartering 
Nor IS there any tiuth in the imputation of his identifying 
mmself with the saints, because he was a member of the Baxcbone’s parliament. He was Si 
aaive member of a numerous moderate party in that assembly, which included Lord Lisle, 
*'«!?**” ®lder brother, afterwards earl of Leicester and a friend of Dryden ; Edward 

Sandwich; Charles jHoward, afterwards earl of Carlisle; Rouse, the 
WoI««ley, and several officers of the army : and this party ultimately 
Cromwell Burnet says of Shaftesbury that he was of great use to 

enthusiasts of that time” (Own Time, i. 165). The insinuation 
auth^v separation from the saints is also without 

Jf bMi£ k f ^ hcentiousness itself, as applied to Shaftesbury at that early period 

said tlmt the as regards his later yelrs, it may be safely 

grossly made by many revilers. one copying another, was a great 
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Fiom hence those tears, that Ilium of onr woe : 

Who helps a powerful friend forearms a foe. 

What wonder if the waves prevail so fai, 

When he cut down the banks that made the bar ? 70 

Seas follow but their nature to invade j 
But he by art our native strength betrayed. 

So Samson to his foe his force confest, 

And to be shorn lay slumbering on her breast. 

But when this fatal counsel, found too late, 75 

Exposed its author to the public hate. 

When his just sovereign by no impious way 
Could be seduced to arbitrary sway, 

Foibakeii of that hope,^' he shifts his sail, 

Drives down the cunent with a popular gale, So 

And shows the fiend confessed without a 'veil. 

He preaches to the crowd that power is lent, 

But not conveyed to kingly government, 

That claims successive bear no binding foice, 

That coronation oaths aie things of course, r5 

Maintains the multitude can never err. 

And sets the people in the papal chair. 

The reason’s obvious, vite 7 rst never hes ; 

The most have still their inteiest in their e5’’es, 

The power is always theirs, and power is ever vnse. 90 
Almighty crowd ! thou shortenesl all dispute. 

Power is thy essence, wit thy attribute ! 

Nor faith nor reason make thee at a stay, 

Thou leapst o’er all eternal truths in thy Pindaric way ! f 
Athens, no doubt, did righteously decide, 95 

When Phocion and when Sociales were tried ; 

As righteously they did those dooms repent ; 

Still they were wise, whatever way they went. 

Crowds err not, though to both extremes they lun ; 

To kill the father and recall the son. ico 

Some think the fools were most, as times went then, 

But now the world’s o’erstocked with piudent men. 

The common ciy is even religion’s test ; 

The Turk’s is at Constantinople best, 

Idols m India, Popery at Rome, 105 

And our own worship only true at home, 

And true but for the time ; ’Us haid to know 
How long we please it shall continue so ; 

This side to-day, and that to-morrow bums ; 

So all are God Almighties in their turns, . iio 

A tempting doctrine, plausible and new ; 

What fools our fathers were, if this be line I 

* “Forsaken of that hope a Galbcisni. So in “Absalom and Achitophel,” 568, in the de- 
scription of Buckingham ; ^ ^ „ 

“ He left not faction, but of that was left. 

t An Alexandrine of seven feet ; Alexandnnes of six feet are to be found in lines 90, 166, 26a, and 
<}os, and there is one in “ Absalom and Achitophel,” line 851. This long Alexandrine of seven feet 
has* been ridiculed by some of Dryden’s detractors ; but ridicule in this instance is not reason. 
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Who, to destroy the seeds of civil ivar, 

Inherent right m monarchs did declare ; 

And, that a lawful power might never cease, 115 

Secured succession to secure our peace. 

Thus propel ty and sovereign sway at last 
In equal balances were justly cast ; 

But this new Jehu spurs the hot-mouthed horse, 

Instructs the beast to know his native force, 120 

To take the bit between his teeth and fly 
To the next headlong steep of anarchy. 

Too happy England, if our good we knew, 

Would we possess the freedom we pursue ! 

The lavish government can give no more ; 125 

Yet we repine, and plenty makes us poor. 

God tried us once ; our rebel fathers fought ; 

Tie glutted them %vith all the power they sought, 

Till, mastered by their own usurjiing brave,"' 

The frec-boin subj'ect sunk into a slave. 130 

We loathe our manna, and we long for quails ; 

Ah ! what is man, when his owm wish prevails 1 
How rash, how swift to idunge himsell in ill, 

Proud of his power and boundless in his will I 

That kings can do no wrong we must believe ; 1 35 

None can they do, and must thc)^ all receive ? 

Plelp, Heaven, or sadly w’e shall see an hour 
W'hen neither wrong nor light are in their power ! 

Already they have lost their best defence. 

The benefit of laws which they dispense. 140 

Ko justice to their righteous cause allowed, 

But haftlod by an arbitrary crow'd ; 

And medals graved, their conquest to record. 

The stamp and coin of their adopted lord. 

The man w'ho laughed hut once, to see an ass 3 

Mumbling to make the cro&s-graiued thistles pass, f 
Might laugh again to see a juiy chaw^ 

The prickles of unpalatable Iaw^ 


* Tlu‘:^suh‘,tantivc, tal.'*n fiom the French, a favouu'te word with Dry den, has not 

sun'ived in our Language ; it hai, Iceu '.upct->erlud hy dnr'fl 

*‘The people's brave, the politician's tool ” 

Absalom and AckUophel, do^T. 

It occurs frequently m Dryden’s plays* 

“ IM orat‘d too insolent, too much a brave ” 

Aurengzebcy act t, sc. i 


m his hfe, but does not mention the cause of his one Iaui<h Tertulhan, in his Treatise on the 
poul, says that Crassus died from a fit of laughter, and latei writers give as the cause of his 
laughter that mentioned by Dryden. 

t Both forms and c/ietv occur in the early editions of Dryden’s works. This rhyme occurs 
again m Dryden’s Translation of the Seventh Eclogue of Virgil, 60 : 

^ Deformed like him who chaws 
Sardinian herbage»to contract his jaws.” 
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The witnesses that, Icech-like, lived on blood. 
Sucking for them were medicinally good ; * 

But when they fastened on their festered sore. 

Then justice and religion they forswore, 

Their maiden oaths debauched into a whore. 

Thus men are raised by factions and deciied, 

And rogue and saint distinguished by their side ; 
They lack even Scripture to confess their cause 
And plead a call to preach in spite of laws. 

But that’s no news to the poor injured page, 

It has been used as ill in every age, 

And is constiained with jialience all to take. 

For what defence can Greek and Hebrew make? 
Happy who can this talking trumpet .seize, 

They make it speak whatevei sense they please I 
Twas flamed at fust our oracle to inquire ;’h 
But since our sects in piophecy giow higher, 

The text imspiies not them, but they the text inspire. 

London, thou great emporium of our isle, 

0 thou too bounteous, thou too fiuitCul Nile ! 

How shall [ praise oi curse to thy deseit, 

Or separate thy sound from thy corruiited pait ? 

1 called thee Nile ; the parallel will stand : 

Thy tides of -wealth o’ ei flow the fattened land ; 

Yet monsters from thy large increase we find 
Engendered on the slime tliou lea vest behind. 
Sedition has not wholly seized on thee, 

Thy nobler paits aic fiom infection free 
Of Israel’s tubes thou hast a numerous band, 

But still the Canaanite is in the land. 


Medicinally in Dr^^clen’s text, and the i of the second wlUhle of vudkinally must be elided 
‘ lU pi enunciation In the third edit.on of 1692 wed'uual is pniited for metVcinally. Could 
in: iictml ht read 'lere, it would be an improvement, the second and third syllables being of 
course both short The edition of iCqo is a mere icpnntof that of 1OG4, and medicinal probably is 
a misprint The word occurs twice in ‘^Threnodia Augwialis” ilines in and 170}, and it must be 
pronounced there m both places uied’cnal. But it is spelt in both places med'cinal; the spelling 
also of Milton 

“ Dire inflammation, which no cooling herb 
Or med’cinal liquor can assuage ” 

iiamson Agonisics, C26, 

t The use of inquire here for search info or mvesiis;aie is a Latinism Oracle, it must he 
remembeied, is a wor.! of three syllables, and the second syllable long, as in omndiun and the 
French oracle. This line is punted m the early editions . 

“Twas framed at first our oracle t’ enquiie " 

The plural rhymes with seas in Diyalen's Translation of the iBncid, ix. 1C4: 

“Their fates T fear not or vain ornrlcs, 

’Twas given to Venus thej^ should cross the seas.” 

See note on line 106 of “Astrsea Redux.” But a rhyme in Hudibras requiies the word to be 
pronounced ora-kels. 


'And like the devil’s oracles 
Put into dogrel rhymes his spells ” 

Part 3, canto 3^ 374. 
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Thy military chiefs are brave and true, 

Nor are thy disenchanted burghers few. iSo 

The head is loyal which thy heart commands, 

But what’s a head with two such gouty hands?* 

Tlxe wise and wealthy love the surest way 
And are content to thrive and to obey. 

But wisdom is to sloth loo great a slave ; I05 

None are so busy as the fool and knave. 

Those let me curse ; what vengeance will they urge, 

Whose ordures neither plague nor fire can purge, 

Nor sharp expenence can to duty bring 

Nor angry Heaven nor a forgiving king ! i </0 

In gospel-phrase their chapmen they betray ; 

Their shops are dens, the buyer is their prey ; 

The knack of trades is living on the spoil ; 

They boast e’en when each other they beguile. 

Customs to steal is such a trivial thing 195 

That ’tis their charter to defraud their King. 

All hands unite of every jarring sect j 
They cheat the country first, and then infect. 

They for God’s cause their monarchs dare dethrone. 

And they’ll be sure to make His cause their own. 200 

Whether the plotting Jesuit laid the plan 
Of murdering kings, or the French Puritan, 

Our sacrilegious sects their guides outgo 
And kings and kingly power would murder too. 


What means their traitorous combination less, 205 

Too plain to evade, too shameful to confess ? 

But treason is not owned, when ’tis descried ; 

Successful crimes alone are justified. 

The men who no conspiracy would find, 

Who doubts but, had it taken, they had joined? 210 

Joined in a mutual covenant of defence, 

At first without, at last against their Prince ? 

If sovereign right b;^ sovereign power they scan, 

The same bold maxim holds in God and man : 

God were not safe ; his thunder could they shun, 215 

He should be forced to crown another son. 

Thus, when the heir was from the vineyard thrown, 

The rich possession was the murderers^ own.f 


rs Moore, elected Lord Mayor in 1681, who /ealoudy supported the 

Court. ^.n.e two gouty hands’* were the two Whig sheriffs, Thomas Pilkington and Samuel 
pnute. bm John Moore is the Ziloah of the Second Part of “Absalom and Achiiophel,” wheiehe 
IS aesenDed as encumbered with a viler pair of assistants than Cornish and Bethel : 


"This year did Zdoah rule Jerusalem ^ 
And boldly all sedition's surges stem, jl 
Howe’er encumbered with a viler pair 
Than Ziph or Shimei to assist the chair.” 


o i?'®. of the lord of the vineyard and the husbandmen, St. Matthew 

ocott, following Demck, has wrongly printed murc^erer^s. 


xxi. 33-39. 
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In vain to sophistry they have recourse ; 

By proving theirs no plot they prove ’tis worsen 220 

Unmasked rebellion, and audacious force, 

Which, though not actual, yet all eyes may see 
’Tis working, in the immediate power to be ; 

For from pretended grievances they rise 

First to dislike, and after to despise ; 225 

Then, Cyclop-like, in human flesh to deal, 

Chop up a minister at every meal ; 

Perhaps not wholly to melt down the king. 

But clip his regal rights within the ring ; 

From thence to assume the power of peace and war 230 
And ease him by degrees of public care. 

Yet, to consult his dignity and fame. 

He should have leave to exercise the name, 

And hold the cards while Commons played the game. 

Foi what can power give more than food and drmk, 235 
To live at ease and not be bound to think ? 

These are the cooler methods of their crime, 

But their hot zealots think His loss of time ; 

On utmost bounds of loyalty they stand. 

And grin and whet like a Cioatian band 240 

That waits impatient for the last command : 

Thus outlaws open villainy maintain ; 

They steal not, but in squadrons scour the plam ; 

And if their power the passengers subdue. 

The most have light, the wrong is in the few. 245 

Such impious axioms foolishly they show, 

For in some soils Republics will not grow : 

Our temperate Isle will no extremes sustain 
Of popular sway or arbitrary reign : 

But slides between them both into the best, 250 

Secure in freedom, in a monarch blest. 

And, though the climate, vexed with various winds, 

Works through our yielding bodies on our minds, 

The wholesome tempest purges wiiat it breeds 
To recommend the calmness that succeeds. 255 


But thou, the pander of the people’s hearts, 

(O crooked soul and serpentine in arts !) 

Whose blandishments a loyal land have whored. 

And broke the bonds she ]>lighted to her loid, 

What curses on thy blasted name will fall, 2O0 

Which ago to age theh- legacy shall call, 

For all must curse the wws that must descend on all 1 

I'ieligion thou hast none ; thy meicury 

Has passetl thnuigh evisy sect, or thoiis through thee. 

iUii what thou givest, that venom still remains, 2C5 

And the posed niUion feehUhee in their brains. 

What else inspiies the tongues ami swells the breasts 
Of all thy bellowing lenegady priests, 
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ITiat preach up thee for God, dispense thy laws, 

And with thy stum* ferment theii fainting cause, 2^0 

Fresh fumes of madness raise, and toil and sweat, 

To make the formidable cripple great ? 

Yet should thy crimes succeed, should lawless power 
Compass those ends thy greedy hopes devour. 

Thy canting friends thy moital foes would be, 275 

Thy god and theirs will never long agree ; 

For thine, if thou hast any, must be one 
That lets the woild and human kind alone \ 

A jolly god that passes hours too well 

To promise Heaven or threaten us with Hell, 2S0 

That unconcerned can at rebellion sit 

And wiiik at crimes he did himself commit. 

A tyrant theirs ; the heaven their priesthood paints 
A conventiclet of gloomy sullen saints , 

A heaven, i hke Bedlam, slovenly and sad, 205 

Foredoomed for souls with false religion mad. 

Without a vision pods can foreshow 
What all but fools by common sense may know : 

If true succession from our Isle should fail, 

And crowds profane with impious arms prevail, 290 

Not thou nor those thy factious aits cmgage 
Shall reap that harvest of lebclhous rage, 

With which thou flatterest thy decrepit age. 

The swelling poison of the several sects, 

Which, wanting vent, the nation’s health infects, 295 

Shall burst its bag ; and fighting out tlich -vray, 

The various venoms on each other prey. 

The Presbyter, puffed up with spiiituai pride, 

Shall on the necks of the lewd nobles ride. 

His brethren damn, the civil power defy, 300 

And parcel out republic prelacy. 

But short shall be his reign ; his rigid yoke 
And tyrant power will puny sects provoke, 

Aiul frogs, and toads, and all the tadpole tram 
Will croak to Heaven for help from this devouring crane, 305 
The cut-lhioat swoid and clamorous gown shall jar 
In sharing their ill-gotten spoils of war \ 


* Siuw^ new wine used for fermenting old or dull wine Oldham cmi*loys tlie \ci] 
, horically ; ^ ^ 

As the poor drunkard when Mine stums his biains, 

Anointed with that liquor, thinks he reigns ” 

Letter from the Country, Cr^c 

f Con7<enitcle has the accent alwmys on the third syllable in Dryclcn and m lus time* 
pronounced coiwentickU, 

“ He used to lay about and stickle 
Like ram or bull at conventicle ” 

ilitdibiae^ part i, canto 2, 437. 

t In this poem Bryden departed from his aistom of an before words hesrinnin--' with 7i 
here might hate been regarded as a misprint, but that m the ricfni v v e hatu 

See o I5C. ' •’ “ 
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Chicfb bhall be gi’udged the pait \\hicli they pietend 5 

Loidb envy lords, and friends with every fiieiid 

Al^out their impious merit shall contend. 310 

The wsurly Commons shall lespect deny 

And justlc peerage out \\dth piopeity. 

Their Geiieial either shall lus tiust betray 
And force the cro\^d to arbitrary sway, 

(Ji they, suspecting hib ambitious aim, 315 

In hate of kings shall cast anew the frame. 

And thrust out Collatme that bore their name. 

Thus inborn broils the factions would engage. 

Or \\ ara of exiled heirs, or foreign rage, 

Till halting vengeance overtook our age, 320 

And our wild labours, weaned into rest, 
lleclined us on a rightful monaich’s breast. 

* * Pitdet Imc opproh'ia vobis 
Et diet potuissc ct 11071 poiuisse rcfclliT f 


' Lucius Taiquimusi Collatmus, the hu-baml of Lucretia, was nephew of the king Tarquuiiu'? 
Superbus, and cuumu of SeMus 'rarqumuis who ravished liis wife, and whose crime caused the 
expulsion of the Tar<iuins anil the aboliLion of inonarcKy in l<.oine Collatme, notwithstanding his 
W'lungs aiivl his sh,’ie in deposing the king, went into evde on account of the hatied felt towaids 
tlie 'rarqu'U family, of which he was a nieniber. This is of course an allusion intended fui 
hJunniouth 

t Omi>, d/t iiwi. i. 73S Dryden, addiessing the Whigs, has changed nchs into 7 'ohh 
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THREE POLITICAL PROLOGUES. 

1682. 


PROLOGUE. 


SPOKEN TO THE KING AND THE QUEEN AT THEIR COMING 10 Tllit HOUSE 

When first the Ark was landed on the shore, 

And Heaven had vowed to curse the ground no more, 

When tops of hills the longing patriarch saw, 

And the new scene of earth began to draw, 

The Hove was sent to view the waves’ decrease, j 

And first brought back to man the pledge of peace. 

’Tis needless to apply, when those appear, 

Who bring the olive and who plant it here. 

We have before our eyes the royal Dove, 

Still Innocence is harbinger to Love.f tq 

The Ark is opened to dismiss the train 
And people with a better race the plain. 

Tell me, you poweis, why should vain man pursue 
With endless toil each object that is new, 

And for tlie seeming substance leave the true ? 15 

Why should he quit for hopes his certain good, 

And loathe the manna of his daily food ? 
hliist England still the .scene of changes be, 

Tost and tempestuous like our ambient sea? 

Must still our weather and our wills agree ? 20 

Without our blood our liberties we hove ; 

Who that is fiee would fight to be a siaVw ? 

w to the Theatre in Drur^r Lane is 

It was in the beginning of 1682. The play acted on the occasion iras “The 
Unhappy Favounte, or the Earl of Essex, ’ by John Banks. The royal visit was on the fifth niaht 
Another prologue, which was published with the play (together with Siis 
third by the author), had been recited, it is stated, on the four previous nights hv 

“ purpose ®bj- Mr 

indeed has no connexion with the play, and refers only to the rov-il 
Zf D'y'ioo. and wlu be found Sonn the Prolo^^^i^s 

and Epilogues printed in this volume This play was doiihtloss chosen for thS rnvol S , ^ 
d?‘I?Ul “™\«‘’0‘ahlance in tho story to the attitude at that time of the King’s favourite and 
d.vil,0,itent son, Monmouth, to whom tho fntc of Essev might lie a tWninn- A ITroZlZu 1 

edhm Jtomlm fii«\'dS 

t This line was alteicd,ivithout any need foi change, and altoiecl foi the worse, by Biough ton, into 
Still Iimenuit as hrulunger of ln\e,” 
fiuH hab been pi.nLed alia Bioujluon by Derrick, BelJ, and othcis 
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Or what can wars to after-times assure, 

Of which our present age is not secure ? 

All that our Monarch would for us ordain 25 

Is but to enjoy the blessings of his reign. 

Our land’s an Eden and the main’s our fence. 

While we preserve our state of innocence : 

That lost, then beasts their brutal force employ, 

And first their lord and then themselves destroy. 30 

What civil broils have cost we knew too well ; 

Oh ! let it be enough that once we fell ! 

And every heart conspire, with every tongue, 

Still to have such a King, and this King long. 


PROLOGUE. I 

TO HIS KOVAL HIGHNESS UPON HIS FIRST APPEARANCE AT THE DUKE’s THEATRE SiNCE HIS 
RETURN FROM SCOTLAND, APRIL 21, 1682.* 

In those cold regions which no summers cheer, 

■\Vhen t brooding darkness covers half the year. 

To hollow caves the shivering natives go, 

Bears range abroad and hunt in tracks of snow ; 

But when the tedious twilight wears away 5 

^\nd stars grow paler at the approach of day, 

The longing crowds to frozen mountains run, 

Happy who first can see the glimmering sun ; 

'I'lie surljr savage offspring disappear, 

And curse the bright successor of the year. 10 

Yet though rough bears in covert seek defence, I 

WHiite foxes stay with seeming innocence ; 

That crafty kind with daylight can dispense. 

Still we are thronged so full with Reynard’s race 

That loyal subjects scarce can find a place. 15 

Thus modest truth is cast behind the crowd, 

Truth speaks too low, hypocrisy too loud, 

T.et them be first to flatter in success ; 

Duty can stay, but guilt has need to press. 

The Duke of York had been sent by the Ring out of England to Brussels in the beginning of 
167c), during the first great excitement of the Popish Plot. At the close of that year he went to 
reside in Edinburgh, still in oliedience to the desire of the King and his advisers that he should bo 
out of the way. In a few months he retumecl to London, but he was again .sent away to Scotland 
ill the autumn of 16S0; he remained there fn>m that time till March 1682. Against the opinion of 
Halifax, wiio was n<tw tlie leading Minister, and through an intrigue of the Duchess of Ports- 
niouth, who wished to conciliate the Duke of York, Charles now sent for his brother. He came in 
the first instance alone, and, obtaining a promise from the King that he should be permitted 
(o reside pernianenth' in Knglaiul, he went back to Edinburgh in May to fetch the Duches? and his 
nunily, ami iininediately returned with theuu The occasion of this prologue was <ni the Duke of 
\'ork’s visiting the theatre in Dorset < Inn, lens, c.nllcil his House, on April 21, ifi.'ln, before the return 
of tile DuehoNS. ('>tvvay's *' \\*.nice Preserved, or a Plot Ifiscovered,” was acted on the occasion, 
i M’he play vvus new in that year, and was le%’cllcd at the Whig party and Shaftesbury, who is repre- 
seuitcfl in the character of .Ant*nno. Otwny wrotts a new epilogue expressly for tins occasion of 
the Dul'C^s visit, and Ptryden wus selected to wriie the )iroh»guc for tlw day. 

+ When was changed into ‘teA re by Draughton, who has been followed by tlie subsequent 
editors ; the change spoils the sen. c. 
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Once, when true zeal the sons of God did call 
To make their solemn show at Heaven’s Whitehall, 
The fawning Devil appeared among the rest 
And made as good a courtier as the beat. 

The friends of Job, who railed at him before, 

Came cap in hand when he had tlirce tunes more. 

Yet late repentance may perhaps be true ; 

Kings can forgive, if rebels can but sue, 

A tyrant’s power in iigour is exprest ; 

The father yearns in the tine inince’s bieast. 

We grant an o’ergrown Whig no grace can mend, 

But most are babes that know not they offend ; 

The crowd, to restless motion still mchned, 

Are clouds that rack according to the wind."’'" 

Duven by their chiefs, lliey storms of hailstones poui, 
Then mourn and soften to a silent shower. 

Oh w elcome to this much-offending land 
Tlie Prince that brings foigiveness in his hand ! 

Thus angels on glad messages appear ; 

Their first salute commands us not to fear. 

Thus Heaven, that could constniin us to obey, 

(With reverence if we might jircsume to say,) 

Seems to relax the rights of so\eieign s\^ay, 

I’ormits to ipan the choice nf «Miod and ill, 

And makes iia happy by our own Irce tv ill. 


PROLOGUE. ‘ 

TO Tin: Ducimss on imu ultuun i-ro.m Scotland i 

When factious rage to cm el exile drove 
The Queen oi Beauty, and the Cuiut of Love, 

The Muses dioojied wnth their foisakeii arts. 

And the sad Cupids biolce their useless darts. 

Our fruitful plains to wdlds and deserts turned, 5 

Like Eden’s face when banished man it mouined : 

Love was no more when Loyalty was gone, 

The great supporter of his awful throne. 

* The word rac/e of thb line was changed by Broughton into iac/c; a Yen’- decided deterioration 
of the text 'I’he correbpondinc* substantive, for the light doud.s, oci'ura in Dryden , ‘‘ The 
d'lubtful lack of heaven’^ (Translation of .ffineiU, X 49S, and again xii 54}.;. Jn the “Duke of 
Guise,” act. 4, sc. 2 : 

The lack of clouds ia driMii" on the winds 
And shoM’s a bieak of sunshine.” 

t This is addiessed to the second Duchess of York, IVlarj" of Este, Piinccss of Rlodena. Aimc, 
the first duchess, whom Dryden had conipliinented with a poem in 1665, had died in idyi 'I'he 
Duke marned his second wife in 1G73 Dr}'den celebrated her beauty and vn tues in t he i ledication 
of his “ State of Innocence,” adapted from “ Paiadise Lost,” and published m 11)74 T'he evnet d.ite 
of the Duchess’s appearance at the theatre to receive the compliment of this piolouue is not know n ; 
huti^ouid have been soon after her leturn frr;m Scotland, which wms m thi* end of May dtSe. 
The Duke, in his passage from London to Edinburgh to fetrh hei. had lieon shipwtoid c<l aud had 
narrowly escaped death, a’liib prohi::ue wa-- iqumied Ia i)i\dcu m i-'.t ; ih. 'Hud P.*ut < Mi. • > 

Miscellany Poems ” - ' ' “ j 
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Love could no longer after Beauty stay, 

But wandered northward to the verge of day, lO 

As if the sun, and he had lost their way. 

But now the illustrious Nymph, returned again, 

Brings every grace triumjdiant in her train : 

The wondering Nereids, though they raised no storm, 
Forslowed* her passage to behold her form; Z5 

Some cried a Venus, some a Thetis past, 

But this was not so fair nor that so chaste. 

Far from her sight flew Faction, Strife, and Pride, 

And Envy did but look on her, and died. 

Whate’er we suffered from our sullen fate, 20 

I-Ier sight is purcliased at an easy rate : 

Three gloomy years against this day were set, 

But this one mighty sum has cleared the debt. 

Like Joseph’s dream, but with a better doom; 

The famine past, the plenty still to come. 25 

For her the weeping heavens become serene, 

For her the ground is clad in cheerful green, 

For her the nightingales are taught to sing. 

And Nature has for her delayed'’ the spring. 

The jSIuse resumes her long-forgolten lays, 30 

And Love, restored, his ancient realm sur\'eya, 

Recalls our beauties and revives our plays ; 
llis V’aste dominions peoples once again, 

And from her presence dates his second reign. 

But a^vfttl charms on her fair forehead sit, 35 

Dispensing what she never will admit ; 

Pleasing yet cold, like Cynthia’s silver beam, 

''Phe people’s wonder and’ the poet’s theme. 

Distempered zeal, sedition, cankered hate 
No more shall vex the Church and tear the State ; <0 

No more shall faction civil discords move, 

Or only discords of too tender love : 

Discord like that of music’s various parts, 

Discord that makes the harmony of hearts, 

Discord that only this dispute shall bring, 

Who best shall love the Duke and serve the King, 
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MAC FLECKNOE; 

OR, 

A SATIRE ON TIIIC TRUE BLUE PROTESTANT POET, 


T. S. 



INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 


j- A 7 Jtong the aiiswers to The AfedaP^ rdas one hy Thomas ShadziocH, the dra* 
j matist^ who puhlishsd ct most savage poem agamst Dryden^ called ^'The A/eJal of 
fohn BayesT Shadwell and Dryden had been frmids ; , hi 167S Diydcn had 
tvritfen the Epilogue fo?' ShadzvdVs play, ‘‘A True WldcnoP But the fi iry of 
political oMosition %ww pro duced the biltci'est enmr ly. S hadwell toas a shwig 1 Pula ’ 
or-True Blue, Sev^f as is the following satire on Shadwell^ it is not too sevei^t. for 
the provocatmi of SkadwelVs most raucorojis ajtd samilous attack. E^Jmo e. 7 oho 
gives the iiame to this poeifZy and of whom Shadivell is treated as the son and heir, 
was a dull ^oct, who had dkoavs laid himself open to iddic ule. ^ It is 7 tot k 7 to%im if 
he had ever given Drydeit offence / tut it is cef tdm Ylmt^ published 

in 1670, contain some tines addi'cssed to Dryden of asnost complimeitiaoy character, 
begi}Z 7 iing: " 

** Brjfdcu, the Mfnscs^ darling a7td delight. 

Than ’whom 7wne everjlew so high a height I 

Richard Flecknoe was an B'ishmaii by bii'th ; he had died in 167S. The flan of 

I this poem required a dead author, and Flecknoe suited the pnnposc. 

“ The Medal ” had been published in Ma^xh 16S2. “ Mac Ftecknoe'^'^ ’loas puhihhal 
in defober of the same year, ft ’was pniblisJicd anonymously, and not by Tonson, 
but by a bookseller ng^med Green ; but the titlepagc, like that of “ The Medal f bore 
that W was by the author of Absalom aftd AchitophdP SlufdwcU has said in the 
Preface to his Translation of the Teiiih Sa^e of Juvenal, published in 1687, 
Epydeit, being taxed hy him iMthihe authorship, had denied it, Diyden inav haifC 
entitled to deny when guest mied by Shadwell, ’whose oven attack had 
deprived him of all I’lglit of conipl^dtt and all claini to eoitrtesy. But Frydeds 
of cQ^fie was not, a scci-et. He spoke of the pomn as his , 

, his Essay 07%:, Satire''^ published in 1692; arid Mac Flecknoe'^' is 

printed at the beginning of the volume of Miscetlatiies edited by Fryden hi 16S4, 
^8 publication in this ’jkilume tvas the second edition of the poem ; a third editmi, a 
repent of tput yf i^^^pppegr^d in 169^. Tfd first edition eontamed ma7Ty 
misprh 0 s : these were tSrrecfod,. and a few cha^^gesSfitivduccd, in the second edition 
ef published m the '^ Hfkcdlany rgems.'^^ . The text, as Mlteird in 16S4, is . 
i^ydeds authorized .text . 
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All human things ar<^f fe^ibject to decay 

And, when Fate summons, monarchs must obey. 

This FledkiTioe found, who, like Augustus, young 
"Was called to empire and had, governed long, 

In prose and verst^ was owned without dispute .5 

[Throiigh all the realms of Nonsense absolute.*’. 

This aged prince, now floiirishmg in peace 
And blest with Issue of a large increase, 

Worn out with business, did at length debate 
To settle the succession of the state ; 10 

ibid pondering, which of all his sons was fit 
To reign and wage immortal war ivith wit, 

Cried, “’Tis resolved, for Nature pleads that he 
“ vShould only rule who most resembles me. ■ 

**vS had well alone my perfect image bears,f 15 

“ Mature in duincss from his tender years ; 

^ Flecknne died In ; the first of hia many pnblicafi«ms was in '^Hiemibniandum, 
the Heavenly Nuptials ctf onr blessed Savlvur .with & pioiia Soul.” He was a Roman tJathoHc 
priest, nut he dropped that character after the* Restoration of Charles 11 . Andrew Marvel, in 
his younger days, loll in with him at Romo, and, has written a ludicrous poem URon hiiii, entitlei,] 
Flecknoe.an English priest at_Rome.” hlarvel must have seen him at^^orn^ between 

164a and 1645. He describes him as a poet atid nmsici'a'u, ever reciting his pdetrjl and, ^len the , 
hearer was tired, turning to his lute. He gives a grotesque description of his lank person : 

** This basso-riSevo of a man 
Who, as a cruneJ^P, yet easlfyi'can 
The needle’s eyc’^tfjread Without any stitch ; 

His only impcfssiblB.is^ be rich.’’ , 

And then he describes him as stufFirigput his thin f^re with his many rhymes : 

’ ' T./est his too noble body, growing rai^, 

, ' , Should leave his soul to wander in tlie air, 

He therefore circumscribes himself in rli|j,’mcs, 

And, swaddled in liis own papers seven limes, 

Wears n close jacket of poetic huff. 

With which he does hi^ third dimension stuff,” , ' 

Fleeknoe mw^t have died at a vety pdv^nced age 4* rr^S, for Maj^l speaks oflhim 

and the time #f their meeting ;u Rome could not IiaVe been later than 1644., Marv^m thf^ear 

was twenty-fcrttr, - ■ ■ . , ' ' 

+ Thomal ShsKiwtIl,. horrt 1640. witer of comedies,' coarse and wittv. , ^Hisjolays 
were -generallf In prdiie,; , the few exceptions, **P.syche,” which is in rhvmej-and ^*'The i^al 
Shephei*d«s»,’*awid Timon*’ which Ire Jn Wank verse, do not 'place him high as a piei. liSFhe 
was a man- of wit; 'and Rochn^er, cmdd judge, said of him, that hchadbumall' he.:wwte^ ■ 

and pdnted all he spoke, ho«?woii!d have had more wit anAhumottr than any fpxjiUm', 

and ShadweUt foes, had written together m 5674, k'Con^nctba'''vrith '.Crbim a . 

very spltelM' crittc^m m **ThiEtnpr^f^ .of Morocco ” by Settle, S'h|W<d’l' ahd'SderiO' veto; now . 

, 'both antagonists of Bry#n j they 0^' pyloried together by I>ry^ as ^'^d"I>oeg in the 

/. . .V . • 1 ' . ' '-■'■jV., -"'l* . / 
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Sliadwell alone of all my sons is he ^ 

** Who stands confirmed in full stupidity. 

The rest to some faint meaning make pretence, 

But Shadwell never deviates into sense. eo 

** Some beams of wit on other souls may fall, 

Strike through and make a lucid interval ; 

\ ** But Shadweirs genuine night admits no luy, 

His rising fogs prevail upon the day. 

“ Besides, his goodly fabric fills the eye ^ ^ -5 

“ And seems designed for thoughtless majost5%'' 

** Thoughtless as monarch oaks that ‘^liade tlie ]daln 
And, spread m solemn state, supinely reign. 

Hey wood and Shirley f- were hut types of thee, 

‘^Thoii last great prophet of tautology. 30 

Even I, a dunce of more renown than they, 

“ Was sent before but to prepare thy way, 

‘'And coarsely clad in Norwich drugget ? came 
“To teach the nations in thy greater name. 

“ My warbling lute, the lute I whilom strung, 35 

“When tp King John of Portugal I sung,§ 

“Was but the prelude to that glorious day, 

“When thou on silver Thames didst cut thy way, 

“With well-timed oars before the royal barge, 

“Swelled^ with the pride of thy celestial charge, 

“ And, big with hymn, commander of an host ; 

“The like was ne’er in Epsom blankets tost.ll 
“ Methinks I see the new Arion sail, 

“ The lute still trembling underneath thy nail. 

* 

Hnes which he ^supplied to Tate’s Second Part of ‘‘Absalom and Achitophcl.*' After the P‘«’Vf)h3- 
tion, King WxlMain took away from Dryden the oflices of Poet Lauieut and Historiographer Roywd, 
and gave them to Shadwell 

■* Shadwell, was as large as Flecknoe had been thin. Shadwclfs size is again alluded to ill- 
naturedly near the end of the poem, lines 193-6, and still more fiercely in Bryden’s Hues in the 
Second Part pf“ Absalom and AchitopheL” 

t Thomas Heywood, a very prolific play-writer who flourishod in the early part of the seven- 
teenth cfentuty, and also an actor. He had, according to his own account, “either au entue 
hjyid maiB finger ” in two hundred and twenty plays (Langbaine’s Dramatic Poets, p 257;. 

James Shirley, another voluminous dramatic author of the same period, superior to Heywood, and 
judged by competent modem cntics to have been unjustly tieatcd by Dryden in tins contemptuous 
mention Indeed his contemporaiies placed him next to Fletcher, and very near him (J,,.ingbaine, 
pp 474, 48s;. Shirley died in 1666, from fatigue and anxiety during the Fire of London 

I Curiously enough, there is a friendly account of Dryden, communicated to the “ Gentleman's 
Magazine” in 1745, moie than forty years after Dryden s death, by one who had known him, and 
who remembered him in the early part of his career of authorship, descubing him as dressed in 
Norwich drugget in his early London life. “I remember plain John Dryden, bofme he paid his 
court with success to the great, in one uniform clothing of Norwich drugget ” Shadwell came 
from Norfolk, and that may have been in Dryden’s mind 

§ Flecknoe had lived some time at Lisbon, and had been kindly treated by King John. Ftotn 
Lisbon he made a voyage to Brazil, leaving Lisbon apparently in 1646, and leturniug thcie in 
1649 or ^650 ^ Having asked King John for his permission, which was necessary, for visiting 
Brazil, he receive^ not only permission, but also a present of two hundied crowns to help to pay 
his expenses. This is stated in Flecknoe’s “Travels of Ten Yeais in F.urope, Asia, Afnque, and 
America.” In his dedication of his “Moral Epigrams” to the Queen of England, in ^670, he 
mentions his great obligations to her father, King John of Portugal. 

II A reference to Shadwell’s play called “Epsom Wells,” and to a phrase .suitable enough in a 
comedy, which occurs in another of his plays, “ The Sullen Lovers : ” “ Such a fellow as he 
de$enreis to be tossed in a blanket.” 
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“At tliy well-sliarpened thumb from shore to shore 45 
“The treble squeaks for. fear, the basses roar 
• “Echoes from Pissiiig-alley Shaclwell call^ 

“And Shadwell they resound from Aston-halL 
“About thy boat the little fishes throng, 

“As at the morning toast that floats along»+ 50 

“ Sometimes, as prince of thy harmonious band, * 

“Thou wieldst thy papers in thy threshing hand. 

“St. Andre’s $ feet ne’er kept more equal time, 

“Not even the feet of thy own * Psyche’s’! rhyme ; 

“ Though they in number as in sense excel, 55 

“ So just, so like tautology, they fell 
“That, pale with envy, Singleton foiswore 

The lute and sword which he in triumph bore, 

“ And vowed he ne’er would act Villerius more.”|l 
^ Here stopped the good old sire and wept for joy, Co 

' In silent raptures of the hopeful boy. 

' All arguments, but most lii% plays, persuade 
That for anointed dulncss be was made. 

Close to die walls which fair Augusta bind, 

(The fair Augusta much to fears inclined,) 1 ! 6S 

An ancient fabric raised to infoim the sight 
There stood of yore, and Barbican it ^l>t ; 

A watch-tower once, but now, so fate orclains, 

Of all the pile an empty name remains ; 

' From its old ruins brothel-houses rise, 70 

Scenes of lewd loves and of polluted joys, 

' Where their vast courts the mother-strumpets keep, 

.And, undistiubcd by watch, ip silence sleep.'** 


* Shad-well wa*? a musician as well as poet. In the Pieface to his opera of Psyche” he ^ys 
that he guided the composing of the music for the songs, and claims to be allowed to have some 
knowledge of music, as he says that he had been bred to it during many years of his youth. 

+ This line was substituted in the second edition for the foUo-wmg, which is in the first : 

. And gently waft thee over all along.” 

$ St Andr^ was a celebrated French dancing-master. He is similarly alluded to by Drydep in. 
the ** Kind Keeper,” act 3, sc. 1. ' ' ' 

' St. Andr6 never moved with such a grace.” 

Oldham, Imiiaiion of EoraUff. 

§ Psyche ” wns an opera in rhyme by Shad-well, produced in 1674. 

If Singleton -wms a singer of the time. Villerius, Grand Master of the Knights of Malta, was a 
principal character in I^avcoant’s opera of “The Siege of Uhodes,” where there is a long lyrical 
dialogue between VUkrIus and Solyman, the two opposed generals, which had been ridiculed in , . 
“ The Reheaml” m a comhhwtion of " lute and sword and Biyden here does not disdain to 
follow in the -wake of his adversary. 

If A political reference to the fenns of the King and Fopery which prevailed in the city of 
T.,ond<m. ' 

** A parody of two lines near the opening of the First Book of Cowley’s “ Bavidcis:’^ 

Where their vast court the mother-waters keep 
And, undisturbed by moons, in silence sleep.” , 

And the lines yfj-y arc fashttjned after another couplet of the same passage of the ** Bavideis ; ” ' 

“ Bene-ath the <lens where unfletcht tempests lie, , 

And infant winds tfteir tender voices 
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Near these a Nursery erects its head,* 

Where queens are formed and future heroes bred, 
Where unfledged actors learn to laugh and cry, 
Where infant punks their tender voices ti*y. 

And little Maximinst the gods defy. 

Great Fletcher never treads in buskins here, 

Nor greater Jonson dares in socks appear ; 

But gentle Simkin just reception finds 
Amidst this monument of vanished minds ; 

Pure clinchesj the suburbian muse affords 
And Panton waging harmless war with words. 

Here Flecknoe, as a place to fame well known, 
Ambitiously designed his Shadwell’s throne. 

For ancient Decker § prophesied long since 
That in this pile should reign a mighty prince, 

Born for a scourge of wit and flail of sense, 

To whom true dulness should some “Psyches” owe, 
But worlds of “ Misers” from, his pen should flow ; 

“ Humourists” and Hypocrites it should produce, 
Whole Raympnd families and tribes of Bruce. 1| 

Now empress Fame had published the renown 
Of Shad well’s coronatioir tnrough the town. 

Roused by report of fame, the nations meet 
From near Bimhill and distant Watling-street. 

No Persian carpets spread the imperial way, 

But scattered limbs of mangled poets lay ; 

\ From dusty .shops neglected authors come, 

/ Martyrs of pies and relics of the bum. 


* The Nursery Avas a Theatre for the training of hoys and girls for the stasfe, established under 
royal letters patent (1662), which prohibited “obscene, scandalous, or otTensive passages," and 
reitricted the performances to “wtiat may consist with harmless and inoffensive delights and 
^ recreatiop^.” (Shakespeare Society papers, ui 162 ) The plays perfofined there were suited for 
' the young plpham rilfsnqbns it in the warning of Spenser’s ghost poetry. The modern 

editors of OldhaiA'have spoilt 'IKe second line of the following passage by printing bridge for 
badge: 

5 ? Mayest thou go on unpitied, till thou be 
Brought to the parish-badge and beggary. 

Till urged by want, like broken scribolcra, thou 
' 3 'um poet to a booth, a Smithfield show, 

And write heroic verse for Bartholomew ; 

Then slighted by the very Nursery, 

|dayesti thou at be forced to staryp !|ik^ 

In ''^Tlste Rehearsed r Bayes, representing Elryden, is made tq vow vengeance on the actors by 
devoung himself henceforth to the Nursery; fH’ll tell you, Mar. Johnson,! vow to gad'I have bpen 
so lughfy du»obuged by the peremptoriness of these fellows that I’m resolved hereafter to bind my 
thoughts wholly for the service of the Nursery, and mumpyour proud players, I gad " (act a, *>0* st), 
death chakcfer of DxydeWs playbf v Tyrasihic Love," whd defies lihe gods in 

i Clinck, also spelt, ; a pun: 

“ Here one poor word an hundred clenches makes ” 

Pope, JDwnciad, i 63. 

11 PsypTie, ^e Miser, and The Humourists" are plays by Shadwell. Raymond is a 
warmer in ^^e^H^ourists, . ‘'agptleman of witandhonour," apd Bruce “a gentleman of 
wit and sense in Tbe Virtuoso, . Tht word H^^crite" has no special reference. 
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iMucli ITeywood, Shirley, Oglehy there lay/ 

lint loads of Shad well ahiiost choked the way, 

liiiked stationers for yeomen stood prepared 

And Herrmgman+ was captain of the guard. 105 

The hoary prince in majesty appeared, 

High on a throne of his own labours reared. 

At his right hand our young Ascanius sat, 

Rome’s other hope t and pillar of the state. 

His brows thick fogs instead of glories grace, i ro 

And lambent dulness played around his face. 

As Hannibal did to the altars come, 

Sworn by his sire a moital foe to Rome ; 

So Shad well swore, nor should his vow be vain, 

That he till death true dulness woukl maintain ; 1 15 

And, in his father’s right and realm’s defence, 

Ne’er to have peace with wit nor truce with sense. § 

The king himself the sacred unction made, 

As king by office and as priest by trade. 

In his sinister hand, instead of ball, 120 

He placed a mighty mug of piotent ale ; 


* Ogleby, originally a d.incing-master, translated Homer, Virgil, and iE>op, and was the author 
of other poenis and of a His^tory of China. 

“ Here swells the shelf with Ogilby the great ” 

Pope, Duvciiid, i. 141. 

The works of Shirley, here mentioned again with Heyu’ood, were clearly in disrepute at this 
time Oldham also mentions his works* as drugs in the market, m the Satire m which he introduces 
Spemser’.s ghost to warn against the poet’s calling. Oldham died in December 1683 • and this 
S itire of his, if not written before, must have been wntten immediately after Mac Flecknoe.” 
it is interesting to compare Oldham’s list of the despised \rith Dryden’s . 

, How many poems writ in ancient time, 

Which thy forefathers had in great esteem, 

* n a * * 

Have grown contemptible, and slighted since, 

As Pordage, Flecknoe, or the ‘ British Pnnee.* 

Quarles, Chapman, Heywood, Wither had applause. 

And Wild and Ogilby in former days ; 

But now are damned to wrapping drugs and wares 
And cursed by all their broken stationers. 

And so mayest thou, perchance, pass up and doum 
And please awhile the adminng court and town, 

Who after shalt in Duck-lane shops he thrown 
To mould with Silvester and Shirley there, 

I And truck for pots of ale next Stourbridge fair.” 

{ 1 Herringman was the chief publisher during the greater part of Charles II.*s reign ; he had 

I published for Dryden till within the last few years, when Jacob Totison took bis place. Shadwell, 
in his “ Medal of John Bayes,” had called Drydcn Herringman* ajourneyman ; 

** He turned a Journeyman to a booksellcf, 

Writ prefaces to books for meat and drink. 

And, as he paid, he would both write and tliink.*^ 

A note was added to these lines by Rhaclwell : Mr. Herringman, who kept him at his house for 
this purpose.** * 

t ** Et juxta Ascanius, magnw spes altera Eomm." 

ViuG, xii. 

* § In place of this line the first edition had : 

Would bid defiance unto wit and sense.** 
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‘‘ Love’s Kingdom”* to his right he did convey, 

At once his sceptre and his rule of sway ; 

Whose righteous lore the prince had practised young 
And from whose loins recorded ‘‘Psyche” sprung. 
His temples, last, with poppies were o’erspread, 

That nodding seemed to consecrate his head. 

Just at that point of time, if fame not lie, 

On his left hand twelve reverend owls did fly. 

So Romulus, ’tis sung, by Tiber’s brook, 

Presage of sway from twice six vultures took. 

The admiring throng loud acclamations make 
And omens of his future empire take. 

The sire then shook the honours of his head, 

And from his brows damps of oblivion shed 
Full on the filial clulness : long he stood, 

Repelling from his breast the raging God ; 

At length burst out in this prophetic mood : 

“ Heavens bless my son ! from Ireland let him reign 
‘‘To far Barbadoes on the western main ; 

“ Of his dominion may no end be known 
“ And greater than his father’s be his throne ; 

“ Beyond ‘ Love’s Kingdom ’ let him stretch his pen ! 
He paused, and all the people cned “ Amen.” 

Then thus continued he : “ My son, advance 
“ Still in new impudence, new ignorance. 

“ Success let others teach, learn thou from me 
“ Pangs without birth and fruitless industry. 

“ Let ‘ Virtuosos ’ in five years be writ, 

Yet not one thought accuse thy toil of wit. f 


t Kingdom ” was a play by Flecknoe. 

T Wni^ Dryden accuses Shad well of slowness in composition, Rochester attriKiifpe r t* * 


and praised ShadwelT ’ ^ J^ochester depreciated I 

Well, sir, ’tis granted, I said Dryden’s rhymea 
Were stolen, unequal, nay dull many times : 

What foolish patron is there found of his 
So blindly partial to deny me this 9 
But that his plays, embroidered up and down 
With wit and learning, justly pleased the town, ' 

In the same paper I as freely own. 

this allowed, the heavy mass 
J-iiat stuns up his loose volumes must not pass. 

* * * * * 

Of all our modem wits none seem to me 
Once to have twched upon true comedy 
But hasty Shadwell and slow Wycherley » 

Shad well s unfinished works do yet imparl 
feat proof of force of nature, none of art : ‘ 

Wthjust bold strokes he dashes here and there 
Showing great mastery with little carer 
Scorning to vjrmsh his good touches o*er 
lo make the fools and women praise them more ” 

to Tenth Satire of Fu'si Book of TTornce 

Rocheaer died m .68.^ before this feud : but he ha^ u quarrel of his own with Dryden. 
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“ Let gentle George in triumph tread the stage,* 

“ Make borimant betray, and Loveit rage ; 

** Let Cully, Cockwood, Fopling, charm the pit, 

“ And in their folly show the wnter’s wit. 

“Yet still thy fools shall stand in thy defence 
“ And justify their author’s want of sense. 

“ Let them be all by thy own model made 
“ Of dulness and desire no foreign aid, 

“ That they to future ages may be known, 

“Not copies drawn, but issue of thy own. 

“ Nay, let thy men of ^vit too be the same, 

“ All full of thee and differing but in name. 

“ But let no alien Sedley+ interpose 
“ To laid with wit thy hungry Epsom prose. 

“ And when false flowers of rhetoric tliou wouldst cull, 165 
“ Trust nature, do not labour to be dull ; 

“ But write thy best and top ; and in each line 
“ Sir Formal’s J oratory will be thine. 

“Sir Foimal, though unsought, attends thy quill 
“ And does thy northern dedications filL§ 170 

“Nor let false friends seduce thy mmd to fame 
“ By ariogating Joiison’s hostile name ;11 
“ Let father Flecknoe fire thy mmd Milh praise 
“ And unele Oglcby thy envy raise. 

“ Thou art my blood, wheic Jonson has no part : I 7 S 

* ‘ What share have we in nature or in art ? 

“ Where did his wit on learning fiv: a biand 
“ And rail at artsS he did not understand ? 

“ Where made he love in Piince Nicandcr’s veinll 
“ Or swept the dust in Psyche’s humble strain ? 180 

“ Gentle George” is Sir George Etliercge, n man of wit and fashion, a light poet, and wrltci 
of comedies which were very popular. He was Minister Resident for many years at Ratisbon 
Dryden addressed to him there his poetical epistle Diyden wrote the Epilogue for his play, 
“ The Man of Mode,*’ acted in 1676, The names in the two lines which follow are names ol 
characters in Etherege’s plays. 

1 Sir Charles Sedl'ey had written the Prologue for Shadwell’s play “Epsom Wells,” produced 
ill 1672. Diyden here insinuates that Sedlcy helped Shad well in composition, and he accuses him 
m line 184 of wholesale pillage from Etherege This is an old accusation of others; for Shadwell 
complains in the dedication of his “Psiche ” (1675 J of its having been represented to the King by 
his enemies that the best parts of his plays were written by others : and again the two following 
lines occur m a Prologue coinpo.sed by himself for hib “ Epsom Wells,” when acted at Whitehall 
befoie their majesties ; 

“If this for him had been by others done, 

After this honour sure they claim tUeu own ” 

' Shadwcll dedicated his “HViie Widow” to Sedley, 1679 5 nnd mentioning that that play had had 
; the benefit of Hedlcy’s revision, he takes occasion to say tluit he wishes all his plays had had the 
1 same advantage. 

t Sir Foriual Trifle is a vain, florid, oratorical talker in Sliadweirt, “Virtuoso.” 

. § By the ” uoithern dotlicalums,” is meant Shadwell’s frequent detlications to the Duke of New- 

I castle , he dedicateil also c<i the Duchess, and to their son, the Earl of Ogle. In the “Vindication 
i of the Duke of Guise,” wdicre DryUen again lashes Shadwcll, he calls him “the northern dedi- 
' cator.” 

I II Ben Jonson was a constant theme with Sha<l\\ell for eulogy ; and his praises seem sometimes 
I to insimuite a comparison tif himself with jonsou, while they were likely to nettle living authois, 
like Dryden, who are treated as alt4>gether inferior 

Prince Nicander is a character in Shadyfcirb “ P&yche."’ , 
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Where sold he bargains, ‘whip-stitch, kiss my arse,'* 

1“ from^sed a_play»a^ dwindled -to,, a farce ? 

“ When diHliis Sluse from Fletcher scenes pin loin, 

“ As thou whole Etherege dost transfuse to thine? 

“ But so transfused as oil on waters flow,f 185 

“ His always floats above, thine sinks below. 

“ Tins is thy province, this thy wondrous way, 

“New humours to invent for each new play 
“ This is that boasted bias of thy mind, 

“ By which one way to dulness ’tis inclined, ^ 190 

“ Which makes thy writings lean on one side still, 

“ And, in all changes, that way bends thy wilL§ 

“ Nor let thy mountain belly make pretence 
“ Of likeness ; thine’s a tympany of sense. 

“ A tun of man in thy large bulk is writ, 195 

“ But sure thou art but a kilderkin of wit. 

“ Like mine, thy gentle numbers feebly creep ; 

* * -^hv tramc Muse gives smiles, thy comic sleej x. 

“With whate'eFgall thou leST thyselTfolynte, 

“ Thy inoffensive satires never bite ; 200 

“ In thy felonious heart though venom lies, 

“ It does but touch thy Irish pen, and dies. 

“ Thy genius calls thee not to purchase fame 
“ In keen lambics, but mild Anagram. 

“ Leave writing plays, and choose for thy command 205 
“ Some peaceful province in Acrostic land. 

“ There thou mayest wings display and altars raise, 

“ And torture one poor word ten thousand ways ; 

“ Or, if thou wouldst thy different talents suit, 

“ Set thy own songs, and sing them to thy lute." £io 

He said, but his last words were scarcely heard, 

For Bruce and Longville had a trap prepaied, 

And down they sent the yet declaiming bard. (1 
Sinking he left his drugget robe behind, 

Borne upwards by a subterranean wind. 215 

The mantle fell to the young prophet’s part 
With double portion of his father’s ait. 


’ Samuel Heaity, a character in “The Virtuoso^” whose con- 

versation IS very coarse. T& ^ell bargains was a trick of answering' innocent questions with 
such coarse words as are here quoted ; and there was a game of this sort, 
t All the early editions have oil on waters fl&uj; the verb is made plural, following the plural 

noun. The later editors have substituted 

t A reference to a passage in Shadwell’s Dedication of “The Virtuoso.*' “ Four of the humours 
are entirely new , without vanity ,! may sa'y I ne’er produced a comedy that had not some 
" 0 ^ represented before, and I hope I never shall ” 

§ These hnes 189-193 are adapted from ShadwelTs Epilogue to “The Humourists;” ... 

“ A humour is the bias of the mind 
By which with violence *tis one way incTinedi 
It makes our actions lean on one,si 3 e still, 

. And in all changes that way bend the will.’* 

(! ^is is ^allusion to an incident in ShadwelTs “Virtuoso,” wtiere Bruce and LongViUc tnakc ) 
Sir £ ormal Tnfle disappear through a trap-door while he is speechifying. 


THE SECOND PART OF 

ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL. 

A JPOEM. 


“ Si quis tamci 
Captus amore leget." 


'V'iRG. J^cl vi. 10. 


\By Nahum Tate, with assistance fmm Dryden.] 



INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 


The following explanation of the production of the Second Pari of Absalom and 
AchitopheV^ was given by Jacob Tonson^ in reprinting the poem in the edition of 

Miscellany Poenis^^ of and it has always been regarded as authentic : 

“ In the year 1680 Mr, Dry den undertook the poem of ^Absalom and AchitopheV 
upon the desire of King Charles the Second. The performance was applauded by 
edferyone't^'amA^sWerdt persdrisprSSSiltg'h'iih'to write a second part^ he^ upon decbning 
it himself spoke to Mr. Tatej o write one^ and gave him his advice tn the direction of 
it; and that part begiflhingt 

. , * Next ttiesBi a troop of busy spirits press/ 

and ending, 

* To talk like Doeg and to -write like iJiee/ 

containing near two hund red verses , were eiith'ely^'T^dQryded s composition, besides 
some touches in other placesP 

This Second Part was published in November 16S2, in the month foUenving that 
of the publication of ** Mac Flecknoe.^'* Dryden' s part of the poem (lines 310-509) 
contains a second hitter elaborate attack on Shadwcll under the name of Og. 

Nahum Tate, the author of the greater part of this poem, is nenv most knerwn as 
the author, with Brady, of a Translation of the Psalms m verse. Me was an Irish- 
man; he was a strong Tory: he had addressed a complimentary poem to Drvden on 
his Absalom and Achitophcl,^^ which Diydeu pri?ited together with two others by 
Duke and Lee, at the beginning of the second edition. He became Poet Lanreai on 
the death of Skadwell, who succeeded Dr)'den, deposed aftei' the Revolution, ate 
died in 1715. 

Broughton, in his edition of Dry den's Poems, 1743. printed only that portwii of 
this poem which Jacob Tonson had stated to be Dryden's, Tatis larger poidion is 
not recommended by intrinsic merits. But it may be presumed, indeed there can be 
no dfiubt, that here and there are lines and phi-ases of Dry deiis, Scott thinks that 
much of the descriptions of Corah and Arod, and of the lines preceding the account 
of Arod, is Dry den's. Under all the circumstances, it has been thought best to print 
the whole of the poem; printing it, however, for distinction's sake, in italics, with the 
exception of the part which is known to be entirely Dryden's. 

The poem was reprinted in the edition of the Miscellany Poems" of 1716, -when 
both Diyden and Tate were dead. There were several changes in this, which is called 
the third, edition ; some evidently authorized imprcrveinents, others misprints and 
deteriorations of the text. There was annexed to the reprint in the Miscellany 
Poems" of iyol. 2) a Key to both parts, which is here printed after the poem, 
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Since men^ like beasts^ each other^s p'cy were made^ 

Since trade began and priesthood grew a trade^ 

Since realms were for 7 ned^ none sure so cursed as those 
That madly their owft happiness oppose; 

There Heaven itself afid godlike kings in vain 5 

Slmver down the 7 nanna of a gentle reign ; 

While pampered crowds to mad sedition mm 
And monarchs by indulgence ai'e uiidone. 

Thus David's* clemency was fatal grown p: 

While wealthy faction awed the wanting throne.X lo 

For now their sovereigiPs orders to contemn 
Was held the charter of Jerusalem ; § 

His rights to invade, his tributes to rejuse, 

A privilege peculiar to the Jeavs ; H 

As if from heavenly call this licence fell 15 

And Jacods ieed were chosen to rebel! 

Achitophel^ with triumph sees his crimes 
Thus suited to the madness of the times. 

And Absalom,** to make his hopes succeed. 

Of f after fs'\\ charms no longer stands in need, 20 

While fond of change, though nier so dearly bought. 

Our bribes outstrip the youth! s ambitious thought 
His swiftest hopes loith swifter homage meet. 

And C 7 V 7 vd their sei'vile necks beneath Jus feet. 

Thus to his aid while pix’ssing tides repair, 25 

He mounts and spreads his streamers in the air 
The charms of empire might his youth misleced. 

But what can our besotted Israel XX plead ? 

Swayed by a monarch, wJioITssreiie tommand 

Seems half the blessing of our promised lai^ ; 30 

Freedom ourj^ain ^ , . disease ! 
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Yetf as all folly wottld lay claim to sense 
And wickedness nier wanted a pretence. 

With argimients thefd make their treason good 35 

And righteous David ^s self with slanders load: 

That arts of foreign sway he did affect 
And guilty Jebusites*' from law protect. 

Whose very chiefs, convict, were nirvei' freed. 

Nay we have seen their sacrificers bleed 40 

Accusers^ infamy is urged in vain, 

While in the bounds of sense they did contain, % 

But soon they launched into the unfaf homed tide 
And in the depths they knew disdained to ride; 

I p'oi' probable discoveries to dispense 43 

Was thought below a pensioned evidence. § 

; Mere truth was dull, nor suited with the port 

Of pampered Corah, |1 when advanced to court. 

No less than wonders now they will impose 
A lid projects void of grace or sense disclose. 5a 

Such was the charge on pious Mickal ^ brought, 

Michal. that nder was cruel even in thought; 

77 ie best of queens and most obedient wife 

Bnpeache d nl L a/rvt dene ns on David V life I 

yLIis life, the theme of her etei nafpfayer’; 53 

’ Tis scarce so much hts guardian angeVs care. 

Not summer morns snch mildness can disclose, 

1 he Hermon lily nor the Sharon rose. 

Neglecting each vain pomp of majesty, 

T ^ansported Michal feeds her thoughts on high. 60 

She lives with angels and, as angels do. 

Quits heaven sometimes to bless the world belo^w, 

Where, cherished by her bonnlfs plenteous spring, 

Reviving widows smile and orphans sing. * 

Oh / when rebellious Israelis crimes at height 6^ 

A re threatened with her lord'^s approaching fate, ^ 

The piety of Michal then remain * 

In Heaven's remembrance and prolong Jus reign. 

Less desolation did the pest pursue 
That from Dan's limits to Beei^sheba slew, 70 

Less fatal the repeated wars of Tyre,"^^ ^ 

And less yemsalem's avengngfire ; 

With gentler to ror these our 'State overran. 

Than since our ezudencing days began / 

On every check a pale confusion sat, 7j- 

Contmued fear beyond the worst of fate / ^ 

* yebitsiies, Roman Catholics. 

beS Sted” employed for sham-plots, whereby ’to sacnlke o”ppopS's‘^h"ito 

I employment of the verb ceniatn in an intransitive sense. 

5 here and again m line or, i«; used to mean a \i 

II Corah, iitus Oates. Muhal, Catharine, queen of isn^jLind Jytt, Holhnid. 
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Trust was no tnore^ art, science, meless made^ 

All occupations lost but CoraJPs trade. 

Meajiw/iile, a guard on modest Corah wait. 

If not for safety, needful yet for state. So 

Well mi^kt he deem each peer and pfince his slave. 

And lord it der the tribes which he could save: 

Even vice in him was virtue; what sad fate, 

But for his honesty, had seized our Stated 
A nd with what tyranny had we been cui'st, 85 

Bad Corah never proved a villain first? 

To have told his knowledge of the intrigue in gross 
Bad been, alas! to our deponenis loss: 

The travelled Levite had the experience got 

To husband well and make the best of his plot, cjo 

And tlier'efore, like an evidence of skill. 

With wise reserves secured his pension still. 

Nor quite of future porwer himself bar ft. 

But limbos large for unbelievers left. 

For*' now his torit such reverence had got, 95 

’ T%vas worse than plotting to inspect Jm plot 
Some were so well convinced, they made no doubt 
Themselves to help the foundered swearers out; 

Some had their sense imposed on by their fear. 

But more for interest sake believe and sT.V€ar ; 1 00 

/Cen to that height with some the frenzy greav, 

They raged to find their danger not prove ti ue. 

Yet than all these a viler crew remain, 

XVlio with AcliHophel the cry maintain; 

Not urged by fear, nor through misguided sense, 105 

[Blind zeal and kannng need had some pretence;) 

But for the good old cause, that did excite 
The original reheld wiles, revenge, and spite, 

These laise ike plot, to have the sandal thysivn 
Upon the b right successor of the cr'crdifif 1 10 

'"'Wkesfevtftue with such wrongs hey had pursued 
As seemed all hope of pardon to exclude. 

Thus, while on private ends their zeal is built. 

The cheated crowd applaud and share their guilt. 

Such practices as these, too gross to lie 115 

Long imobseived by each discerning eye, 

The more judicious Israelites umpelled, 

21 iough still the charm the giddy rabble held. 

Ezrn Absalom amid the dazzling beams 

Of empire and ambitMs jlatiering dreams, izo 

Berceizvs the plot too foul to he excused, 

'Jo aid designs no less pernicious used; 

And, filial sen.ze yet strk’mic in his bread, 
d'/ius to Achitop'hel his doubts exprest : 


Tor in firist edition ; icpiaced by and in edition of 1716. 
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Why are my thoughts tipon a crown employed, 125 

Which once obtained can be but half enjoyed 'i 
Not so, when virtue did 7 ny arms reguh'c 
And to 7 ny father* s wars I flew entire. 

My regal power how will 7 ny foes resent, 

“ When T myself have scarce my own consent? 1 30 

Give me a son*s unblemished truth again 
** Or quench the sparks of duty that remain. 

“ How slight to force a thi'one that legions guard 
“ The task to me ; to prove unjust, how hard I 
And if the i 7 nagined guilt thus wound my thought, 135 
“ What will it, when iJie tragic scene is wrought? 

“ Dire war must first be cosijured from belcnv, 

“ The realm we*d rule we first must overt hi^ow; 

And when the civil Furies ai'e on wing 
7 'hat blind and undistinguished slaughters fling, 140 

** Who knows what impious chance may reach the King? 

Oh! rather let me perish in the strife, 

“ Than have my crown the price of David"* s life! 

Orif the tempest of the war he stand, 

“ In peace some vile qflcious viUatj^s hand 14 5 

His souVs anointed temple may invade, 

** Orp pressed by clamorous crowds, myself be made 
His murderer ; rebellious crowds, whose guilt 
Shall dread his vengeaiue till his blood be spilt; 

** Which if my filial tenderness oppose, 150 

Since to the empire by their arms I rose, 

** Those very arms on me shall be employed, 

A neio usurper crowned, and I destroyed. 

The same pretence of public good will hold 
*^And new Achitophels he found as hold 155 

“ To urge the needfd change, perhaps the old?"* 


He said. The statesman with a smile replies, 

A smile that did his rising spleen disguise : 

My thoughts presumed our labours at an end, 

** And are we still with conscience to contend? I Co 

“ Whose want i 7 i kings as needftd is allowed 
** As *tisfor them to fi^id it in the crowd. 

Far m the doubtfid passage you are gone, 

And only can be safe by pressing on, 

“ The crown* s true heir, a prhice sa>ere and wise, 1C5 

Has viewed your motions long with jealous eyes, 

“ Your person* s charms, your more prevailing arts, 

And marked your progi'ess in the people* s hearts ; 

“ Whose patience is the effect of stinted penocr, 

* * But treasures vengeance for the fatal hour; * 1^0 

And if remote the peril he can bring, 

** Your present danger* s greater from the King. 

^ paraphrase of lines in Dryden's " Absalom and Aqhit.'pUul, 
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Let not a parents name decewe your seme^ 

Nor trust the father m a jealous Prince I 
“ Your trivial faults if he could so resent 175 

“ To doo7n you little less than banishment. 

What rage must your presumption since inspire, 

Against his orders your return from Tyre? 

Nor only so, but with a pomp more high 
And open court of popUaniy, 1 80 

‘‘ The factious tribes'*^ — And this repvof from thecT'^ 

The Prince replies, “ 0 statesmai^s winding shill, 

“ They first condemn that first advised the ill! ” 

“ Illustrious youth j"* returned Achitophel, 

“ Misconstrue not the words that mean you welL 185 

“ The course you steer I worthy blame conclude. 

But ^tis because you leavt it unpursued. 

monarch's crown with fate surrounded lies, 

** Who reach lay hold on death that miss the prize* § 

“ Did you for this expose yourself to show 

** And to the crowd bow popularly low, " 

“ For this your glonous progress next ordain, 

“ With chamois, horsemen, and a numerous train, 

** With fame before you like the morning star, 

** And shouts of joy saluting from afar 195 

Oh, from the haghis you've reached but take a view, 

** Scarce leading Lucifer could fall like you f 
And must X here my shipuracked arts bemoan ? 

** Have I for this so oft made Israel groan. 

Your single interest with the nation weighed, 200 

And turned the scale where your desires were laid. 

Even when at helm a course so dangerous moved. 

To land your hopes, as my removal proved? ’**1: 

I not dispute," the royal youth replies, 

“ The hmvn perfection of your policies ; 205 

Nor in Achitophel yet grudge or blame 
The pivilege that statesmen ever claim ; 

“ Who private interest never yet pursued, 

‘‘ But still pretended 'twos for othei'd good. 

** What politician yet e'er scaped Jm fate 2io 

“ IVho, saving his own neck, not saved the State? 

** Prom hence on every humourous wind that T'eavd 
“ With shifted sails a scvei’al course you steei'cd. 

What form of sway^ did David e'er pursue 
* That seemed like ctbsoluie, hut sprung from you ? 215 

* The meaning of this line is, that those who reach out the hand.to seize a crown lay hold of 
death, if they miss their ohject. 

+ Lines 190-195 ate taken from TDry den’s poem 688-9, and 729-734* ..»■!. 

i Shaftesbury, who had ia April 1679 been appointed President of the Council, in the hope^ of 
conciliating him, was dismissed in October, on account of his persevering advocacy of the excliteion 
of the Duke of York from the succession. Lord Macaulay has cnoneously stated that Shaftesbury 
resigned. (History of England, i. 253.) . . , j v 

§ Form of sway, printed by Derrick a. sway ; very likely a misprint, but followed hy 

Scott and other editors. 
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“ Who at your instance quashed each fecial law 
“ That kept dissenting^ factious Jews in awe; 

And who suspends fixed laws way abrogate. 

That donCf form neWf and so enslave the stafeP 

Even property^ whose champion nozv yoii stands 220 

And seem for this the idol of the land, 

* * Did ne^er sustain such violence befoi'C 

* * As token your counsel shut the royal store ; f 

* ‘ Advice that rum to whole tribes procured, 

* * But secret kept till your own hanks secured. 225 

Recount with this the triple covenant bi-oke^ 

And Isi'ael fitted for a foreign yoke; $ 

^ The Declaration of Indulgence for Protestant Dissenters and Roman Catholics, issued by 
Cnarles in March 1672, during the existence of what is called the Cabal Ministry, and cancelled 
in the following year, in consequence of the vehement remonstrances of Pailiament. Of that 
measure of religious toleration Shaftesbury was, in consistency with his previous course, a_ cordial 
approver ; in the following year, he, being then Lord Chancellor, counselled the King to withdraw 
It, as a matter of prudence, in deference to the strong adverse feeling of Parliament. The Decla- 
ration had permitted the worship of Protestant Dissenters in licensed chapels, and of Roman 
Catholics only in private houses; the measure had been thought expedient as a means of en- 
couraging foreigners to come into England, as well as on the principle of religious toleration It 
was an exercise of the royal prerogative, then still claimed, though disputed In i66s&, Clarendon 
had proposed to the House of Loids a clause to be inserted m the Act of Unifomity saving the 
Kin^s dispensing power in ecclesiasticals. In 1663, a bill declaring the same dispensing power 
had been zealously supported by Shaftesbury, then Lord Ashley. As late as 1670 the Lords had 
introduced into the Conventicle bill a proviso regarding the King's ecclesiastical supremacy, of 
which Andrew Marvel says that there was never so compendious a piece of absolute universal 
tyranny,” and that it was thought it would give the King power “ to dispense with the execution 
of the whole bill ” The proviso was '‘retrenched,” according to Marvel, by the Commons, but it 
ultimately stood in the act as follows, leaving the extent of the supremacy undetermined : “Pio- 
vided that neither this act nor anything therein contained shall extend to invalidate or avoid his 
Majesty's supremacy in ecclesiastical affairs, as fully and amply as himself or any of his prede- 
cessors have or might have done the same." (22 Car. II. c t; Marvel’s Works, i. 146,) This 
prerogative has long since been abolished, it made the King so far absolute ; the poet’s argument 
.against it is good ; but the prerogative was then held to be in exnstence, and it was used in this 
Declaration for a good purpose Lord Macaulay has admitted that the argument for the existence 
of the prerogative was plausible. 

1 1 ‘here is incontrovertible evidence to prove that Shaftesbuiy disapproved of and protested 
against the stop of the Exchequer, and that the measure was Clifford’s, who was at the time 
Commissioner of the Treasury, and was soon after made Lord Treasurer. The order for stopping 
payments from the l^chequer was made on January 2, 1672 A strong protest against the 
presented by Shafte.^ury (then Lord Ashley) to the King, is printed in Martyn’s “Life of 
.Shaftesbury, vol. 1, p. 415. There is also a positive denial by Shaftesbury that he was in any way 
author of the measure in a letter to Locke, November 23, 1674 ; in this letter he represents Cliffora 
as the author. (Martyn s Life, vol. i. p. 418 ) Evelyn, an attached friend of Clifford, ascribes the 
measure to him, and discredits a rumour that Ashley had been the author (Diary, March 12, 1672. ) 
I he inain charge against Shaftesbury in connexion with the stop of the Exchequer being untrue, 
the addinonal imputation that Shaftesbury’ s bankers received timely secret information may be 
Bishop Burnet, however, gave currency to this imputation. He says 
that Lord Shaftesbury was the chief man in the advice ; ” he pi ocecds to say that Shaftesbury 
excused the measure to him by the “usuryand extortions” of the bunkers, and adds that Shaftes- 
bury certainly knew of it beforehand, and took all his own money out of the bankers’ handh. and 
warned some of his friends to do the like " (Own Time, i 533 ) It is not unlikely that Shaftesbury, 
in wnyersation with Burnet, blamed the bankers; he does this also in his letter to Locke, in which 
lie declares his disapproval of the measure In a Vindication of Shaftesbuiy from Burnet's stne- 
tSv exists in manusCTipt among Lord Shaftesbury’s papers, and was probably written by a 

Mr. wyche, who had acted for man3r years as his amanuensis, the wiiter says : “ 1 know well the 
Sb P one that never had any dealing 

King, as most other hankers had done.” It is to b? 
patronized by Lord Clifford, made no allusion to the stop of 
the ^chequer either m his “ Absalom and Achitophel,” or in “ The Medal ” ^ 

t Iwo lines taken from Dryden’s poem, 175-7. 
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Nor here your counsel^ fatal progress stayed^ 

But sent our leaned powers to PharaoJi's aid; 


ITence Tyre and Israel^ low in ruins laid^ 

And Egypf^ once their scorn ^ their common terror made. 
Even yet of such a season we can dream, 

IVhen royal rights you made your darling theme. 

For power unlimited could reasons drenv 

230 

' * * And place prerogative above the law ; 

’ / Vkich on your fall from office grew unjust. 

The laws made king, the king a slave in trust: 

Whom with state-craft, to interest only true, 

“ You imv accuse of ills contrived hy youF 

235 

To this HelVs agent — ‘‘ Foyal yont/i, fsf here. 

Let interest be the star by which I steer : " 

240 

“ Hence, to repose your trust in me was wise. 

Whose interest most in your advancement lies ; 

A tie so firm as always will avail 


“ When firiendship, nature, and religion faif. 

** On ours the safety of the croiod depends, J 

Secure the crowd, and we obtain our ends) 

“ Whom I will cause so far our guilt to share, 

** Till they are made our champions by their fear. 

245 

What opposition can your rival bring, 

** While Sanhedrims are jealous of the King? 

His strength as yef in David'" s friendship lies, 

*^And what can DavhP^ self imih out supplies 1 
“ Who with exclusive bills must now dispense. 

250 

Debar the heir or staive in his defence; f 
“ Conditions which our elders nder will quit 

And David" s justice imuT can admit 

Or forced by wants Jus brother to betray, 

*• To your ambition next he clears the way ; 

255 

For if succession once to iiougJit they bring. 

260 

“ Their next advance removes the present King: 
Persisting else Jus senates to dissolve 

In equal hazard shall Jus reign involve. 

“ Our tribes, whom Pharaoh" s poiver so much alarms. 


“ SJiall Hsc without their Prince to oppose his arms. 

“ AW boots it on what cause at first the)’ join ; 

“ Their troops, once up, are tools for our design. 

At least such subtle cen'enanfs shall be made. 

Till peace itself is war in masquerade. % 

c6s 

dissociations of mysterious sense. 

Against, but seem im^ for, the King" s defence, 

** Even on their courts of justice fetters draw 

And from our agents muzzle up their law. 

570 

t I sUerytz.% cha^j^ied Into you sieer in the third edition of 1:716, probably by a mifipnnt, but 
tb^ mi«itakc has been continiied in Scott’s and other editions. 

t The meaning of these two lines is that Charles must, without the passing of an Exclusion bill, 
debar his heir, or he must starve. 

$ A line taken from Bryden’s poem, 753. * 
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“ By which a conquest if we fail to imhe^ 

“ ’ Tis a drawn game at worst, ajtd we secure our stake. ” 275 

He said, and for the dire success depends 
On various sects, by common guilt made fidends ; 

Whose heads, though ne^er so differing in their creed, 

In the point of treason yet wei-e well agreed. 

^Mongst these, extorting Ishban^ first appears, 2S0 

Pursued by a meagre troop of bankrupt heirs. 

Blest times when Ishban, he whose occupation 
So long has been to cheat, reforms the nation ! 

Ishban of conscience suited to his trade. 

As good a saint as usurer ever made. 285 

Yet Mammon has not so engrossed him quite 
But Belial lays as large a claim of spite, 

Who for those pardons from his Prince he draws 
Returns reproaches, and cries up the cause. 

That year in which the City he did sway, 290 

He left rebellion in a hopeful way ; 

Yet his ambition once was found so hold 
To offer talents of extolled gold, 

Coitld David's wants have so been bribed to shame 
A nd scandalize our peei'age with his name ; 295 

For which his dear sedition hid forswear. 

And ien turn loyal, to be made a peer. 

Hext him, let railing Rabshekaf have place, 

So full of zeal he has no need of grace; 

A saint that can both flesh and spirit use, 300 

Alike haunt conventicles^ and the stetvs • 

Of whom the question difficult appears, 

If most in the preacher's or the bawd's ar real's. 

What caution could appear too much in him 

That keeps the treasure of Jerusalem 1 305 

Let David's brother but approach the town, 

“ Double our guards," he cries, ** we are undone I ” 

Protesting that he dares not sleep in his bed, 

Lest he should rise next morn without his head." 

§ Next these, a troop of busy spirits press, 310 

Of little fortunes and of conscience less ; 

With them the tribe, whose luxury had drained 
Their banks, in former sequestrations gained ; 

* Ishban, Sir Robert Clayton, an alderman of London, and one of the memhers for the City in 
the two last parlian^nts , a yealous Whig, said to have amassed great wealth by usury. 

r Sir Thomas Player, Chamberlain of the city of London, and another of its repre- 

^ntatiyes m the Hou.se of Commons. When the Duke of Yoik unexpectedly returned nont 
Jirussels to London m August 1679, on an alarm of the King’s illness, Sir Thomas Player went at 
the head of a deputation to the Lord Mayor, to declare fear of the Papists and to a.sk that the 
city-guards should be doubled He was said to have told the I.ord Mayoi in his speech on this 
occasion, that he hardly dared to go to sleep for fear of waking with his throat cut. 
a/tL 1 ^ample of conventicle with the accent on the third syllable. See note on “The 
Medal, line 284. Among other instances is one m “ The Hind and the Panther,” book i. 314 ; 

“ In fields their sullen conventicles found ” 

§ The beginning of Dryden’s distinct contiibutionrto thi* * * § , poem. 
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Who rich and great by past rebellions grew, 

And long to fish the tioubled waves’^ anew. 315 

Some future hopes, some present payment draws 
To sell their conscience and espouse the cause ; 

Such stipends those vile hirelings best befit, 

Piiests without grace and poets without wit. 

Shall that false Hebronite escape our cuise, 320 

J?idjass,f that keeps the lebels’ pension- purse, 

Judas, that pays the treason-writer’s fee, 

Judas, that well deserves his namesake’s tree. 

Who at Jerusalem’s own gates erects 

His college for a nursery of sects, 325 

Young prophets with an early care secures, 

And with the dung of his own aits manures ? 

What have the men of Hebron here to do ? 

What part in Israel’s piomised land have you ? 

Here Phaleg,J the lay Hebronite, is come, 330 

’Cause like the rest he could not live at home , 

Who from his own possess! onb could not dram 
An omer even of Hebionitish giain, 

Here struts it like a patriot, and talks high 

Of injured subjects, altered propeity : 335 


* TFaves changed into streams in the edition of 1716 

t Jitdast Robeit Feiguson, the funinus plotter, a Scotchman (Hebioniteh He was an Inde- 
pendent preacher and schoolmaster m Islington ; he was the manager of the pamphlet-press for 
Monmouth’s and Shaftesbury’s paity, andhmiMilf .ui indefatigable wiitcr When Snaftesbury fled 
to Holland, Ferguson was one of his compvinions. He afterwards was a chief ad\ iser of Monmouth’s 
invasion, came with him to England, and wiote hlonmouth’s proclamation After the failure of 
Monmouth’s lebcllion, Feiguson received a ficc pardon, which he had us»ed no unworthy means to 
obtain ; he afterwards aided the Pnnee of Orange, and he was provided for after the Kevolutinu 
with a place in the Excise Ofnee worth n year But he could not live without plotting : and he 
soon entered into opposition to King William. He was a restless and vehement, but an honest 
man. 

t F)utlcg^ James Forbes, a Scotchman, who had been selected by the Duhe of Ormond as 
travelling tutor for the Earl of Derby, man led while a minor to Oiinond’s granddaughter, the Lady 
Elizabeth Butler, eldest daughter of the deceased Earl of Ossory. The young Earl of Derby was 
eighteen, and the young lady only fourteen, when they were maiued , and Lord Derby was imme- 
diately sent to Pans, under the care of Forbes, whom Carte, the Duke of Ormond’s biographei, 
describes as “a gentleman of jparts, virtue, and prudence, but of too mild a nature to manage hr. 
pupil ” The 3^oung nobleman in Pans got into the hands of bad companions, one of v/hom assaultfd 
Forbes and seriously wounded him, in revenge for remonstrances addressed to his pupil. Thi 
Duke of Ormond, receiving complaints from Foibes, sent one Mr Muleys to inquire. “ When 
Muleys came to Pans,” says Carte, “ he found the matter very bad on Lord Derby’s side, who had 
not only countenanced Mei nl’s assault, but, at the mstigation of some young French lakes, had con- 
sented to his governor’s being tossed in a blanket. The Earl was wild, full of spirits, and impa- 
tient of restraint , Forbes was a grave, sober, mild man, and his sage reraon.strances had no mannt-i 
of effect on his pupil. The Duke, seeing what the young gentleman would be at, ■'esolved to send 
over one that should govern him. F«ir this purpose, he pitched upon Colonel Thomas Fairfax, a 
younger son of the fiist Lmd Fairfax, a gallant and bi.ave man and roughly honcJt. Lord Derliy 
was restiff al first, bat the Colonelltold him .shaiply, that he was sent to govern him, and would 
govern him, that his loidship must submit and should do it, so that the best method he had to take 
was to do It with decorum and good humour” tCarte’s Life of Oimond, U. 44s ) The Duke of 
Ormond then entirely blamed his giandsnn for what Diyileu has made a reproach to his tutor ; and 
Carte, the bioginplier, fully inf-tructcil by the family, gives Forbes a high character. This is an 
example of the mode in which l)ryden’s political passion led him to adopt any calumny amnnst an 
opponent, and of the way in wdiirh a man’s best actions may be perverted to his detriment by those 
who .seek to run him down The offensive lines imputing to Foibes adultery with a pupil’s wife 
a re probably devoid of foundation ; as far as Lord Derby was concerned, he was sent abroad without ! 
his wife. ’* [ 

M i 




An emfolem of that buzzing insect just 

That mounts the wheel, and thinks she raises dust. 

Can dry bones live, or skeletons produce 
The vital warmth of cuckoldizing juice ? 

Slim Phaleg could, and, at the table fed, 340 

Returned the grateful product to the bed. 

A waiting-man to travelling nobles chose, 

He his own laws would saucily impose, 

Till bastinadoed back again he went 

To learn those manners he to teach was sent. 345 

Chastised he ought to have retreated home, 

But he reads politics to Absalom ; 

For never Hebronite, though kicked and scorned, 

To his own country willingly returned. 

But leaving famished Phaleg to be fed 350 

And to talk treason for his daily biead, 

Let Hebron, nay let Hell, produce a man 

So made for mischief as Ben Jochanan '/ „ 

A Jew of humble parentage was he, 

By trade a Levite, though of low degree : 355 

His pride no higher than the desk aspired, 

But for the drudgery of pnests was hired 
To read and pray in linen ephod brave 
And pick up single shekels from the grave. 

Married at last, andf finding charge come faster, 36c 

He could not live by God, but changed his master : 

Inspired by want, was made a factious tool, 

They got a villain, and we Ip yjiJbol. 

h took, 

But most against the party he forsook : 365 

For renegadoes, who ne’er turn by halves, ! 

Are bound in conscience to be double knaves. 

So this prose prophet took most monstrous pains 

To let his masters see he earned his gains, ! 

But as the Devil owes ail his imps a shame, 370 ' 

He chose the Apostate foi his proper theme ; \ 

With little pains he made the picture true, 

And from reflection took the rogue he drew. 

^ ** Ben jochanan, Samuel Johnson, chaplain of Lord Russell, and author of a learned work, en- 
titled “Julian the Apostate, published while the Exclusion bill was in agitation, and with olsjects i 
exclusively political, to show the danger to a national religion from a sovereign of opposing faith, « 
and to controvert the doctrine of passive obedience This work was violently attacked ; a reply of 
Johnson 'led to his being prosecuted for libel at the instance of the Duke ot York He was con- 
demned to a fine which he could not pay, and he was imprisoned Johnson was a man of virtue 
and learning; he is libelled by Dryden, and he was cruelly persecuted. He was in the next 
reign tried for the publication of an Address to the Protestants in the Army, and sentenced to be | 
three times piHoned and whipped from Newgate to Tyburn. He was also deprived of his 
clergyman s gown. ^ After the Revolution, the proceedings against him were declared illegal, and 
he received a pension of j^soo a year, with a present of a thousand pounds. A character of 
^niwon, wntten by Mr Richard Hampden to me Duchess of Ma7:arin, may be contrasted with 
Dryde^ libel. ‘ Being two years with him in the same prison, I had the opportunity to know i 
him perfectly well, and to speak my thoughts of him in one word. I can assure your Grace, that I 
man of better sense, of a more innocent life, nor of greater virtue, which was proof 
jRgainst all temptation, than Mr. John.son.’* 

t iptQ in third edition ; a change for the worse, adopted by several editors. | 
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A wondrous work, to prove the Jewish nation 

In every age a murmming generation, 375 

To trace them from their infancy of sinning, 

And show them factious from their first beginning, 

To prove they could rebel, and rail, and mock, 

Much to the credit of the chosen flock ; 

A strong authority which must convince, 3S0 

That saints oi\ti no allegiance to their prince ; 

As his a leading card to make a whore 
To prove her mother had turned up before. 

But tell me, did the drunken patriarch bless 

The son that showed his father’s nakedness ? 3S5 

Such thanks the present Church thy pen will give, 

Which proves rebellion was so primiiive. 

Must ancient failings be examples made ? 

Then murderers from Cain may learn their trade. 

As thou the heathen and the saint hast drawn, 390 

Methmks the Apostate was the better man. 

And thy hot father, waving my respect. 

Not of a mother church but of a sect* * * § 

And such he needs must be of thy inditing, 

Tliis comes of drinking asses’ milk and writing. 395 

If Balakt should be called to leave liis place, 

(As profit is the loudest call of grace, ^ 

I lis temple, dispossessed of one, would be 
Replenished with seven devils more by thee. 

I.evi, thou art a load, I’ll lay thee down, 400 

And show rebellion bare, without a gown ; 

Poor slaves in metre, dull and addle-patecl, ‘ 

; Who rhyme below even David’s psalms translated 

• Some in my speedy pace I must outrun, 

As lame Mephibosheth § the wizard’s son ; 405 

1 To make quick way I’ll leap o’er heavy blocks, 

Shun rotten Uzza ii as I would the pox ; 

* This refers to an endeavour of Johnson to show that the Emperor Julian was slain by one of I 

his own Christian soldieis ; 

t Balak, the celebrated Dr. Gilbert Burnet, afterwards Bishop of Salisbury, then preacher at the i 

Rolls Chapel and lecturer at St Clement’s Church. King ChaiHies had unsuccessfully endeavoured 
to persuade Sir Harbottle Grirastone, the Master of the Rolls, to deprive Burnet of the preacher- 
ship at the Rolls. “ I lived many years,” says Burnet, under the protection of Sir Harbottle 
Gumstone, Master of the Rolls, who continued steady in his favour to me, though the King .sent > 
Secrctaiy Williamson to desire him to dismiss me He said he wa*- an old man, fitting himself for 1 
another world, and he found my ministry useful to him ; so he piayed that he might be excused in 
that ” (Histoiy of Own Time, i. 380.) Gnm.stone died in 1683, at the age of eighty-two ; and m 
the following year Burnet was deprived of his meachership at the Rolls, and also of his lecturership 
at St. Clement’.s. Drydcn virulently satirised Burnet, later, in “ The Hind and the Panther,” where 
he is introduced ns the Buryard (part 3, uai). : 

X I’he version of Stemhold and Hopkins. 

§ MeN»^osheth^ Samuel Porclage, a poet and play-writer, a law5>-er. His father, a clergyman in , 
Berkshire, was deprived of his living in 1654, on charges of conversation with evil spirits, blas- 
phemy, devilism, and other similar accusations Calamy in his “ Life of Baxter” says that the father 
was a follower of Jacob Behmen. Pordage had written two poems against Drj''den, Azariah and 
Hushai,” in lepty to ** Absalom and Achitophel,” and “ The Medal Reversed, ” in reply to “ The 
Medal ” They were two very malignant atmeks. 

11 Uzza^ put down as J. H. in the Key pubkshed by Jacob Tonson in 1716, is supposed to be 

M SI I 
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/And hasten Og and Doeg to rehearse, 

.^ Two fools that crutch their feeble seiibc on veisc, 

‘iiWho by my Muse to all succeeding tunes 410 

I Shall live in spite of their own dogrel thymes. 

Doeg,* though without knowing how or why, 

Made still a blundering kind of melody ; 

Spurred boldly on, and dashed through thick and thm, 
Through sense and nonsense, never out nor in ; -.{15 

I Free from all meaning, whether good or bad. 

And, in one word, heroically mad, 

He was too warm on picking-work to dwell. 

But faggoted his notions as they fell, 

And, if they rhymed and rattled, all was well. 4Z0 

Spiteful he is not, though he wrote a satire, 

For still there goes some thinking to ill-nature ; 
jHe needs no more than^ birds and beasts to think, 
lAll his occasions are to eat and drink, 
uf he call rogue and rascal from a garret, 425 

. He means you no more mischief than a parrot ; 
frhe words for friend and foe alike were made, 
ho fetter them in verse is aU his trade. 

I For almonds he’ll cry whore to his own mother 
1 And call young Absalom king David’s brother. 430 

Let him be gallows-free by my consent. 

And nothing suffer, since he nothing- meant ; 
hlahgihg* supposes human’ soul and reason, 

Yhis ammars below_ committing tieason : 

Sliall he be hanged who never could rebel 2 435 

That’s a preferment for Achitophel 
The woman that committed buggaiy 
Was rightly sentenced by the law to die ; 


a gentleman, poet of the time, known as Jack Hall, and sneered at in Mulgrave’s “ Essay on 
Satire 

** When o’er his mips this night-bird chirping sits, 

Till he takes Hewit and Jack Hall for wats ” 

J^hn j^ll) probably the same, is one of the contributors to the Lacrymse Musarum/* the collec- 
*7^ death of Lord Hastings, in which Dry den’s first poem appealed 

Doeg, Elkanah Settle, between whom and Hiyden there was an old quarrel. In 1674, Dryden, 
havin|; received some provocation, had joined witn Shadwell and Crowne in a severe criticism on 
Settle The Empress of Morocco ” Settle had now been one of the assailants of Dryden 

f o Absalom and Achitophel,” in apoeni called “Absalom Senior, orAchitophelTransprosed.” 
An bettle s poem Absalom represents the Duke of York, and this is the meaning of Dryden’s line, 

“ And call young Absalom king David’s brother ” 

Settle was the Qtypoet. He had been a Tory; he went over to the Whigs and wrote “The 
Jpftaracterof a Pom sh Successor” on their side of the question, and in 1683 he again joined the 
Aory party, He had made himself notorious by directing pope-burnings in the City, to wh\» h 
ijiyaen alludes m what he says of fireworks and a puppet-show But some years after. Settle, 
oeing veiy poor, became a'?sistant to the keeper of a puppet-show of Thirtholomcw Fair, and even 
periormed as a dragon. These lines in Young’s Epistle to Pope lefer to him : 

Poor Elk.mah, all other fhanecs pa^t. 

For bread m Smithfield dragons lushed at list, 

Spit sticams of file to make the buichois gape 
And found lus matineis suited to his shape.’* 

Settle died, a pensioner of tlic Charter-house, in 17241 
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But ’twas hard fate that to the gallows led 
^'I'he clog* that never heard the statute read. 440 

-Railing in other men may be a enme, 

}But ought to pass for mere instinct in him; 

Instinct he follows and no farther knows, 

For to write verse with him is to transprosc 
’Twere pity treason at his door to lay 445 

Who makes heaven's gate a lock to its own key;X 
Let him rail on, let his invective Muse 
Have four and twenty letters to abuse, 

Which if he jumbles to one line of sense, 

Indict him of a capital offence. 450 

In fire-works give him leave to vent his spite, 

Those are the only serpents he can write ; 

The height of his ambition is, we know. 

But to be master of a puppet-show ; 

On that one stage his works may yet appear, 455 

And a month’s haivest keeps him all the year. 

Now stop your noses, readers, all and s'ome, 

For here’s a tun of midnight work to come, 

Og § from a treason-taveni rolling home. 

Round as a globe, and liquoied ever}’ chink, ..60 

Goodly and great he sails behind his'lmk. 

\V ith all this bulk there’s nothing lost in Og, ’ 

For every inch that is not fool is rogue : 

A monstrous, mass of ^fqu^^ 

“As' all tlio’deviis liaTspeiveT (6 hatter. 465 

/When wine has given him courage to blaspheme, 
ille curses God, but God befoie cursed him ; 

And if man could have reason, none has more, 

That made his paunch so rich and him so poor. 

With wealth he was not trusted, for Heaven knew 470 
What ’twas of old to pamper up a Jew ; 

To what would he on quail and pheasant swell 
That even on tripe and carrion could rebel ? 

But though Heaven made him poor, witii reverence speaking, 

He never was a poet of God’s making ; 475 

""he midwife laid her hand on his thick skull, 

[With this prophetic blessing — Be thou dull; 

, Blink, swear, and roar, foibear no lewd delight 
f Fit for thy bulk, do anything but w’lite. 

^ See note mi pronunciation of imiinci with, the accent on the last syllable, line 219 of “ Absalom 
and Acini phel.” 

i This lefeis to the incnnirnious title of Settle’s poem, “ Achitopbel TranSprosed.” 
i A line adapted from Sottlc’h poem, which began: 

In gloomy times, when priestcraft bore the sway, 

And made heaven’s gate a lock to their own key." 

? f ^lmcl\yell. the hem of Dn-rleii’s_“ Blac Flecknoe " Brj’dcn is here eve^ore severe on 
Sha d w gl ' t * Kr some respects tnah Th that poem jTicrene oenoiinccs him asa dmnMrdandprotugate. 
He made another bitter attack on Shad well ip his “Vindication of the Duke of Guise," published 
next year, 1683. 
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Thou art of lasting make, like thoughtless men, 4S0 

A strong nativity — but for the pen j 
'Eat opium, mingle arsenic in thy drink, 

Still thou mayest live, avoiding pen and ink. 

I see, I see, ’tis counsel given in vain, 

For treason, botched in rh3nne, will be thy bane ; 4S5 

Rhyme is the rock on which thou ait tq wreck,* 

’Tis fatal to thy fame and to thy neck. 

Why should thy metre good king David blast ? 

A psalm of his will surely be thy last. 

Darest thou presume in verse to meet thy foes, 490 

Thou whom the penny pamphlet foiled in piose? 

Doeg, whom God for mankind’s mirth has made, 

O’ertops thy talent in thy very trade ; 

Doeg to thee, thy paintings are so coarse, 

A poet IS, though he’s the poet’s horse. 495 

A double noose thou on thy neck dost pull 
For writing treason and for writing dull ; 

To die for faction is a common evil, 

But to be hanged for nonsense is the devil. 

Hadst thou the glories of thy King exprest, 500 

Thy piaises had been satires at the best ; 

But thou in clumsy verse, unlicked, unpointed, 

Hast shamefully defied the Lord’s anointed : 

II will not rake the dunghill of thy crimes, 

(For who would read thy life that reads thy rhymes ? 505 

But of king David’s foes be this the doom, 

May all be like the young man Absalom ; 

And for my foes may this their blessing be, 

To talk like Doeg and to write like thee.t 

Achitophel each ranh^ degree, and age 510 

For varmis ends neglects not to engage. 

The wise and rich for purse and counsel brought. 

The fools and beggars for their mmber sought, 

Who yet not only on the totv 7 i depends. 

For even in court the faction had its friends. 515 

These thought the places th^ possessed too small. 

And in their hearts wished court and king to fall: 

Whose names the Muse, disdaining, holds in ike dark, 

Thrust in the villain herd without a 7 nark 

With parasites and hbel-spawnmg imps, 520 

Intriguing fops, dull jesters, and woi’se pimps. 

Disdain the rascal rabble to pursue. 

Their set cabals are yet a viler crew. 

* T^J'onghout this poem the spelling of this word is wreck; hut in line 198 shipwrachf is the 
gelling of the early editions The spelling wrack has been retained in this edition wherever 
Dryden uses it , wrack is his usual spelling, and it is sometimes required for rhyme, as : 

Why should I then go back 
To tempt the second harard of a wrack ’ " 

Anrengzche, act 4, sc. i, 

t ^ere ends Dryden’s recognised distinct contribution to the poem. 
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See whei'e involved m common smoke they sit* 

Some for ottr miilh, some for ottr satire fU ; 

These gloomy^ thoiightjul^ and on tmsckif heni, 

While those for mere good fellowship frequmt 
The appointed club^ can let sedition pass. 

Sense, nonsense, anything to employ the glass * 

And who believe in iheir dull honest hearts. 

The rest talk treason hit to show their parts ; 

Who 7 tier had wit or will for imschuf yet, 

Blit pleased to be reputed of a set. 

But in the sacred annals of our plot. 

Industrious Arodf never be forgot: 

The labours of this midnight-magistrate 
May vie with Coralfs to preserve the State. 

In search of arms he failed not to lay hold 
On war's most powerful dangerous weapon, gold. 

And last, to take from Jchisites all odds. 

Their altars pillaged, stole their ve^y gods. 

Oft would he cry, when treasure he surprised, 

’ Tis Baahsh gold in David's coin disguised; 

Which to his house with richer rehctsX came 
While lumber idols only f'd the flame : 

For our wise rabble ne'er took pains to inquire, 

What Hwas he burnt, so it made a rousing fire. 

With which our elder was enriched no more 
Ilian false Gchau with the Syndics sim^e ;% 

So poor, that when our choosing tribes were met, 
liven for his stinking votes he ran in debt; 

For meat the wicked and, as authors think, 

The saints he choused for his electing diduk ; 

Thus every shift and subtle method past, 

And all to be no Zaken^ at the last. 

Nenv, raised on Tyres sad ruins, Pharao/f s pHde 
Soared high, his legions threatening far and wide ; 

As when a battering storm engendej'cd high. 

By winds upheld, hangs fiovmng in the sky, 

Is gazed upon by every trembling s^min, 560 

This for his vineyard fears, and that his grain, 

^ This passacfe re^'ers to a Whic; cIuId, held at the King’s Head Tavern, near Temple Bar, which, 
fiom its members wealing a screen ribbon, was known ab the Green Ribbon Club. 

+ A rod. Sir William W,iller, son of the parliamentary general of the same name, had made 
himself conspicuous by activity in inve^t^gatJng the Popish Plot, and searching out Roman Catho- 
lics. He had been the evposer of two plots against the Protestants, known as “The Meal Tub 
Plot,'* and “ Fit/harris*s Plot.” He was particularly obnoxious to the Tory party The chargees 
made against him of plunder of Roman Catholic pi’opert^' for Ms own benefit were probably 
calumnies. He bad been an imsurcessfnl cnndulnte for the House of Commons in 1679. 

X In the first edition the wmd is f dirts, which is doubtless right; ‘reliques in edition of 1716 
and in all the later editions relics. Relici occurs in Oldham's first Satire on the Jesuits, “ a sacred 
relict of the sky altered of course by modern editors to relic. 

§ 2 Kings V ao-7. « 

Ij Zahen, an elder, here means a member of Parliament. 
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For blooming plants and flowers new opening theses 
For lambs eaned^ lately and fardahoin ing bccs^ 

To guard his stock each to the gods does ccill, 

Uncertain where the flre-char^ed clouds will fall ; 565 

Even so the dottbtful siatiojis watch his arms, 

JVith terror each expecting his alarms. 

Where^ fudah^ where was now thy Hods roar? 

Thou only couldst the captive lands restoi'e ; 

But thou^ with inbred broils and faction pi'est, 5 7 ^ 

From Egypt ncedst a guardian with the rest. 

Thy Prince from Sanhedrims no trust allowed y 
Too much the representers of the crowd. 

Who for their own defence give no supply 

But what the Crowd s prerogatwes must buy ; 575 

As if thdr Monarch'' s rights to violate 

More needfid were than to presci-ve the State ! 

From presejit dangers they divert ihar cai'c. 

And all their fears are of the royal heir. 

Whom now the reigning malice of his foes 5 So 

Un judged would sentence and ere crowned depose: 

Pehgion the pretence, but their decree 
To bar his reign, whatever his faith shall be. 

By Sanhedrims and clamorous croivds thus prest, 

PVhat passions rent the nghfeous DavuVs breast ? $85 

Who knows not hoiv to oppose or to comply, 

Unjust to grant and dangerous to deny t 
How near in this dark juncture Israels fate, 

IVhose peace one sole expcdicnl could create. 

Which yet the extremest viidue did require 590 

Even of that Prince whose downfall they conspire? 

His absence David does with tears advise, 

To appease thdr rage; undaunted he complies. 

Thus he who, prodigal of blood and ease, 

A royal life exposed to winds and seas, 555 

At once contending with the waves and fire. 

And heading danger in the wars of Tyre, 

Inglorious now forsakes his native sand 
And, like an exile, quits the promised land.'^ 

Our Monarch scarce from pressing tears refrains, 600 

And painfully his royal slate maintains. 

Who, now emh'acing on the extremest shore. 

Almost revokes what he esijoined before: 


Shakesp^e?et:am*m/« 4 ? 5 ^ is retained : yeaned in edition of 1716. All the texts of 


** Laban and himself were compromised, 

j eanlm^ which were streaked and pied 
Should fall as Jacob’s hire 

Merciiani of Venice, act r, sc 3. 


of England by the King, March 1679, by the advice of Lord 
Brus^is. ^oke went first to Holland, and th^ce proceeded to take up his residence at 
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Concludes at last more trust to he allowed 

To storms and seas than to the 7 'aging^ crmod, (105 

Forbear^ rash Muse, the parting scene to dratv. 

With silence chai mcd as deep as theirs that saw ! 

Not only our attending nobles weep. 

But hardy sailoi's swell with tears the deep ; 

The tide restrained her course, and more amazed 610 

The twin-stars on the royal brothei’s gazed ; 

While this sole fear 

Does ti’ouble to our suffering hero bi'ing. 

Lest next the popidar rage oppress the King. 

Thus parting, each for the otheds dajiger gmeved, 615 

The shore the King, and seas the Prince received. 

Go, injured hero, while propitious gales, 

Soft as thy consorfs breath, inspire thy sails. 

Well may she trust her beauties on a food 

Whei'e thy triumphant fleets so oft have rode. 620 

Safe on thy breast reclined, her rest be deep ; 

Rocked like a Nereid by the waves asleep ; 

While happiest dreams her fancy entertain. 

And to Ely Sian fields convert the main! 

Go, injured hero, while the shores of Tyre 625 

At thy appi'oach so silent shall admire; 

Who on thy thunder still their thoughts employ 
And greet thy landing with a irembltng joy. 

On Jm^ocs thus the prophet's fate is thrown, 

Admired by cveiy nation but their own ; 630 

Vet while our factious Jews Jus woith deny, 

Their aching conscience gives their tongue the lie. 

Even in the worst of men the noblest paHs 
Confess him, and he triumphs in their hearts. 

Whom to his King the best respects commend 635 

Of subject, soldier, kinsman, prince and friend ; 

All sacred names of most divine esteem, 

And to perfection all sustained by him; 

I Vise, just, and constant, courtly without art. 

Swift to discern and to reward desert ; G40 

No hour of his in fniiiless case destroyed. 

But on the noblest subjects still employed; 

Whose steady soul ne'er learnt to separate 
Between his MonarcRs interest and the State, 

But heaps those blessings on the royal head, G45 

Which he well Jnmvs must be on subjects shed. 

On whai pretence could then the vulgar rage 
Against his worth, and native rights engage? 

Religious fears their argument are made, 

Religions fears his sacred rights invade! G50 

Of future superstition they complain 
And Jtbusiiic worship in his^-eign, 
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such alarj?is his fees the crowd deceive^ 

With dangers fright which iwt themselves Relieve. 

Since nothing can on^ sacred rites remove, 65 5 

Whatder the faith of the successor prove, 

Our Jews their a 7 'k shall undisturbed retain, 

At least while their religion is their gain. 

Who know by old experience BaaPs commands ' 

Not only claimed their conscience hut their lands ; 6O0 

They grudge Cod'* s tithes, how thei^^efoi'c shall they yield 
An idol full possession of the field? 

Grant such a Prince enthroned, we 7 iiust confess 
The people's suffermgs than that monai'cPs less. 

Who must to hard conditions still be bound 665 

And for his quiet with the crowd compound ; 

Or should hts thoughts to tyranny incline. 

Where are the means to compass the design ? 

Our Crowds revenues are too s/wi't a store, 

And jealous Sanhedrims would give no more. 670 

As vain our feai^s of EgypPs potent aid; 

Not so has Pharaoh learnt ambition's trade. 

Nor ever with such measures can comply 
As shock the common rules of policy 

None dread like him the growth of Israel’s king, 675 

And he alone sufficient aids can bring. 

Who knows that prince to Egypt can give law 
That on our stubborn tribes /us yoke could draw. 

At such profound expense he has not stood. 

Nor dyed for this his hands so deep in blood; 680 

Would ne’er through wrong and right his pivgress take, 

Gnidge his otvn rest, and keep the world awake. 

To fix a lawless prince on fuda/i’s throne, 

First to invade our rig/its, and then his ozvn ; 

His dear -gamed conquests cheaply to despoil, (^85 

And reap the harvest of his crimes and toil. 

We grant his wealth vast as our ocean’s sand 
And curse its fatal tnfiuence on our land. 

Which our bribed feavs so numerously partake 

That even an host hts pensioners would ma/ce. 690 

Erom these deceivers our divisions spring. 

Our weakness and the growth of Egypt’s king; 

These with pretended friendship to the State 
Our crowd’s suspicion of f/ieir Prince create. 

Both pleased and frightened with the specious ciy. G95 

To guard their sacred I'lghts and property ; 

To ruin thus the chosen flock are sold, 

While wolves are td/en for guardians of the fold ; 

Seduced by these we groundlessly complain. 

And loathe t/ie manna of a gmile reign : ^00 

Thus ourforefatkei's’ crooked pat /is are trod, 

We trust our Prince no more than they i/ieir God. 
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But all hi vain our 7^asonin^ prophets preach 
To those whom sad experience ne'er could teach^ 

Who can commence new h'oils in bleeding scars 
And fresh remembrance of intestine wars ; 

When the same household mortal foes did yields 
And brothers stained with brofho-d blood the field; 
When sons' curst steel the fathers' gore did stain. 

And mothers mourned for sons by fathers slain 
When thick as Egypt's locusts on the sand 
Our tribes lay slaughtered through the promised land. 
Whose few survivors with worse fate remain. 

To drag the bondage of a tyrant 's reign ; 

Which scene of woes unknowing we reneio. 

And madly even those ills we fear pursue; 

While Pharaoh laughs at our domestic bi'oils 
And safely crowds his tents with nations' spoils. 

Yet our fierce Sanhedrim in lestlcss rage 
Against our absent hero still engage, 

And chiefly urge, such did their frenzy prove. 

The only suit their prince forbids to men'e; 

Which till obtained, they cease affairs of state. 

And real dangers wave for groundless hate. 

Long David's patience waits relief to bring 
With all the indulgence of a lawful king, 

Expecting till the troubled waves would cease. 

But found the raging hilloxos still increase. 

The crowd, whose insolence forbearance swells, 

While he forgives too far, almost rebels. 

At last his deep resentments silence broke, 

The imperial palace shook, while thus he spoke: 

“ Then fustke wake, and Rigour take her time. 
For lo! oitr mercy is become our crime. 

“ While halting punishment her stroke delays, 

“ Our sovereign right, Heaven's sacred tiiast, decays! 

For whose support even subjects' interest calls, 

** Woe to that kingdom where the monarch falls! 

* * Thai prince who yields the least of regal sway 
So far his people's freedom does betray. 

“ Right lives by law, and law subsists by power; 

“ Disarm the shepherd, wolves the flock devour. 

** Hard lot of empire o'er a stubborn race, 

“ Which Heaven itself in vain has tided with grace! 
** if7ien will our reason's long-charmed eyes unclose, 
And Israel fudge bchmn her friends and foes? 

** When shall we see expired deceivers' oivay, 

^\lnd credit what our God and monarchs say^ 
Dissembled patriots bribed with E^t^fpls gold 
Even Sanhedrims in blind obedience hold ; 

‘ ‘ Those patriots' falsehood in thJr actions see 
And Judge by the pernicioit^ fruit the trees 



If aught for winch so loiuily they declai? 7 j. 

Religion^ IcLWs^ atid frecdoui^ were their aim, 

‘‘ Our senates in due methods they had led, 

“ To avoid those mischufs which they seemed to dread : 
** But first, ere yet they propped the sinking State, 

To impeach and charge, as urged by prwate hate. 
Proves that they nier believed the fears they pres). 
But barbarously destroyed the nafiods rest. 

Oh ! whither will ungoverned senates drive. 

And to what hounds licentious votes arrive? 

“ When their injustice we are pressed to share, 

The monarch urged to exclude the lanfitl heir; 

Are princes thus distinguished from the erowd, 

** And this the privilege of royal blood? 

But grant we should confirm the wrongs they press 
^ ^ sufferings yet were than the peopld s less ; 

Condemned for life the murdering swoi'd to wield, 
^^And on their heirs entail a bloody field. 

Thus madly their own freedom th^ betray 
And for the oppression which they fear make way; 

h Heaven, the kmgdoids bar, 

^ Which, once^ dissolved, admits the flood of war ; 
Waste, rapine, spoil, without the assault begin 
And our mad tribes supplant the fence within. 
t( Bien, their good they will not understand, 

Tis time to take the mouarcll s power in hand • 
Authority and force to join with skill 
'^And save the lunatics against their will 
‘‘ The same rough means that snage the crowd appease 
Our senates, raging with the crowd^s disease, 
tt unbiassed measures let them draw 

From no false gloss, but genuine text of law j 
crimes upon religion's score 
Themselves so much in Jebusites abhor. 

‘ ‘ morn laws convict, and only tJuy, shall bleed, 

^ ^ Nor Pharisees by Pharisees be freed. 

oiir throne kail shraser. 

All shall have right, and we our sovereign power.'' 
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r-romneoron. now tlie suffering heir returnid, 

Tiaiitf^ T monrnJ, 
fill Ills approach, like some arriving God, 

and healed the place of his abode. 

The deluge cocked that to Judcca spread, 
Aiystmed sedition at thifoujitam's head. 

Thus in forpvmg David 's paths he drives 

contrives. 

2 he field confessed his in arms before, 

f to the shore ; 


795 
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As 7 iobly has Jus sway m JFL'broii s/iowjty 
How Jit to inherit godliJie David* s throne. 

Through Siods streets his glad arrival* s spread* S05 

And conscious faction shrinks her s/iaXy head ; 

Ills train their suffermgs think derpaid to see 
The ermed's applause with virtue once agree. 

Success charms all^ but zeal for worth distrest^ 

A virtue proper to the brave and best ; 8io 

^Mongst wJiom was fothranjc Jothran always bent 
To serve the Crown, and loyal by descent ; 

Whose constancy so firm and conduct just 
Deserved at once t%vo royal masters* tnist ; 

Who Tyre's proud arms Jiad manfully withstood S15 

On seas, and gathered laurels from the flood ; 

Of learning yet no portion was denied, 

Friend to the Muses and the Mused pride. 

Nor can BenaiaJis J worth forgotten he. 

Of steady soul when public stoo^ns were high ; S20 

Whose conduct while the Moor fierce onsets ?nade 
Secured at once our kojiour a^id our trade. 

Suck were the chiefs who most hts sufibi'ings mournid. 

And viewed with silent joy the prince returned. 

While those that sought his absence to beb^ay 825 

Press first their nauseous false respctts to pay ; 

Hint still the officious hypocrites molest 
And with malicious duty break his 
While real transports thus his friends empUy, 

And foes are loud in their dissembled joy, 830 

His triumphs, so resounded far and near. 

Missed not his young ambitious rival's ear ; 

And as, when joy fid hunters* clamorous train 
Some slumbering lion wakes in Moab's plaui, , 

Who oft had forced the bold assailants yield, \ 835 

And scattered Ins pursuers through the field. 


♦ The return of the Duke of York from Scotland to Ixmdon, April 1682. 

t yotkran, Geoi^e Le^^e, Earl of Dartmouth, so rre'ited by Charles IL m 1682, about the time 
of the publication of this poem He was a naval officer, and had served at sea in both the Dutch 
wars of this reign. When the Revolution came, he commanded the English fleet which sailed ficni 
Torbay to intercept that of the Pnnee of Orange He was now Mastei -General of the Ordnance. 
He had been in the Duke of York’s household. He was wuth the Duke m May of this year, on 
his passage to Scotland, when he was shipwrecked ; and the Duke is said to have been saved by 
Legge’s presence of mind and determination 

I ScfMut/it Geneial Edward Sackville, who had been expelled from the House of Commons 
and sent to the Tower for disicspectful language about the bclicveis in the Popish Plot. He had 
served at Tangier. 

§ Scott mentiiiTas that in a MS. note in iVIr. Luttrelfs copy of this poem, the Earl of Angle^ea !•> 
named as specially pointe<l at bv Dryden in this account of false ftiends Compare with this 
passage lines 14—1*7 of Dryclcn’s Prologue to the Duke of York on his return fiom Scotland, 

II ^To force yield instead 
force. 

** But force it take an oath before.” 

Iludibras, part i, canto 2, iiit. 

A line in one of Waller’s short poems on b'ai.haibv'i, ‘"Of the Lady who can vSleep when she 


i of to force to yield; tlie omission of the to was not uncommon after the 
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Disdaining furls his mane and lead's the ground^ 

His eyes inflaming all the desert rounds 
. With roar of seas directs his chaseri ^vciy, 

Provokes from far and dares them to the fray ; 840 

Such rage stormed now in Absalom's fierce breast, 

Such indignation his fired ^>es confesL 
Wkei'e now was the instructor of hts pnde ? 

Slept the old pilot in so rough a tide. 

Whose wiles had from the happy shore betrayed, S45 

And thus on shelves the ci^edidous youth conveyed? 

In deep revolving thoughts he weighs his state, 

Secure of craft, nor doubts to baffle fate ; 

A t least, if his stormed bark must go adrift, 

To baulk his charge and for himself to shift, 850 

In which his dexterous wit had oft been shown. 

And in the wreck of kingdoms saved his ora/i , 

But now with more than common danger first, 

Of various resolutions slanas possest, 

Percewes the croivd's unstable zeal decay, 855 

Lest tluir recanting chief the cause betray, 

Who on a fathed $ grace his hopes may ground 
A nd for hts pardon with their heads compound. 

Him, therefore, ere his fortune slip her time, 

The statesman plots to engage in some bold crime S60 

Past pardon ; whether to attempt hts bed, 

Or threat with opesi arms the royal head; 

Or other daring method and unjust 
That may confirm‘d him tn the peoplis trust. 

But, failing thus to ensnare him, nor secure S65 

How long his foiled ambition may endure. 

Plots next to lay him by as past Im date. 

And try some new pretender's luckier fate ; 

Whose hopes with equal toil he would pursue. 

Nor cares what claimer's croumed, except the true, 870 

; Wake, Absalom, approaching rum shun, 

I And see, oh see, for whom thou art undone! 

I How are thy honours and thy fame betrayed, 

; The property of desperate villains made ! 

; Lost poiver aiid conscious fears their cidmcs create 875 

. And guilt in them was little less than fate ; 

. But why shouldst thou, from eveiy grievance f\c, 

’ Forsake thy vineyards for their stormy sea ? 

For thee did Canaan's milk and honey floav. 

Love dressed thy bowers and law'tls sought thy brow, £So 

please?,” where the same occurs with the vcib enforce, wa^ sprdit ].j liis editui, Fcntoiij bu’u 
ignorance on this point Wallei’s line is 

“Yet Hymen may enforce her vigils kejip,” 

by which he meant Hymen may enforce her to keep vje:ils, ” Fenton changed the lire to 
“Yet Hymen may in fuice his \igiK heep,” 

and the line has been so printed in all subsequent editions, being nont>en^c as so printed. 

Secure in urst edition, changed to confirm m echtiop of 1716, 
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Preferment, wealth, and power thy vassal i> ijcre, 

And of a monarch all things but the care . 

Oh, should our crimes again thac curse draw down, 

And rebel arms 07 tce more attempt the cjoien. 

Sure rum ivaits unhappy Absalon,* SS5 

Alike by tonquesl or dtfeat undone. 

JVho could relentless see such youth and charms 
Expire with wretched fate in impious aims, 

A prince so formed, with eartPs and HeavePs applause. 

To triumph der crowned heads in DavMs cause! 8 c^o 

Or grant him victor, still his hopes must fail 
Who conquering would not for himself prevail; 

The faction whom he trusts for future sway 
Him and the public would alike betray ; 

Amongst themselves divide the captive State 895 

And found their hydra empire in Jus fate! 

Thus having beat the clouds with painful fight. 

The pitied youth with sceptres m his sight, 

Jmve their cruel politics decreed,) 

Must by that crew that made him guilty bleed. 900 

For, could their pride brook any prmti s sway. 

Whom but mild David would they choose to obey ? 

Who once at such a gentle reign repine 
The fall of monarchy ihelf design : 

From hate to that their reformations spnng, 905 

And David not their grievance, but the King. 

Seized new with panic fear the faction lies. 

Lest this clear truth strike AbsaloiPs charmed eyes; 

Lest he perceive, from long enchantment free. 

What all beside the flattered youth must sec. 910 

Bui whatever doubts his troubled bosom swell, 

Fair carnage still became Achitophel, 

Who now an envious festtval instals 
And to survey their strength the faction calls, 

Which fraud, religious worship too, must gild, 915 

But oh how weakly does sedition build I 
For, lo ! the roycil mandate issues forth. 

Dashing at once their treason, zeal, and mnih.’k 
So have 1 seen disastrous chance invade, 

IVhere careftd emmets had their forage laid; 920 

( Whefher fierce VulcaPs rage the furzy plain 
Had seized, engendered by some careless swain. 

Or swelling Neptune lawless inroads made 
And to their cell of store his flood conveyed ; ) 

The commonwealth, broke up, distracted go 925 

And in wild haste their loaded mates derihrow : 

* Here Ahsalon K in the original text, for the sake of the rhyme, as in Dryden's poem. See 
note on ** Absalom and Achitophel/’ line 18. 

t The party of Shaftesbury and Monmouth had ananged for a great gathering in the City of 
loyal Protestants/’ on April ar, i68a, the Duke of Yor^ having been invited by the Artillerj^ 
Company to dine on that dav at Merchant Tailors’ Hall The “ Protestants ” weie invited to meet 
for a sermon at St. Michael’s Church, Comhill, and afterwards to dine at Habei dashers* Hall. 
Op jhe J9tli, a roy^i proclamation was issued? forbidding Whig meeting and banquet, 
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Even so oitr scattered guests confusedly inect. 

With boiled^ baked, roast, all jiistling in the street; 

Dejected all, and ruefully dismayed. 

For shekel, without treat or treason, paid. 930 

SedihoEs dark eclipse now fainter shows. 

More bright each hour the royal planet grows. 

Of force the clouds of envy to disperse 
In kind conjunction of assisting stars ; 

Here, labouring Muse i those glorious chiefs relate 935 

That turned the doubtful scale of David^s fate ; 

The rest of that illustrious band rehearse. 

Immortalized in laurelled Asaph ’s * * * § verse. 

Hard task! yet will not I thy flight recall ; 

View heaven, and then enjoy thy glorious fall. 940 

First, write Bezaliel,'Y whose illustrious name 
Forestals our praise, and gives his poet fame. 

The Kenited t rocky province his command, 

A barren timb of fertile CanaaEs land ; 

Which for its generous natives yet could be 945 

Held worthy such a President as he. 

Bezahel with each grace and virtue fraught. 

Serene his looks, serene his life and thought; 

On whom so largely Nature heaped her store. 

There scarce remained for arts to give him more. 95 ^ 

To aid the Crown and State Jus gi'caiest zeal. 

His second care that service to conceal ; 

Of dues observant, flrm m § every trust, 

And to the needy always more than just ; 

Who truth from specious fahehood tan divide, 955 

Has all the gowns meids skill without their pride ; 

Thus, crowned with worth from heights of honour won. 

Sees all his glories copied in his son, 

Whose forward fame should every Muse engage. 

Whose youth boasts skill denied to others^ age. 960 

Men, manners, language, books of noblest kind. 

Already are the conquest of Ins mind. 

Whose loyaltv before ils date was prime. 

Nor waited the mil course of rolling time : 


* Asaph, Dryden. 

t Bezaliel, Henry, maiquis of Worcester, created December z, 1682, a few days after the publi- 
cation of this poem, Duke of Beaufort. He was Lord President of the Council in Wales. His 
zeal asfainst the Exclusion bill had led the House of Commons to include him in an Address, m 
1680, for removal from court and the Kinar’s councils of the chief opponents of the bill A story 
told in North’s ‘'Life of the Lord Keeper Guildford” illu«!tiates the praise here given to the Duke of 
Beaufort for devotion to learning The Lord Chief Justice Hale, visiting him at Badminton when 
he was rebuilding his house, “ observing the many contrivances the Duke had for the dispo‘'ing of 
so great a family, he naved leave to suggest one to him, which he thought would be much for his 
service, and it was to have but one door to his house, and the window of his study, where be sat 
most, open upon that.” 

t The Keniies, the Welsh 

§ To substituted for tn in edition of 1716, and the change, v/hich is not an improvement 
adopted by all succeeding editors. 
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The monster faction early he dismayed^ 965 

And David* s cause long since conjessed his aid.* 

Brave Addael t o'er the Prophets^ school was placed ; 

Ahdaelf with all his fathePs virtue gj'oced ; 

A hero who, while stars looked wondering denon. 

Without one Hebrew^ s blood restored the croaon 970 

That praise was his ; what therefore did remain 

For following chief: but boldly to maintain 

That crown restored? And in this rank of fame 

Brave Abdael luith the first a place must claim. 

Proceed, illustrious happy chief proceed, 975 

Foreseize the garlands for thy brow decreed. 

While the inspired tribe attend with noblest strain 
To register the glories thou shalt gam : 

For sure the denv shall Gilboah's hills forsake 

And for dan mix his stream with Sodom* s'lakc, 9S0 

Or seas retired their secret stores disclose 

And to the sun tlmr scaly brood expose. 

Or swelled above the cliffs their billows raise. 

Before the Muses leave their patron* s praise. 

EliabX our next labour does invite, 9S5 

And hard the task to do Eliab right. 

Long with the royal wanderer he raved 
And firm m all the turns of fortune proved. 

Such ancient sei'vice and desert so lai'^e 

Well claimed the royal household for his charge. 990 

Ills age with only one mild heiress blest, 

In all the bloom of smiling nature drest ; 

And blest again to see hisfiotver allied 

To David* s stock, and made young Othniel*s% bride! 

The bj ight restorer of his father* s youth, 995 

Devoted to a son *s and subject *s truth 
Pesfllved to bear that prize of duty home. 

So bravely sought, while sought by Absalom. 

Ah, Prince! the illustrious planet of thy birth 

And thy more powerful virtue guard thy worth, 1000 

May no Achitophel thy rum boast! 

Israel too much in one such wreck has lost. 


* This elciebt son of the Duke of Beaufort, the Marquis of Worcester, died before his father, in , 
i6g8. The father died in the tollowing year, having lived in retuement since the Revolution, an J 
not having taken the oaths to William and Mary 
t Abdtiel, Christopher, duke of Albemarle, son of the famous Monk The eulogy in thus case 
is gross flattery ; this sec(.ud Duke of Albemarle having been an insignificant man. Having 
embarrassed his afTairs by extravagance, he was appointed Governor of Jamaica in 1687, ami 
he died in that island He was elccLod Chancellor of the XJniveisity of Cambndge in 1682, Mon- 
mouth being tlxen deijuved of the office ^ This is the meaning of “o’er the Prophets' school was • 
placed " (J<jmpare “ Absalom and Achitophel,” line 870 and note. 

t Eliatf, Karl of Arlington, who was long Secretary of State and a leading Minister, and had 
since 1674 held the office of Lord Chamberlain . 

^ Oiknlel, Henry I'htrroy, duke of Grafton, natural son of Charles II. by the Duchess of Cleve- 
land, first known as Lady Castlemaine. He was mamed to Arlington’s only child. Grafton j 
had been bred to the sea. Charles at this time showed him great favour, and put him forward in 
opposition to Monmouth. * | 

N 1 
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Even envy must consent to Hdon'^s^ ivorfh^ 

Whose soul, tliotigh E^ypt gloria i/i las Inch, 

Could for our captive ark its zeal irlain 1005 

And FharaoEs altars in their pomp dt\dnin , 

To slight his gods was small , with nobler pnde 
He all the allurements of his court defied. 

Whom profit nor example could betray,, 

But IsraeVs friend, and true to DavuVs szoay. 10 10 

What acts of favour in Ins province fall 
On merit he confers, and freely all. 

Our list of nobles next lei Amrt\ gi'cice. 

Whose merits claimed the Abbethduds high place. 

Who with a loyalty that did excel 1015 

Brought all the endowments of Achitophel, 

Sincere was Amn, and not only kne%v. 

But IsraeVs sanctions into practice drew ; 

Our laws that did a boundless ocean seem 

Wei^e coasted all and fathomed all by him, 1020 

No Rabbin speaks like him their mystic st use, 

So just, and with such charms of eloquence ; 

To whom the double blessing does belong. 

With Mosed inspiration Aaron's tongue. 

Than ShevaX none more loyal zeal have shown, 1025 

Wakeful as Judah's lion for the crown, 

Who for that cause still combats in Im age 
Fdr which his youth with danger did engage. 

In vain our J actions pnests the cant rev nit , ; 

In vain seditious scribes with libel strive IO30 

To inflame the crowd, while he with watchful eye 
Observes, and shoots their treasons as they fly , 

Their weekly frauds kis keen replies detect; 

He undeceives more fast than they infect 

So Moses, when the pest on legions preyed, 1035 

Advanced his signal,% and the plague was stayed. 

Once more, my fainting Muse, thy pinions try. 

And strength's exhausted store let love supply. 

What tribute, Asaph, shall we render thee I 

We'll crown thee with a wreath from thy own tree! 1040 

Tky laurel grove no envy's flash can blast; 


The song of Asaph shall for ever last I 
With wonder late posterity shall dwell 
On Absalom and false Achitophel: 

^ Helan, Louis Buras, earl of Feversham, a Frenchman and Protestant, nephew of Marshal 
Turenne, and brother of the French Marshal, Duke of Duras. 

t Amri, H^eage Finch, earl of Nottinghanai, Lord Chancellor, He had been appointed I^ord 
Keeper when Sh^tesbury was deprived of the Lord Chancellorship m Novembci 1673 ; he v as 
promot^ to be Lord Chancellor in December 1675 ; and he continued Loid Chuiicelloi till hi.s 
death, Decembw 18, 1683, a few weeks after the publication of this poem. 


fought for the lung lu the Civil War, and had been taken prisoner by the Parliament niul coiv 
demned to d^th, but he ^tamed a pardon. He was the editor of the “Obseivatui and of 
Jtieraclitus Kidens, two Tory newspapers m the reign of Charles 1 1 

f reference to the brazen seipent set up by Moses, which stayed the sorpent-planuc (Niunb. 
xjo.). Drydcn has made use of the illustration in ‘‘Absalom and Adutuphol,” 6^4 ^ 
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Thy strains shall be onr slumbering prophcti dream^ 1045 
Aml^ when our Sion vh^ins sin^ their t/uwe. 

Our jnlilees shall with t\y ifcrse he gracea ; 

The song of Asaph shall for ever last! 

How fierce his satire loosed^ restrained^ hoiv tame, 

I/oza tender of the offending young maids fame ! 1050 

I/bw well his worth and brave adventures styled;* 

Just to his virtues^ to his error mild. 

c? page of thine that fears the strictest view, 

B'lt teems with just reproof or praise as due; 

Not liden could a fairer prospect yield, IO55 

All Paradise without one barren field : 

Whose wit the censure of Ins foes has past. 

The song of Asaph shall for ever last ! 

What praise for such rick strains shall we allow ? 

What just reimrds the grateful crown bestow ? I060 

\ 7 kile bees in flenvers rejoice, and flowers in dew, 

While stars 'ind fountains to their course are true. 

While judalds throne and Sioids rock stand fast. 

The song of Asaph and the fame shall last. 


Still Hebron'' s honoured happy soil retains f 
Our royal heroes beauteous dear remains: 

Who now sails of, with winds nor 7 vishes slack. 

To bring his suffering^ bright companion back. 

But ere such transport can our sense employ, 

A bitter grief must poison half our joy ; 

Nor can our coasts restored those blessings see 
Without a bribe to envious destiny / 

Curst SodouCs doom for ever fix the tide, 

IVhere, by inglorious chance, the valiant died. 

Give not insulting Askalon to know, 

Nor let Guilds daughters triumph m our woe! 

No sailor with the news swell Egypds pride 
B\> what inglorious fate our valiant died I 
Weep^ Arnonl Jordan, weep thy fountains dry, 
17 nile Siods rock dissolves for a supply. 

Calm were the elements, mgkfs silence deep, 

7 he waves scarce murmuring, and the winds asleep ; 
Yet fate for ruin takes so still an hour, 

^ind ti eat herons saints the primely bark devour ; 
y'/ien death unworthy seized a generous race. 

To rartiNs scandal and the stars' disgrace! 

Oh f had the indulgent powers rouchsafed to yield, 
Instead of faithless shelves, a listed field ; 

A listed field of Heaven's an 1 David'* s foes. 

Fierce as the troops that did his youth oppose. 


1065 


1070 


1075 


1080 


1085 


1090 
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Styleii^ described, penrdled 

I i Now is dcscj ibml tlic 1 >uke of Voile’s vrr^a^e to Scotland in May to bring away the Duchess. 

I As. lie went, his vessel was wrecked on tiie Lennnou Ore, and he was saved with only a few of his 
I attendants. Up wauls of three himdretl peusjied , the whole of the crew, and most of the Duke's 
suite, juoluUing tile Karl uf Kujwburgh, Loid U'Biien, and a son of the Lord Chancellor Clarendon, 
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Bac/i life had on his slangktet'ed heap retired^ ; 

; Nol ta?nely^ and nncosiqitering thus expired. 

\ But Destmy is now their only foe, 

\ And dying, even o^er that they triumph too ; | 

I With loud last breaths their masters scape applaud,"^ 1095 I 

I Of whom kind force could scarce the fates defraud ; \ 

1 Who for such followers lost {0 matchless mind!) j 

At his own safety now almost repined I | 

Say, royal sir, by all your fame in arms, \ 

Your praise in peace, and by Uramds charms, \ iioo 

If all your sufferings past so neariy prest, 

Or pierced with half so painful grief your breast? 

Thus some diviner Muse her hero forms. 

Not soothed with soft delights, but tost in storms. 

Nor stretched on roses in the myrtle grove, 1 1 05 

Nor crowns his days with mirth, his nights with love ; 

But far removed m thundering camps is found. 

His slumbers short, his bed the herbless ground ; 

In tasks of danger always seen the first. 

Feeds from the hedge and slakes with ice his thirst. 1 1 10 

Long must his patience stmfue with Fortune's rage. 

And long opposing gods themselves engage; 

Must see his country flame, his friends destroyed, 

Bet’ore the promised empire be enjoyed : 

Such toil of fate must build a man of fame, 1115 

And such to Israels crown the godlike David came. 

What sudden beams dispel the clouds so fust 
Whose drenching rains laid all our vimya^^ds waste ? 

The spring so far behind her course delayed 

On the instant is in all her bloom arrayed ; 1 120 

The winds breathe low, the element serene. 

Yet mark! what motion in the waves is seen 

Thronging and busy as Hybhean swarm s,X 

Or straggled soldiers summoned to their arms 1 

See where the princely bai'k in loosest pride, H25 

With all her guardian fleet, adorns the tide I 

High on her deck the royal lovers stand. 

Our crimes to pardon ere they touched our land. 

Welcome to Israel and to David's breast! 

Here all your toils, here all your sufferings rest. 1 130 

This year did Ziloah § rule yerusalem. 

And boldly all seditions surges jj stem, i 

* It was sta^e<L in the account of this calamity published in the Gazette, that, when the harge 
which saved the Duke and a few of his attendants left the vessel, the sailois, who remained to meet 
inevitable death, cheered loudly at the Duke’s safety. 
i U'mnia, a name of Venus, here applied to the beautiful Duebess of York. 

I Hyblsean swarms,” swarms of bees, from Hybla, a mountain of Sicily, where sweet flowers 
and bees were numerous Hyblaeis apibus.” (Virg. Eel 1. 55 ) 

§ Ziloah, Sir John Moore; who had been elected Lord Mayor of London in 1681, and had 
unscrupulous partisan of the Court 

1 edition had syrges, an apparent misprint' for surges. The edition of 1716 has syrtes, 

probably a conjecture from the word syrges. Derrick and Scott have syrtes; in the Wartons’ 



ABSALOM AND A CIllTOBHED -Part IL iSl 


JIoTve'^ej’ e 7 immhcred imth a viler pah'- 
Than Ziph or Shiinei,^ to assist the chair; 

Yet Ziloah loyal labours so prezmihd 1 1 3 5 

That faction at the next election failed^ f 
When even the comitioii cry did justice sonndy 
And merit by the multitude was crowned: 

With Demid then was IsraeVs peace restored^ 

Crowds mourned their error and obeyed their lord, 1140 

edition it is surges^ which seems the proper reading. To stem sedition’s surges is intelligible . to 
stem sedition’s syrtes, hardly so 

* Ziph or Shimei. ” “ Ziph and Shimei” would be better ; but or is in all the editions. The 
tHo sheriiTs were Thomas Pilkmgton and Samuel Shute, and they are described as a viler pair than 
Ziph and Shimei, Richard Cornish and Slingbby Bethel, the sherilTb of the pteceding year 
t The Lord Mayor Moore managed by most unscrupulous proceedings, in which he was backed 
with all the power of the Court to effect, in September 16S2, the election of two Tory?’ sheriffs, North 
and Rich This election of Tory sheriffs was followed by the election of a Tory Lord Mayoi, 
Pritch?|^d, to succeed Moore, also brought about by unscrupulous proceedings. These elections 
gave the Court complete ascendency in the City. 
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(From Vol II a/Miscellanv Poems, elHion of 1716.) 


Ahhethdin 

Lord Chancellor 

Ishhan . . 

. Sir R Clayton. 

Abdael . . . 

Duke of Albemarle. 

Israel . . 

Fn eland. 

Absalom . . 

Duke of Monmouth. 

Issnchar . 

T Thin, Esq 

Achiiophel, 

Lord Shaftebbury. 

yebnsiies . 

Papists. 

Adrtel . . . 

Earl of Mulgrave. 

yernsalcin 

London. 

Agag . . . 

Sir E B Godfrey. 

Jo7ias . . 

Sir W. Jones 

Amici . . . 

Mr, Seymour, Spealcer. 

yothafn 

Marquis of Halifax. 

Amri . . . 

Lord Chancellor Finch. 

Jothran . 

Loid Dartmouth. 

Annabel . . 

Duchess of Monmouth. 

yudas . . 

Ferguboii. 

Arod . . . 

Sir W. Waller. 

Mephibosheth 

Pordage. 

Asaph . . . 

Mr. Dryden. 

Michal . . 

Queen Katharine 

Balaam . . 

Earl of Huntingdon. 

Nadab . . 

Lord Howaid of F'^cncls 

Balak . . . 

Burnet * 

Og . . > 

Shadwell 

Barzdlal . . 

Duke of Ormond 

OtJmiel 

Duke of Giafton 

Baihsheba . . 

Duchess of Portsmouth 

Pharaoh , 

French king. 

Benaiah . . 

General Sackville 

Phaleg . . 

Foibes 

Ben Jochanait 

Johnson. 

Rabshakck 

Sir Thomas Player. 

Bezahel . . 
Caleb . . . 

Duke of Beaufort. 

Lord Grey. 

Saga7i o/yeru 
Salem . . 

’ 1 Bishop of London. 

Corah . . . 

Dr Oates 

Sanhedrim 

Parliament 

David . . 

Kin? Charles II. 

Saul . . 

Oliver 

Doeg . . , 

Settle. 

Sheva 

Sir R L’Estrange 

Egypt . , . 

France. 

Shhnei . 

ShenfT Bethel. 

Ehab 

Earl of Arlington. 

Solyiucafz Pout London Rebels. 

Ethnic Plot . 

Popish Plot 

Ty7'e . . . 

Holland 

Hebrew Priests 

f Church of England Minis- 
\ ters. 

. . . J H. 

IVcsteim Dome Dolben 

Hebron . . . 

Scotland. 

Zadoch . . . 

Archbishop Bancroft 

Hclon . . . 

Lord Feversham. 

Znke7i . . . 

Parliament'man 

Hiishai . . . 

Earl of Rochester, Hyde. 

Ziloah . . . 

Sir J Moor 

Isbonheih , . 

Richard Cromwell 

Zimri . . . 

Duke of Buckingham. 



R E L I G I O L A I C I ; 

OR 

A LAYMAN’S FAITH. 

A POEM. 

** Omari res ipsa negat, contenta. tioceri 

Maniliuji, Astronom. iii 39. 



INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 


The ptiblication of Religio LaicT"* quickly followed the last of Dry deiHs rapid 
succession of political and personal satires. It appeared tn November 16S2, almost 
simultaneously with the Second Part of Absalom and AchitophclT The fierce 
antagonist of that party which sought to exclude the Duke of York fro?n the throne, 
'^rom fears of Popoiy, now came forivard as a theologian in vei'se to proclaim ht^nself 
a Protestant of the Church of England. The vigour and skill of Drydeiis satires 
are mi more remarkable than the beauty of his poetical exposition and argument tn 
this theological poem. Scott says of “ Rehgio Laid, ’’ that it is “ one of the most 
admirable poems tn the language Dr. Johnson satd of it that “ metre has neither 
weakened the force nor clouded the perspicuity of argument.^'* A poetical contetnporary 
and friend and a competent judge, Roscommon, wrote on this poem : 

** Let free impartial men front Dryden learn 
Mysterious seoets of a high concern. 

And weis[hiy truths, solid convincing sense, 

Explained by unaffected eloquence^* 

Dryden mentions in the Preface that the poem was addressed to a young gentleman, 
the translator of Simoids Critical History of the Old Testament f and that the 
style is therefore epistolary. But it was called on the titlepage a poem f not “ a 7 i 
epistleP A mistake has arisen about the pei'son who received this honour from 
Dryden; Derrick said that it was Richard Hampden. It was a young gentleman 
of the name of Henry Dickinson. See note in p. 191. 

This poem was quickly reprinted in 1682, and a third edition appeared in 1683 ; 
andihe poem was pot then again reprinted till it appeared in Tonson's folio edition of 
Dryderds Poems, published in 1701, soon after Drydeids death. The marginal notes 
are Dryderds, and the words printed with capital letters were so printed by him. 



THE PREFACE. 


A POEM witli so bold a title, and a name prefixed from which the handling of so 
serious a subject would not be expected, may reasonably oblige the author to say 
somewhat in defence both of himself and of his undertaking. In the first place, 
if it be objected to me that, being a layman, I ought not to have concerned myself 
with speculations which belong to the profession of Divinity, I could answei that 
perhaps laymen, with equal advantages of parts and knowledge, are not the most 
incompetent judges of sacred things ; but in the due sense of my own weakness 
and want of learning I plead not this ; I pretend not to make myself a judge of 
faith in others, but only to make a confession of my own. I lay no unhallowed 
hand upon the Ark, but wait on it with the reverence that becomes me at a dis- 
tance. In the next place I will ingenuously confess, that the helps I have used in 
this small Treatise were many of them taken from the works of our own reverend 
divines of the Church of England ; so that the weapons with which I combat 
irreligion are already consecrated, though I suppose they may be taken down as 
lawfully as the sword of Goliah was by David, when they are to be employed for 
the common cause against the enemies of piety. I intend not by this to entitle 
them to any of my errors, which yet I hope are only those of charity to mankind ; 
and such as my own charity has caused me to commit, that of others may more 
easily excuse. Being naturally inclined to scepticism in philosophy, I have no 
reason to irnpose my opinions in a subject which is above it; but, whatever they 
are, I submit them with all reverence to my mother Church, accounting them no 
farther mine, than as they are authorized or at least uncondemned by her. And, 
indeed, to secure myself on this side, I have used the necessary precaution of 
showing this paper, before it was published, to a judicious and learned friend, a 
man indefatigably zealous in the service of the Church and State, and whose 
writings have highly deserved of both. He was pleased to approve the body of 
the discourse, and I hope he is more my friend than to do it out of complaisance ; 
Tis true he had too good a taste to like it all ; and amongst some other faults 
recommended to my second view what I have wntten perhaps too boldly on St. 
Athanasius, which he advised me wholly to omit. I am sensible enough that I 
had done more prudently to have followed his opinion; but then I could not 
have satisfied myself that I had done honestly not to have written what was my 
own. It has always been my thought, that heathens who never did, nor without 
miracle could, hear of the name of Christ, were yet in a possibility of salvation. 
Neither will it enter easily into my belief, that before the coming of our Saviour 
the whole world, excepting only the Jewish nation, should lie under the inevitable 
necessity of everlasting punishment, for want of that Revelation, which was con- 
fined to so small a spot of ground as that of Palestine. Among the sons of Noah 
we read of one only who was accursed ; and if a blessing in the ripeness of time 
was reserved for Japhet (of whose progeny we are), it seems unaccountable to me, 
why so many generations of the same offspring as preceded our Saviour in the 
flesh should be all involved in one j:ommon condemnation, and yet that their 
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posterity should he entitled to the hopes of salvation * as if a IhU of Exclusion had 
passed only on the fathers, which debarred not the sons from their succession ; or 
that so many ages had been delivered over to Hell, and so many reseived for 
I-Ieaven, and that the Devil had the first choice, and God the next. Truly I am 
apt to think that the revealed religion which was taught by Noah to nil his sons 
might continue for some ages m the whole posteiily. That afterwards it was 
included wliolly in the family of Shem is manifest ; hut when the piogenies of 
Cham and Japhet swarmed into colonies, and those colonies were subdivided into 
many others, in process of time their decendants lost hy little and little the piimitive 
and purer rites of divine worship, retaining only the notion of one deity ; to which 
succeeding generations added others ; for men took their degrees in those ages 
from conquerors to gods. Revelation being thus eclipsed to almost all mankind, 
the Light of Nature, as the next m dignity, was substituted ; and that is it which 
St. Paul concludes to be the rule of the heathens, and by which they are hereafter 
to be judged. If my supposition be true, then the consequence which I have 
assumed in my poem may be also true ; namely, that Deism, or the principles of 
natural worship, are only the faint remnants or dying flames of revealed leligion 
in the posterity of Noah ; and that our mo'Iern philosophers, nay, and some of our 
philosophizing divines, have too much exalted the faculties of our souls, when they 
have maintained that by their foicc mankind has been able to find out that there is 
one supreme agent or intellectual Being which we' call God ; that praise and prayer 
are his due worship ; and the rest of those dcducements, which I ain confident are 
the remote effects of Revelation, and unattainable by our Discourse, I mean as 
simply considered, and without the benefit of divine illumination. So that we 
have not lifted up oui selves to God by the weak pinions of our Reason, but he has 
been pleased to descend to us ; and what Socrates said of Iiini, what Plato writ, 
and the rest of the heathen philosophcis of seveud nations, is all no moic than the 
twilight of Revelation, after the sun of it was set In the race of Noah. That , 
there is something above us, some principle of motion, our Reason can apprehend, 
though it cannot discover what it is by its ov/n viilue. And, indeed, ’tis very 
improbable that we, wlio by the strength of our faculties cannot enter into the 
knowledge of any being, not so much as of our own, should be aide to find out by 
them that supreme nature, which we cannot otherwise define than by saving it is 
infinite ; as if infinite were definable, or infinity a subject far our naiTOW under- 
standing. They who would prove religion by reason, do but weaken the cause 
which they endeavour to support ; ’tis to ta-ke away the pillars fiom our faith, and 
to prop it only with a twig ; ’tis to design a toucr like that of Babel, which, if it 
were possible (as it is not) to reach heaven, would come to nothing by the confusion 
of the workmen. For every man is building a several w<ay ; impotently conceited 
of his own model and his own materials ; reason is always striving, and always at 
a loss ; and of necessity it must so come to pass, while ’tis exeiciscd about that 
which is not its proper object. Let us be content at last to know God by his own 
methods ; at least, so much of him as he is pleased to reveal to us in the sacred 
Scriptures : to apprehend them to be the word of God is all our reason has to do ; 
for all beyond it is the work of faith, which is the seal of Heaven impressed upon 
our human understanding. 

And now for what conccnis the holj bishop Athanasius, the Preface of 'whose 
Creed seems inconsistent with my opinion, uhich is, that heathens may possibly he 
saved : in the first place, 1 desire it may be considered that it is the I’rcface only,* 

The Preface of the Athanaslan Creed; Whosoever will be saved, before all thintis it is 
neces‘;ary that he hold the Catholic faith. Which faith e.xcept every one do keep whole and 
Undefiled, without doubt he shall perish everlastingly,’' 
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not the Creed itself, which, till I am belter hiformed, is of too hard a digestion for 1 
my charity. It is not that I am ignorant how many several texts of Scripture ‘ 
seemingly support tliat cause ; but neither am I ignorant how all those texts may * 
receive a kinder and more mollified intcipietation. Eveiy man who is read in 
Church hibtoiy knows that Belief was cliawn up alter a long contestation n ith Arius > 
concerning the divinity of our blessed Saviour and Ins being one substance with 
the Father; and that, thus compiled, it was sent abroad among the Christian I 
churches, as a kind of test, which whosoever took was looked on as an orthodox I 
believer. It is manifest from hence, that the heathen part of the empire was not ; 
concerned in it ; for its business v as not to distinguish betwixt Pagans and 1 
Christians, but betwixt heretics and true believers This, well coiisideied, takes j 
off the heavy weight of censure, which I would willingly avoid fiom so venerable ' 
a man; for if this proportion, ‘nhosoever will be saved,’ be restrained only to ! 
those to whom it was intended, and for whom it was composed, I mean the ' 
Christians, then the anathema reaches not the heathens, who had never heard of { 
Chiist and were nothing interessed * in that dispute. After all, I am far fioiu i 
blaming even that prefatoiy addition to the creed, and as far fi oin caMlling at the 
continuation of it in the Liturgy of the Chinch, wheie on the days appointed ’tis 
publicly read : for I suppose there is the same reason for it now in opposiUon to 
the Socinians as there was then against the Allans; the one being a heresy, which 
seems to have been refined out of the other; and with how much more plausibility | 
of reason it combats our religion, with so much more caution to be avoided : and | 
therefore the piudence of our Church is to be commended, which has interposed 
her authority for the recommendation of this Creed. Yet to such as are grounded 
ill the time belief, those explanatory Ciecds, the Niceiic and this of Athanasius, 
might perhaps be spared ; for what is supernatural will always Lc a mystery in 
spite of c.xposition, and for my own part, the plain Apostles’ Creed is most suitable 
to my weak understanding, as the simplest diet is the most easy of digestion. 

I have dwelt longer on this subject than I intended, and longer than perhaps I 
ought ; for having laid clown, as my foundation, that the Sciiptuic is a mle, that 
in all things needful to salvation it is clear, sufficient, and ordained by God 
Almighty for that purpose, I have left myself no light to interpret obscure places, 
such as concern the possibility of eternal happiness to heathens : because whatso- 
ever is obscure is concluded not necessary to be known. 

But by asserting the Scriptuie to be the canon of our faith, I have unavoidably 
created to myself two sorts of enemies : the Papists, indeed, more directly, because 
they have kept the Scripture from us what they could and have leseived to them- 
selves a right of intcrpieting what they have delivered under the pretence of infalli- 
bility : and the Fanatics more collaterally, because they have assumed what amounts 
to an infallibility in the private spirit, and have detorted those texts of Scriptuie 
which are not necessaiy to salvation to the damnable uses of sedition, disturbance, 
and destruction of the civil government. To begin with the Papists, and to speak 
freely, I think them the less dangerous, at least in appearance, to our present state, 
for not only the penal laws aie in force against them, and their number is contemp- 
tible ; but also their peerage and commons are excluded from parliaments, and con- 
sequently those law's in no probability of being repealed. A general and uninter- 
rupted plot of tbeir clergy ever .since the Reformation I suppose all Protestants 
believe ; for ’tis not rcasduahle to think but that so many of their orders, as were 

^ Inieresstd; Derrick and all sithsequcnt editors have piintcd inieresieef. Dtsinfcrrsscif occurs 
in line 3 J15 of the following; poem, where Scott prints diuKtere^ied to the dostruction of the rhythm 
of the fine. Ajiain ////w.wrr/ occurs in a prose passage of Dryden’s play ‘‘Amphitryon,” act a, 
sc. a i Scott has printed inUrcsied. * 
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outed from their fat possessions, would endeavour a re-entrance against those whom 
they account heretics. As for the late design, Mr. Coleman’s* letters, for aught I 
know, are the best evidence ; and what they discover, without wirc-ch awing their 
sense or malicious glosses, all men of reason conclude credible. If there be any- 
thing more than this required of me, I must believe it as well as I am able, in spile 
of the witnesses, and out of a decent conformity to the votes of Parliament ; for I 
suppose the Fanatics will not allow the private spirit in this case. Here the infal- 
libility is at least in one part of the government ; and our understandings as well 
as our wills are represented. But to return to the Roman Catholics, how can we 
be secure from the practice of Jesuited Papists in that religion ? For not two or 
three of that order, as some of them would impose upon us, but almost the whole 
body of them are of opinion, that their infallible master has a right over kings, not 
only in spirituals but temporals. Not to name Manana, Bellanmne, Emanuel Sa, 
Molina, Santarel, Simancha,t and at least twenty others of foreign countries ; we 
can produce of our own nation, Campian, and Doleman or Parsons ; + besides many 
are named whom I have not read, who all of them attest this doctiine, that the Pope 
can depose and give away the right of any sovereign prince, si vcl paithm dejlexerif, 
if he shall never so little warp : but if he once comes to be excommunicated, then 
the bond of obedience is taken off from subjects ; and they may and ought to drive 
him like another Nebuchadnezzar, ex hominum Christianorum do7ninaiii, from exer- 
cising dominion over Christians ; and to this they are bound by virtue of divine 
precept, and by all the ties of conscience, under no less penalty than damnation. 
If they answer me, as a learned priest has lately written, that this doctiine of the 
Jesuits is not de fide, and that consequently they are not obliged by it, they must 
pardon me if I think they have said nothing to the purpose 5 for ’tis a maxim in 
their Church, where points of faith are not decided, and that doctors are of contraiy 
opinions, they may follow which part they please ; but more safdy the most re- 
ceived and most authorized. And their champion Bellarmine has told the world, 
in his Apology, that the King of England is a vassal to the Pope, ratmie directi 
Eoinini, and that he holds m villanage of his Roman landlord. Which is no new 
claim put in for England. Our chronicles are his authentic witnesses, that King 
John was deposed by the same plea, and Philip Augustus admitted tenant. And 
which makes the more for Bellarmine, the French king was again ejected when our 
King submitted to the Church, and the crown received under the soidid condition 
of a vassalage. 

’Tis not sufficient for the more moderate and well-meaning Papists (of which I 
doubt not there are many) to produce the evidences of thcii loyalty to the late King, 
and to declare their innocency in this Plot : I will grant their behaviour in the fii?t 
to have been as loyal and as brave as they desire, and will be willing to hold them 
excused as to the second {I mean, when it comes to my turn and after my betteis, 
for it is a madness to be sober alone, while the nation continues dnmk) : but that 

* Coleman, secretary to the Duke of York, and a very zealous Roman Catholic, had been 
engaged in active correspondence with Father La Chaise, confessor to the King of Fiance, with thy 
Pope^s nuncio and others, with a view to the establishment of the Roman Catholic religion in the 
three kingdoms. He was the first of Oates’s victims ; he was executed December 3, 1678. 

t All Jesuit writes of the sixteenth century. 

J Edmund Campian and Robert Parsons, two English Jesuits, obtained, in 15S0, a bull from the 
P(me declaring that the previous bull of Pius V. deposing and excommunicating Queen Elizabeth 
did for ever bind the heretics, but not Roman Catholics, until a favourable opportunity arose for 
putting it in execution. Armed with this bull, they came into England to proclaim that the Pope 
had power to dethrone monarchs , and that Queen Elizabeth’s subjects were freed from their 
^^lance, C^pian was executed in 1381. Parsons fled to Rome, where he published, under 
ffie name of Dolemai^ a work with tide, “A Conference about the next Succession of the 
Crown of England. Parsons died at Rome in xQlo 
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saying of their Father Cres.* is still running in my head, that they may be dispensed 
with in their obedience to an heretic prince, while the necessity of the times shall 
oblige them to it ; for that, as another of them tells us, is only the effect of Christian 
prudence ; but when once they shall get power to shake him off, an heretic is no 
lawful king, and consequently to rise against him is no rebellion, I should be glad, 
therefore, that they would follow the advice which was charitably given them by a 
reverend prelate of our Church ; namely, that they would join in a public act of 
disowning and detesting those Jesuitic principles, and subscribe to all doctrines 
which deny the Pope’s authority of deposing kings, and releasing subjects fiom 
their oath of allegiance ; to which I should thmk they might easily be induced, if it 
be true that this present Pope lias condemned the doctrine of king-killing (a thesis 
, of the Jesuits) amongst others, cathedrd^ as they call it, or in open consistory. 
Leaving them, therefore, in so fair a way (if they please themselves) of satisfying 
all reasonable men of their sincerity and good meaning to the government, I shall 
J make bold to consider that other extreme of onr religion, I mean the Fanatics or 
^ Schismatics of the English Church. Since the Bible has been translated into our 
tongue, they have used it so as if their business was not to be saved, but to be 
’ damned by its contents. If we consider only them, better had it been for the 
English nation that it had still remained in the original Greek and Hebiew, or at 
least in the honest Latin of St. Jciome, than that seveial texts in it should have 
been prevaricated to the destruction of that government which put it into so 
ungiateful hands. 

How many heresies the fiist translation of Tyiidal t produced in few years, let my 
■ Lord Herbert’s “ Plistory of Henry the Eighth” inform you ; insomuch that for the 
gross errois in it, and the great mischiefs it cccasioncd, a sentence passed on the 
''„j first edition of the Bible, too shameful almost to be repeated. After the short reign 
' ' of Edward the Sixth, who had continued to carry on the Refoimation on other 
principles than it was begun, every one knows that not only the chief promoters of 
that work, but many others, whoso consciences would not dispense with Popery, 
were foiced for fear of persecution to change climates ; from whence returning 
at the beginning of Queen Elizabeth’s reign, many of them who had been in France 
and at Geneva brought back the rigid opinions and impel ions discipline of Calvin, 
to graff upon our Reformation ; which, though they cunningly concealed at first, as 
well knowing how nauseously that drug w'ould go down in a lawful monarchy 
which was prescribed for a rebellious commonwealth, yet they always kept it in 
reserve, and w^ere never wanting to themselves, either in couit or parliament, when 
either they liad any prospect of a numerous party of fanatic members m the one,^ or 
the encouragement of any favourite in the other, whose covetousness was gaping 
at the pati'imony of the Church. They who will consult the works of our venerable 
Plooker, or the account of his life,J or more paiticularly the letter written to him on 
this subject by George Cranmer, may see by what gradations they proceeded ; from 
the dislike of ca]) and surplice, the veiy next step was admonitions to the parlia- 
ment against the whole government ecclesiastical ; then came out volumes in English 

Serenus Cressy, chaplain to Cathanne, queen of Eng-land , he had been chaplain to thefamou'j 
I.orl Straffoitl, nncl, aftei him, to Lord Falkland , bi't aftenvards going- abroad, he was converted 
to the Koinan Cathnhc faxtli, and, icturning to England after the Restoration, he was appointed 
chaplain to the (^Ineon . , , rn 

f William Tyndal, a zealous Lutheran, the fii«t translator into English of the New Testament 
and the Ptmtaleuch. His vcidon w.is prohibited and publicly burnt, by order of Henry Vin , who 
did not wish that his suhjocts should become Taitheians though they bad ceased to be Papists. 
Tynd.il was seized at Brussels by desire of Henry VTII. and strangled and burnt to death near 
Antwerp in 153^ His last words were, I.oul, open the King of England’s eyes ” 

t Tha T.ifo of Hooker by Isaac Waltcm is here refen cd to. It had been published in i66«, In 
that Life is the letter of Geoigc Cranmer to Ho*ker. „ ^ 
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and Latin in defence of their tenets; and immediately piactices were set on foot to 
erect their discipline without authority. Tho^,e not succeeding, satire and railing 
was the next; and Martm Mar-prelate,* the Marvel of those times, was the fir&t 
presbytenan scribbler who sanctified libels and sciirrilily to the use of the good old 
cause. Which was done, says my author, upon this account : that, their serious 
treatises having been fully answered and refuted, they might compass by railing 
what they had lost by reasoning ; and, when their cause u'us sunk in court and 
parliament, they might at least hedge in a stake amongst the rabble ; for to their 
ignorance ail things are wit which are abusive ; but if Church and State were made 
the theme, then the doctoral degree of wit was to be taken at Billingsgate ; even 
the most saint-like of the party, though they durst not excuse this contempt and 
vilifying of the government, yet weie pleased, and grinned at it with a pious smile, 
and called it a judgment of God against the hierarchy. Thus sectaries, we may 
see, were born with teeth, foul-mouthed and scurrilous from their infancy ; and if 
spiritual pride, venom, violence, contempt of superiors, and slander had been the 
marks of orthodox belief, the Presbytery and the rest of our Schismatics, which are 
their spawn, were always the most visible Church in the Christian world. 

’Tis true, the government was too strong at that time for a rebellion ; but to show 
what proficiency they had made in Calvin’s school, even then their mouths watered 
at it ; for two of their gifted brotherhood, Hacket and Coppinger, t as the story tells 
us, got up into a pease-cart and harangued the people, to dispose them to an 
insurrection and to establish their discipline by force ; so that, however it comes 
about that now they celebrate Queen Elizabeth’s hirtlmight, as tliat of their saint 
and patroness, yet then they were for doing the work of the Lord by arms against 
her ; and in all probability they wanted but a fanatic lord-mayor and two sheiiffs 
of their party to have compassed it. 

Our venerable Hooker, after many admonitions which he had given them, towards 
the end of his preface breaks out into this prophetic speech : “ There is in every 
one of these considerations most just cause to fear, lest our hastiness to embrace a 
thing of so perilous consequence, [meaning the Presbyterian discipline,] should 
cause posterity to feel those evils which as yet are more easy for us to prevent than 
they would be for them to remedy.” 

How fatally tins Cassandra has foretold, we know too well by sad experience : 
the seeds were sown m the time of Queen Elizabeth, the bloody harvest upened in 
the reign of King Charles the Martyr ; and, because all the sheaves could not be 
carried off without shedding some of the loose gi-ains, another crop is too likely to 
follow ; nay, 1 fear ’tis unavoidable, if the Conventiclers be permitted still to scatter. 

A man may be suffered to quote an adversary to our religion, when he speaks 
truth. And ’fis tlie observation of Maimbourg, in his ** History of Calvinism,” 
that, wherever that discipline was planted and embraced, rebellion, civil v^ar, and 
misery attended it. And how, indeed, should it hap]>en otherwise ? Peformation 
of Church and State has always been the ground of our divisions in England. 
While we were Papists, our holy Father rid us by pretending authority out of the 
Scriptures to depose princes ; when we shook off his authority, the sectaries 
furnished themselves with the same weapons, and out of the same magazine, the 
Bible : so that the Scnplures, which are in themselves the greatest security of 

* Martin Mar-prelate, a name assumed by John Penry, a Welsh clergyman of the reic^n of 
Elizabeth, who became an Anabaptist and a great writer against the Episcopal Chuicli of Englind 
He was executed m 1593 for writing the established religion. 

t H^ket, a mad enthusiast who, in tliy 3 ear 1591, piotlaimed himself in the streets of I.ondoii 
as the Messiah, come to piuify the (’’huroh of Kti';i:iu I , tloppmgci and Arthiugton being asso- 
ciated with hnn as la*, prnph' N H icket was executed. Coppm^^cr .sLaivcd hwusclf to death in 
pnson. lueants..!, u.nd was panluntd. 
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governois, as commandlii^ e\piess obedience to them, arc now turned to their de- 
fatuiotion ; and ne\er, since the RLfoinuition, has there wanted a text of their inter- 
pieting to authoiize a rebe]. Anti ’tis to be noted, by the way, that the doctrines 
of king-killini^ and depo.,ing, \\hich have been taken up only by the woist paity of 
the Tapistb, the mo'>t fioiitless dattereisoC the Pope's authority, have been espoused 
defended, and aic still niaialauial by the whole ]>ody of Koiiconfoimists and Re- 
23ublicans. ’Tis but dubbing tlioiiiselVer. the |xiople of God, which 'tis the interest 
of their pieacheis to Itdl them lhe\ aie, and Iheir own inteiest to believe; and, 
after that, they cannot dip into the Rible, but one text or another will turn up for 
their lairpose : if they aie luider peiseculioii, as they call it, then that is a maik of I 
their election ; if they lloiirish, then Cud woiks miracles for their deliverance, and ' 
the saints are to possess the eaith. 

They may think themselves to be too roughly handled in this paper ; but I, 
who know best liow' far 1 could have gone tui this subject, must be bold to tell 
tliem they aie sjiaied : though at the same time I am not ignoiant that they 
interpict the mildness of a Aviiter to them, as they do the mercy of the govern- 
ment; in the one they think it fear, and conclude it weakness in the other. 
The best way for them to confute me is, as I before advised the Papists, to 
disclaim their piinciples and renounce their piactices. We shall all be glad to 
think them true Englishmen, when they obey the King; and tiue Protestants, 
when they coiifoim to the Church discipline. 

It remains that I acquaint the reader, that the vei*ses weie written for an 
ingenious young gentleman, my friend,^ upon his Tianslation of “The Ciitical ’ 
Plistory of the Old Testament’” composed by the learned Father Simon: the 
veises thciefore aie addies&cd to the translator f of that woik, and the style of 
them is, what it ought to he, epistolaiy. 

If any one be so lamentable a ciitic as to require the smoothness, the nnmbcis, 
and the turn of heroic poetiy in tins poem, I must tell him, that, if he has not 
lead Ilniace, I have studied him, and hope the style of his Epistles is not ill 
imitated here. The expressions of a poem designed purely for instiuction ouglit 
to be plain and natuial, and yet majestic : for here the poet is presumed to be a 
kind of lawgiver, and those three qualities which I have named are proper to the 
legislative style. The florid, elevated, and hguiative way is for the passions ; for 
love and hatied, fear and anger, are begotten in the soul by showing their objects 
out of their tnxe propoiUon, either greater than the life or less ; but insliuction is 
to be given by showing them w’hat tliey naturally are. A man is to be cheated 
into passion, but to be reasoned into truth. 

* Dcnick stated that "the in.iyenioti*! younct gentleman” to whom the poem is addressed was 
Richard Hampden, giandson of the_ celehrated John Hampden, who was connected with the Rye 
House Plot, and committed suicide in the leiijn of William and Mar],' Thi«^ is altogethei anustaUc, 
arising probably from a conjectuie founded on, bishop Bin net’s oharactei of Richaid Hampden in 
3681 : He was a young man of great paits, one of the leatncdest gcntlcivcn 1 ha^e evei known, 

ior he was a ciitio both m Latin, Greek, and Hcbiew; he was a man of great >oal and \ivacUv< 
i)ut too unequal in his temper; he had once great principles of leligion, huthe w’as jiiuch conupled 
1 >y P Simon's coiiveisal'on at Paiis,” Simon’s woikhad fni us professed object to coPect and 
lopiesent all the difficulties connected with the leU of Scuptme, m ordcf to show the necessity 
of admitting mal tiJulitKin, and an infallible jiitcipieter 'Ihis argument struck at the truth 
.Old authenticity of the Sciiptines;^ and many divines legartled Siiuon’s wotk as injurious to 
riiustiunity ; some have stud that it was lus leal obiect to iiiulcrmiue the (Jliiistian religion. 
'I’liis serves to exylam Biunct’s idlusion to the effect of Simon’s couvi rsation on Richard Hampden, 
Tile young translator of .Simon’s w oik, so cuinpUnieuted by Jliyden, was Mr Heiuy Dickinson. 
A poem is nddi eased to him by name on lias Translation, by Dryden’s hiend, Duke 

t Tramlate^r, printed iransttthmr heie in Dryden’s eaily editions; at lino 249 of the poem 
printed translaier Sec note on 2‘^<rrv’//f?Ar.in “Astnea Rertux,” 148. occuis in 

JJiydctt’s early edition . m line yi, and toimemonrs in line j6e of the following poem. 
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Dim as the bon'owed beams of moon and stars 
To lonely, weary, wandering travelleis'* 

Is Reason to the soul : and as on high 
Those rolling firei> discover but the sky, 

Not light us here, so Reason’s glimmering ray 
Was lent, not to assure our doubtful way, 

But guide us upward to a better day. 

And as those nightly tapers disappear 
When day’s bright lord ascends our hemisphere. 

So pale grows Reason at Religion’s sight, 

So dies, and so dissolves in supernatural light. 

Some few, whose lamp shone brighter, have been led 
Prom cause to cause to Nature’s secret head, 

And found that one first principle must be ; 

But what, or who, that universal He ; 

Whether some soul encompassing this ball, 

Unmade, unmoved, yet making, moving all. 

Or various atoms’ interfering dance 
Leapt into form (the noble work of chance,) 

Or this great All was from eternity. 

Not even the Stagiritef himself could see, 

And Epicurus guessed as well as he. 

As blindly groped they for a future state, 

As rashly judged of Providence and Fate. 

Ojfimom oj But least of all could their endeavours find 

^ost concerned the good of human kind ; 
loi^ophers For Happiness was never to be found, 
concerting But vanished from them like enchanted ground, 
nmm Bo-’ thought Content the good to be enjoyed ; 

“ This every little accident destroyed. 

The wiser madmen did for Virtue toil, 

A thorny, or at best a barren soil ; 

In Pleasure some their glutton souls would steep, 

But found their line too short, the well too deep, 

And leaky vessels which no bliss could keep. 

Thus anxious thoughts in endless circles roll, 

Without a centre where to fix the soul. 

In this wild maze their vain endeavours end : 

How can the less the greater comprehend ? 
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This rhyme of travellers and j'terjhas been noticed in the note on Astraea Redux/* 148. The 
termtuation was probably pronounced more broadly, and more like ar than now*. In “Absalom 

and Achitophel, Part IT 934, stars rhymes with dtsperse^ which would have been pronounced 
aupars^ In The Medal,' 21, rhymes with are. See note on starve^ in “Threnodia 

Augusta hs,’’ SOI. 
i Aristotle. 
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Or finite Reason reach Infinity ? 

For what could fathom God were more than He. 

The Deist thinks he stands on fiimer ground, 

Cries evpTjKa^ the mighty secret’s found : 

God is that spring of good, supreme and best, 

We made to serve, and in that service blest ; 

If so, some rules of worship must he given, 

Distributed alike to all by Heaven ; 

Else God were paitial, and to some denied 
The means His justice should for all provide. 

This general worship is to praise and praV; 

One part to borrow blessings, one to pay ; 

And when frail nature slides into offence, 

The sacrifice for crimes is penitence. 

Yet since the effects of Providence, we find. 

Are variously dispensed to human kind ; 

That vice triumphs and virtue suffers here, 

(A brand that soveieign justice cannot bear :) 

Our Reason prompts us to a future state, 

The last appeal from Fortune and from Fate, 

Where God’s all-righteous ways will be declaied, 

The bad meet punishment, the good reward. 

Thus man by his own strength to Heaven would soar 
And would not be obliged to God for more. 

Vain, wretched creature, how art thou misled 
To think thy wit these god-like notions hied ! 

These truths are not the product of thy mind, 

But dropped from Heaven, and of a nobler kind. 
Revealed Religion first informed thy sight. 

And Reason saw not till Faith sprung the light 
Hence all thy natural worship lakes the source : 

’Tis Revelation what thou thinkst Discourse. 

Else how comest thou to see these truths so clear, 
Which so obscure to heathens did appear ? 

Not Plato these, nor Aristotle found, 

Nor he whose wisdom oracles renowned.* 

Hast thou a wit so deep or so sublime, 

Or canst thou lower dive or higher climb ? 

Canst thou by reason more of Godhead know 
Than Plutarch, Seneca, or Cicero ? 

Those giant wits, in happier ages born,t 
When arms and arts did Greece and Rome adorn. 
Knew no such system ; no such piles could raise 
Of natural worship, built on prayer and praise; 
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* The verb renown is similarly used by Pope : 

** The bard whom pilfered pastorals renown 

Prologue to tlie Satires^ i. 179. 

The veithfame occurs in Marvel : 

** From that blest bed the hero came 
Whom France and Poland yet does fame.” 

Af^leion House, Works, iii 207. 

f **Magnaniini heroes, nati melioribus annis!”— V irg. Mn. vi. 649. 
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To one sole GOD : 

Nor did rcmoisc to expiate sin prescribe, 85 

Eut slew tlicir fellow creatures for a bribe ; 

The guiltless victim groaned for their offence, 

And cruelty and blood was penitence* 

If sheep and oxen could atone for men, 

Ah ! at how cheap a rate the rich might sin ! 90 

And great oppressors might Heaven’s wrath beguile 
By offering his own creatines for a spoil ! 

Barest thou, poor worm, offend Infinity? 

And must the terms of peace be given by thee ? 

Then thou ait Justice in the last appeal ; 95 

Thy easy God instincts thee to lebel, 

And, like a king remote and weak, must take 
What satisfaction thou art pleased to make. 

But if there be a powder too just and strong 
To wink at crimes and hear unpunished wiong, lOO 

Look humbly upward, see his wall disclose 
The forfeit first, and then the fine impose : 

A mulct thy poverty could never pay, 

Had not Eternal Wisdom found the way. 

And with celestial wealth supplied thy stoie ; 105 

His justice makes the fine, liis mercy quits the score. 

See God descending in thy human frame ; 

The offended suffeiing in the offender’s name : 

All thy misdeeds to riiiii imputed see, 

And all His righteousness devolved on thee. HO 

For granting we have sinned, and that the offence 


Of man is made agamst Omnipotence, 

Some price that bean proportion mu-^t be pa‘d, 

And infinite with infinite be weighed. 

See then the Deist lost : remorse for vice 115 

Not paid, or paid inadequate in price : 

What further means can Reason now direct. 

Or what relief fi'om human wit expect ? 

Thnt shows us sick ; and sadly are vc sure 

Still to be sick, till Heaven reveal the cure : 120 

If then Heaven’s will must needs be understood, 

Which must, if we want cure and Heaven be goocl^ 

Let all records of wdll revealed be shown ; 

With Scripture all in equal balance thrown, 

And our one Sacred Book will be that one. I25 

Proof needs not here ; for whether we compare 
That impious, idle, superstitions ware 
Of rites, lustrations, offerings, which before, 

In various ages, various countries boie, 

With Christian Faith and Virtues, we shall find 130 

None answering the gicat ends of human kind, 

But this one rule of life ; that shows us best , 

How God may he appeased and mortals blest 
Whether from length of time its worth we draw, 

The world is scarce more ancient than the law : , 135 
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Heaven’s early care prescrihecl for every age, 

Fiist, in the soul, and after, in the page. 

Or, whether more ab'^tractedly we look, 

Ur on the writers, or the wutten book, 

Whence hut from Hea\'ea could men, unskilled in arts, 140 
In several ages born, m several paits, 

W cave such agreeing truths ? or how or why 
Should all conspire to cheat us with a lie ? 

Unasked their pains, ungrateful their advice. 

Starving their gain and martyidom their pi ice. 145 

If on the Book itself we cast om view, 

Concurrent heathens prove the stoiy trae : 

The doctrine, miracles ; which must convince. 

For Heaven in them appeals to human sense ; 

And though they prove not, they confirm the cause, 150 
When what is taught agrees with Nature’s laws. 

Then for the style, majestic and divine, 

It speaks no less than God in every line ; 

Commanding words, whose force is still the same 

As the first fiat that produced our frame. 155 

All faiths beside or did by aims ascend, 

Or sense indulged has made mankind their fiiend ; 

This only doctrine does our lusts oppose, 

Unfed by nature’s soil, in which it ^ows ; 

Cross to our interests, curbing sense and sin ; j 6 o 

Oppressed without and undermined within, 

It thrives through pain ; its own torinenteis tires, 

And with a stubborn patience still aspires. 

To what can Reason such effects assi^i, 

Transcending Nature, but to laws divine ? 1 65 

Which in that sacred volume are contained ; 

Sufficient, clear, and for that use ordained. 

But stay : the Deist here will urge anew, 

No supernatural worship can be true ; 

Because a general law is that alone 170 

Which must to all and everj'where be known : 

A style so large as not this Book can claim, 

Nor aught that bears Revealed Religion’s name. 

’Tis said the sound of a Messiah’s birth 
Is gone through all the habitable eaith ; 175 

But still that text must be confined aldne 
To what was then inhabited and known : 

And what provision could from thence accrue 
To Indian souls and worlds discovered new ? 

In other parts it helps, that, ages past, 180 

The wScriplures there were known, and were embmeed, 

Till Sin spread once again the shades of night : 

What’s that to these who never saw the light ? 

Of all objections this indeed is chief 
To startle reason, stagger frail belief : 185 

We grant, ’tis true, that Heaven from human sense , 

Has hid the secret paths of Providence ; 
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But boundless wisdom, boundless mercy may 
Find even for those bewildered souls a way ; 

If from His nature foes may pity claim, 190 

Much more may strangers who ne*er heard His name. 

And though no name be for salvation known. 

But that of His Eternal Son’s* alone ; 

Who knows how far transcending goodness can 

Extend the merits of that Son to man? 195 

Who knows what reasons may His mercy lead, 

Or ignorance invincible may plead ? 

Not only chanty bids hope the best. 

But more the great Apostle has exprest : 

That if the Gentiles, whom no law inspired, 200 

By nature did what was by law required, 

They who the written rule had never known 
Were to themselves both rule and law alone, 

To Nature’s plain indictment they shall plead 

And by their conscience be condemned or freed. 205 

Most righteous doom I because a rule revealed 

Is none to those from whom it was concealed. 

Then those who followed Reason’s dictates right, 

Lived up, and lifted high their natural light, 

With Socrates may see their Maker’s face, 2io 

While thousand rubric-martyrs want a place. 

Nor does it baulk ray charity to find 
The Egyptian Bishop t of another mind ; 

For, though his Creed eternal truth contains, 

’Tis hard for man to doom to endless pains 215 

All who believed not all his zeal required, 

Unless he first could prove he was inspired. 

Then let us either thmk he meant to say 
This faith, where published, was the only way ; 

Or else conclude that, Arius to confute, 220 

The good old man, too eager in dispute, 

^Scotth^ this note on Soj^s: ** All the editions read sons, which seems to make a double 
construe the line to mean ‘ the paame of His Eternal Son’s salvation.’ I own 

I snould have been glad to have found an authority for reading son.’^ Both the early editions have 

which stands for son^s. Dryden probably meant no more than the tiame of the EtertialSon 

II his mode of expr^smg himself is ungrammatical, it is a form of expression now not unknown in 
conversation, and Dryden often in other ways contravenes our established rules of grammar. 

^ singular verb after two nominatives. In the following couplet of “Astrma 
Keau^ (316), most editors, and Scott among them, have printed s/n and but Dry den’s text 

has anda/jwf; 

“ Of those your edicts some reclaim from sins, 

But most your life and blest example wins ” 

^ * Threnodia Augustalis,” 189, where Mr. R. Bell has substituted were for Dryden’s 

Death and despair was in their looks.” 

On the other hand Dryden gives a plural verb where we expect a singular ; 

“ When neither wrong nor right are in their power ” 

TT,* r IT * 1* • 1 Medal, 138. 

id not ™ Hastings is not grammatical, but Dryden wrote whom, 

** Than, whom great Alexander may seem less.” 

+ Athanasius, Bishop of Alexandria. 
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Flew high ; and, as his Christian fury rose. 

Damned all for heretics who durst oppose. 

Thus far my charity this path hath tried, 

(A much unskilful, but well meaning guide ;) 225 

Yet what they are, even these crude thoughts were bred 
By reading that which better thou hast read, 

Thy matchless author's work,* which thou, my friend. 

By well translating better dost commend. 

Those youthful hours, which of thy equals most 230 

In toys have squandered or in vice have lost. 

Those hours hast thou to nobler use employed. 

And the severe delights of truth enjoyed. 

Witness this weighty book, in which appears 

The crabbed toil of many thoughtful years, 235 

Spent by thy author in the sifting care 

Of Rabbins' old sophisticated ware 

From gold divine, which he who well can sort 

May afterwards make Algebra a sport ; 

A treasure which, if countiy curates buy, 240 

They Junius and Tremellius may defy,t 
Save pains in various readings and translations, 

And without Hebrew make most learned quotations ; 

A work so full with various learning fiaught, 

So nicely pondered, yet so strongly wrought 245 

As Nature's height and Art’s last hand required : 

As much as man could compass, uninspired. 

Where we may see what errors have been made 
Both in the copier's and translator’s trade : 

How Jewish, Popish inteiests have prevailed, 250 

And where Infallibility has failed. 

For some, who have his secret meaning guessed, 

Have found our author not too much a priest ; 

For fashion-sake he seems to have recourse 

To Pope and Councils and Tradition’s force : 255 

But he that old traditions could subdue 

Could not but find the weakness of the new : 

If Scripture, though derived from heavenly birth, 

Has been but caielessly preserved on earth ; 

If God’s own people, who of God before 2C0 

Knew what we Imow, and had been promised more 
In fuller teims of Heaven’s assisting care, 

And who did neither time nor study spare 
To keep this Book untainted, unperplext, 

Let in gross errors to corrupt the text, 265 

Omitted paragraphs, embroiled the sense. 

With vain traditions stopped the gaping fence, 

Which every common hand pulled up with ease, 

What safety from such brushwood-helps as these ? 


Digression 
to the Trans- 
lator of 
Father Si- 
mon* s Cri- 
tical History 
of the Old 
Testament, 


* The ''Critical History of the Old Testament," by P^re Richard Simon, tranilated by Mr. 
Henry Dickinson, whom Dryden addresses. See note in Preface, p. jgi, ^ 
t Junius and Tremellius are two CalvinistiS divines who translated the Scriptures. 
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If written words from time are not secured, 

How can we think have 01 al sounds endured ? 

Which thus transmitted, if one mouth has failed, 
Iminoital lies on ages are entailed ; 

And that some such have been, is proved too plain ; 
If we consider Interest, Church, and Gain. 

Oh, but, says one, Tradition set aside, 

Where can we hope for an unerring guide ? 

For since the original Scripture has been lost, 

All copies disagreeing, maimed the most. 

Or Christian faith can have no certain ground 
Or tiuth in Church tradition must be found. 

Such an omniscient Church we wish indeed ; 
’Twere worth both Testaments, and cast in the Creed 
But if this mother be a guide so sure 
As can all doubts resolve, all truth secuie, 

Then her infallibility as well 

Where copies are corrupt or lame can tell ; 

Restore lost canon with as little pains, 

As truly explicate what still remains ; 

Winch yet no Council dare pretend to do, 

Unless, like Esdras,f they could write it new ; 
Strange confidence, still to intei-pret true, 

Yet not be sure that all they have explained 

Is in the blest onginal contained. 

hlore safe and much more modest ’tis to say, 

God would not leave mankind without a way : 

And that the Sciiptures. though not eveiywhcie 
Free from conniption, or entire, or clear, 

Are uncoriupt, sutficient, clear, entire, 

In all things which our needful faith require. 

If others in the same glass better see, 

’Tis for themselves they look, but not foi me ; 

For MY salvation must its doom receive. 

Not fiom what others, but what I, believe. 

hi list all tradition then be set aside ? 

This to affirm were ignorance or pride. 

Are there not many points, some needful sure 
'I’o saving faith, that Scriptuie leaves obscuie, 

Which every sect will wrest a several way ? 

For what one sect interprets, all sects may. 

We hold, and say we prove from Scripture plain, 
That Christ is God ; the hold Socinian 
From the same Scripture urges he’s but Man. 

Now what appeal can end the impoitant suit ? 

Both parts talk loudly, but the rule is mute. 
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This line has been restored to what Dryden printed Derrick omitted and, and has been 
followed by all subsequent editors The omission of and .suits modern pronunciation, but in 
Dryden s trae^ the a of iesia 7 nents was pronounced long : and the line must be .so read with 
strong emphasis^ on the second syllable of Testaments. The metre is saved by eliding the e of 
me l^fore creed in pronunciation. 

t “ For Esdras had very sjreat skill, so that he omitted nothing of the law and commandments 
01 the Lord, but taught all Israel the oroinancea and judgments.” (i Ebdras viii 7 ) 
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Shall I speak plain, and in a nation fiee 
Assume an honest layman’s liberty? 

I think, -according to my little skill, 

To my own mother Chuich submiUing still, 

That many have been saved, and many may, 320 

Who never heard this question brought in play. 

The unlettered Christian, who believes in gross, 

Plods on to Heaven and ne’er is at a loss ; 

For the strait gate would be made straiter yet, 

Were none admitted there but men of wit. 325 

The few by Nature formed, with learning fraught, 

Born to instruct, as others to be taught, 

Must study well the sacred page ; and see 
Which doctrine, this or that, docs best agice 
With the whole tenour of the work divine, 330 

And plainliest points to Heaven’s revealed design; 

Which exposition flows fiom genuine sense. 

And which is forced by wit and eloquence. 

Not that tradition’s partu are useless heie. 

When general, old, disiiit crossed,* and clear: 

That ancient Fathers thus expound the page 
Gives truth the reverend majesty of age, 

Confirms its force by biding every test, 

For best authorities, next rules, arc best; 

And still the nearer to the spring wc go, 

More limpid, more unsoiled, the w’ateis flow. 

Thus, first traditions were a proof alone, 

Could we be certain such thev were, so known : 

But since some flaws in long descent may be, 

They make not tiuth but probability. 

Even Arius and Pelagius duist provoke 
To what the centuries preceding spoke. 

Such difference is there in an oft-told tale, 

But truth by its own sinev/s will prevail. 

Tradition written, therefore, moie commends 
Authority than what from voice descends ; 

And this, as perfect as its kind can be, 

Rolls down to us the sacred history : 

Which, from the Universal Chiu ch received, 

Is tried, and after for its self believed. 

The ]^artial Papist would infer from hence, 

Their Church in last lesoiL should judge the sense. 

But first they would assume with wondious ait 
Themselves to be the w'hole, who aie but pait 
Of that vast fiame, the Church; yet grant they w’cie 3^0 
The handers down, can they from llicnce iiifci 
A right to interpret? or w'ould theyalme 
Who brought the present claim it fir the oivn? 

The Bookls a comm m largess to mankin 1, 

Not more for them than cveiy man designed; 365 

note on p XSI7 
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The welcome news is in the letter found ; 

The carrier’s not commissioned to expound. 

It speaks its self, and what it does contain 
In all things needful to be known is plain. 

In times o’ergrown with rust and ignorance 370 

A gainful trade their clergy did advance ; 

When want of learning kept the laymen low 
And none but priests were authorised to know ; 

When what small knowledge was in them did dwell 

And he a God who could but read or spell ; 375 

Then Mother Church did mightily prevail ; 

She parcelled out the Bible by retail, 

But still expounded what she sold or gave, 

To keep it m her power to damn and save. 

Scripture was scarce, and as the market went, 380 

Poor laymen took salvation on content, 

As needy men take money, good or bad ; 

God’s word they had not, but the priest’s they had. 

Yet, whale’ er false conveyances they made, 

The lawyer still was certain to be paid. 385 

In those dark times they learned their knack so well, 

That by long use they grew infallible. 

At last, a knowing age began to inquire 

If they the Book or that did them inspire 

And making nai rower search they found, though late, 390 

That what they thought the priest’s was their estate, 

Taught by the will produced, the written word, 

How long they had been cheated on record. 

Then every man, who saw the title fair, 

Claimed a child’s part and put in for a share, 395 

Consulted soberly his private good, 

And saved himself as cheap as e’er he could. 

’Tis tnie, my friend (and far be flattery hence), 

This good had full as bad a consequence ; 

The Book thus put in every vulgar hand, 400 

Which each presumed he best could understand. 

The common rule was made the common piey, 

And at the mercy of the rabble lay. 

The tender page with homy fists was galled, 

And he was gifted most that loudest bawled ; 405 

The spirit gave the doctoral degree, 

And every member of a Company 
Was of his trade and of the Bible free. 

Plain truths enough for needful use they found, 

But men would still be itching to expound ; 410 

Each was ambitious of the obscurest place, 

No measure l_a*en from Knowledge, all from Grace. 

Study and pains were now no more their care, 

Texts were explained by fasting and by prayer : 


* Compare line 166 of “The Medal 

“The text inspires not theiUj^hut they the text inspiie *’ 
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This was the fimit the private spirit brought, 415 

Occasioned by great zeal and little thought. 

While crowds unlearned, with rude devotion warm, 

About the sacred viands buzz and swarm ; 

The fly-blown text creates a crawling brood 

And turns to maggots what was meant for food.* 420 

A thousand daily sects rise up and die, 

A thousand more the perished race supply : 

So all we make of Heaven’s discovered will 
Is not to have it or to use it ill. 

The danger’s much the same, on several shelves 425 

If others wreck us or we wreck ourselves. 

What then remains but, waving each extreme. 

The tides of ignorance and pride to stem ? 

Neither so rich a treasure to forgo 

Nor proudly seek beyond our power to know ? 430 

Faith is not built on disquisitions vain ; 

The things we must believe aie few and plain : 

But since men will believe more than they need 
And every man will make himself a cree^ 

In doubtful questions ’tis the safest way 435 

To learn what unsuspected ancients say ; 

For ’tis not likely we should higher soar 
In search of Heaven than all the Church before ; 

Nor can we be deceived, unless we see 

The Scripture and the Fathers disagree. 440 

If after all they stand suspected still, 

(For no man’s faith depends upon his will,) 

’Tis some relief, that points not clearly known 
Without much hazard may be let alone ; 

And after hearing what our Church can say, 445 

If still our reason runs another way, 

That private reason ’tis more just to curb 
Than by disputes the public peace disturb. 

For points obscure are of small use to learn ; 

But common quiet is mankind’s conceni. 450 

Thus have I made my own opinions clear. 

Yet neither praise expect nor censure fear ; 

And this unpolished rugged verse I chose 
As fittest for discourse and neaiest prose ; 

For while from sacred truth I do not swerve, 455 

Tom wSternhold’st or Tom Shadwell’s rhymes will serve. 


* A passage of ‘'Hudibras” was probably in Dry den’s mind: 

''So, ere the* storm of war broke out, 

Religion spawned a various rout 
Of petulant capricious sects, 

The maggots of corrupted texts.” 

Part 3, canto 2, line 7. 

+ The versifier of the Psalms with Hopkms. See Drydcn’s contemptuous allusion to 
metrical version of the Psalms in "Absalom and Achitophei," part s, Une 403. ^ 




THRENODIA AUGUSTALIS. 

A I^UXERAL-riXDARIC POEM, 

TO THE HAPPY I\IE]\10RY OF KING CHARLES II. 

BY JOHN DRYDEN, 

SEr.VANT TO JUS L\T£ MAJESTY AND TO Tllf. TuKSI NT KING. 



INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 


Charles II died on FebnuDj 6, 16S5. This poem zvas published about a month 
after : the daie^ March 9, ts m manuscmpt on the title-page in the copy of the first 
edition 171 the British Museum^ and that was probably the day of publication, Drydeiis 
7 iame and description of himselj on the title-page have been printed here zaith the title 
of this poem, as his Virgilian 711 otto is connected with the words, Sei^ant to his 
late Majesty and to the present Kmgfi He had not announced his ojficial position 
on the title-page of Religio LaiciP^ nor did he aftei-zvards on that of Bnianma 
Redivivaf the poem written to celebi^ate the birth of a son to James IL ; in both those 
title-pages it ts simply, ** Written by Mr, Rryden.'* Absalom and A c/iitophel ” 
and the Satires which succeeded it were published anonymously. The title-pages of 
Annus Mirabilis^^ and other preceding poems, published b fore he was Poet Laureat 
and Historiographer Royal, had borne the author's iiame as ^^Jolm Diyden, 
Esquire! 

A second edition of this poem appeared in the course of 1685. There were some 
changes of the text in the second edition, which are mostly impi'ovements, and which, 
it may be presumed, wet'e all authorised. The poem was next reprinted, after an in- 
terval of sixteen years, m the polio volume of Drydet^s Foetus, published in the year 
after his death, 1701, by Jacob Totisoti. It is remarkable that passages, changed 
in the second edition from the first, reappear in this third edtUott as they stood in the 
first: and there is a new alteration in this third edition which deserves special mention. 
The tivo lines in the description of Charleses last moments, 187, 8, which stand in the 
two editions of 

A fid he zoJio fnost peipormcd and promised less, 

Even Short himself forsook i/u unequal strife, 

zoere changed m Toiisoils folio volume of into 

** And they who most ferformed and promised less. 

Even Skorv and Hobbes forsook the unequal stri/et* 

Hobbes zvas a swgeon of eminence at the time of Eryden^s death, and had attended 
Dryden in his last illness ; but there is no other knoavn 7nention of him among the 
medical men z'jho attended the bedside of Charles II. This is a very suspicious change 
of the text in TonsonU volume of iqoi. The text of 1701 was copied in the edition 
of the Miscellany Poems of 1^16 and in Broughton^ s edition <2/* 1743. The text of 
the second edition ^ 1685 w followed htre, Tgipon^s folio volume is printed generally 
inaccw'ately. 
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Thus long my gnef has kept me dumb : 

Sure there’s a lethargy m mighty woe, ’ 

Tears stand congealed and cannot flow, 

And the sad soul retires into her inmost loom. 

Tears for a stroke foreseen affoid relief ; 5 

But, unprovided for a sudden blow, 

Like Niobe we marble grow, 

And petrify with grief. 

Our British heaven was all seiene, 

No threatening cloud was nigh, 10 

Not the least wrinkle to deform the sky ; 

We lived as unconcerned and happily 
As the first age in Nature’s golden scene ; 

Supine amidst our flowing store, 

We slept securely and we dreamt of more, 15 

When suddenly the thunder-clap was heard, 

It took us unprepared and out of guard,* 

Already lost before we feared. 

The amazing news of Charles at once were spread, 

At once the general voice declared 20 

Our gracious Prince was dead.t , 

No sickness known before, no slow disease, 

To soften grief by just degrees ; 

But, like an hurricane on Indian seas, 

^ The tempest rose, 25 

An unexpected burst of woes, 

With scarce a breathing space betwixt, 

This now+ becalmed, an,d perishing the next. 

As if great Atlas from his height 

Should sink beneath his heavenly weight, 30 

* ** Out of pruard,” a French phrase, hor^ de garde. 

t Charles II. was taken suddenly ill on the morning of Monday, February 2, 1685, and on that 
forenoon immediate death w;^ believed inevitable. But he rallied, and on the morning of the stli 
his physicians pronounced him out of danger. There was a relapse the same evening : and on 
Friday, February 6, he died. Lord Macaulay^s elaborate account of Charles’s last moments should 
be read with this poem. 

J NoWf a substantive, for vt 07 Heni, “This moment becalmed, and perishing the next.” 

“ Vour good or ill, your infamy or fame. 

And all the colour of your life depends 

On this important now.” . 

Spanish Friary act 4, sc. fi. 

She vanished, we can scarcely say she died, 

For but a now did heaven and divide.” 

N Mleanora, 305, 
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And with a mighty flaw the flaming wall* 

(As once it shall) 

Should gape immense, and ni&hing down o’erwhclm this nether ball ; 
So swift and so surprising was our fear ; 

Our Atlas fell indeed, but Hercules was near.t 35 


His pious brother, sure the best 
Who ever bore that name, 

Was newly risen from his rest, 

And with a fervent flame 

His usual morning vows had ]U &1 addrest 4® 

For his dear Sovereign’s health ; 

And hoped to have them heard, 

In long increase of years, 

In honour, fame, and wealth : 

Guiltless of greatness, thus he always prayed, 45 

Nor knew nor wished those vows he made 
On his own head should be repaid. 

Soon as the ill-omened rumour reached his ear, 

(III news is winged with fate and flies apace, ) 

Who can describe the amazement in his face ! 5^ 

Horror in all his pomp was there, 
hfute and magnificent, without a tear; 

And then the hero first was seen to fear. 

Half unarrayed he ran to his relief, 

So hasty and so artless was his giief ; 55 

Approaching greatness met him with her charms 
Of power and future state, 

But looked so ghastly in a brother’s fate. 

He shook her from his aims. 

Anived within the mournful room, he saw 6o 

A wild distraction, void of awe, 

And arbitrary gnef unbounded by a law. 

God’s image, God’s anointed, lay 
Without motion, pulse, or breath, 

A senseless lump of sacred clay, C$ 

An image now of death, 

Amidst his sad attendants’ groans and ciies ; 

The lines of that adored forgiving face 
Distorted from their native gi*ace ; 

An iron slumber^ sat on his majestic eyes. 70 

The pious duke Forbear, audacious Muse 1 

No terms thy feeble art can use 


* Flammantla moenia sniindl ” 

Lucretius, i. 74. 


t There was a fable that Hercules had relieved Atlas and borne the beavens on his sho alders. 

“Hercule suppo&ito, sidera fulsit Atlas ” 

^ „ r Ovid. ix. 14. 

t Ferreus somniis *'--Virg. x, 745. — 
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Are able to adorn so vast a woe : 

The grief of all the rest like subject-grief did show, 

Ills like a sovereign did transcend ; 75 

N 3 wife, no brother such a giief could know, 

Nor any name but friend, 

3 

0 wondrous changes of a fatal scene. 

Still varying to the last ! 

Heaven, though its hard decree was past, 80 

Seemed pointing to a gracious turn again,: 

And Death’s uplifted arm arrested in its haste. 

Heaven half repented of the doom, 

And almost grieved it had foreseen 
What by foresight it willed eternally to come. S5 

Mercy above did hourly plead 
For her resemblance here below, 

And mild forgiveness intercede 
To stop the coming blow. 

New miracles approached the etherial throne, 90 

Such as his wondrous life had oft and lately known, 

And urged that still they might be shown. 

On earth his pious brother prayed and vowed, 

Renouncirg greatness at so dear a rate, 

Himself defending what he could 95 

From all the glories of his future fate. 

With him the innumerable crowd 


Of armed prayers 

Knocked at the gates of heaven, and knocked aloud ; 

The fiist well-meaning rude petitioners.* 100 

All for his life assailed the throne, 

All would have bribed the skies by offering up their own. 

So great a throng not Heaven itself could bar ; 

’Twas almost borne by force, as in the giants’ war. 

The prayers at least for his reprieve were heard ; 105 

His death, like Hezekiah’s, was deferred : 

Against the sun the shadow went ; 

Five days, those five degrees, were lent, 

To form our patience and prepare the event+ 

The second causes took the swift command, 110 

The medicinal head,J the ready hand. 


* A political allusion, forced and ill-timed. The "petitioners” in the end of the year 1679 for 
the sittmg of parliament had evoked a royal proclamation a^mst tumultuous petitioning, and. a 
series of counter-addresses from the Tories, who, expressing abhorrence of the pTOceedings of t^ir 
opponents, were in contradistinction called ” abhorrers.” The line must mean that these were the 
first "rude petitioners ” who were well meaning. , 1 

t Not a nappy Scriptural illustration, as Hezekiah’s life was lengthened for 
the shadow went backward ten degrees, as a sign that the Lord s promise would be fumilea. 
(2 Kings XX.) . rri, 

t Medicinal printed in the early and all subsequent editions ; so also in lin^ 170. The metre 
requires in both places the elision of both f 's innronunciatioxu Mmicim i» uae x6o must be pro- 
nounced medcim. See note on line 150 of " The Medal.” 
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All eager to perform their part ; 

All but eternal doom was conquered by their art : 

Once more the fleeting soul came back 
To inspire the mortal frame, 1 1 5 

And in the body took a doubtful stand, 

Doubtful and hovering, like expiring flame 
That mounts and falls by turns and tiembles o’er the brand, 

4 

The joyful short-lived news soon spread around, 

Took the same train, the same impetuous bound : 120 

The drooping town in smiles again was drest. 

Gladness in every face exprest, 

Their eyes before their tongues confest. 

Men met each other with erected look, 

The steps were higher that they took ; 125 

Friends to congratulate their friends made haste,* 

And long inveterate foes saluted as they past. 

Above the rest heroic James appeared, 

Exalted more, because he more had feared : 

His manly heart, whose noble pride 130 

Was still above 

Dissembled hate or varnished love, 

Its moie than common transport could not hide, 

But like an eagre t rode in triumph o’er the tide. 

Thus, in alternate course 13S 

The tyrant passions hope and fear 
Did in extremes appear, 

And flashed upon the soul with equal force. 

Thus, at half ebb a rolling sea 
Returns, and wins upon the shore ; 140 

The watery herd, affrighted at the roar, 

Rest on their fins a while and stay, 

Then backward take their wondering way ; 

The prophet wonders more than they, 

At prodigies but rarely seen before, ^ 145 

And cries a King must fall, or kingdoms change their sway. 


* In the first edition this line stood: 

Each to congratulate his friend made haste 

The line in the text is from the second edition of 1685 : in Tonson’s folio, 1701, the line of the first 
edition is restotijd. • v • 

t ** An eagre is a tide swelling above another tide, which I have myself observed m the river 
Trent ” — ^This is a note hy Dryden. It would seem rather to be a conliict between a tide coming 
in from the sea and a strong river current. Scott mentions that the old chronicler, William 01 
Malmesbury, speaks of the higre of die river Severn. The poet Drajrton mentions it also, de- 
scribing the Severn : 

With whose tumultuous waves, 

Shut up in narrower bounds, the hygre wildly raves.” 

Paly-Olhion, song 7. 

Sir Thomas Browne, in his ‘‘Vulgar Errours,” speaks of “ egres and flows in estuaries and rivers, 
observable in the Trent and Humber,” , 
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Such were our counter-tides at land, and so 
Presaging of the fatal blow, 

In their prodigious ebb and flow. 

The royal soul tliat, like tlie labouring moon,* 150 

By charms of art was liurried down, 

Forced with regret to leave her native sphere, 

Came but a while on liking here : 

Soon weary of the painful strife, 

And made but faint essays of life : 155 

And evening light 
Soon shut in night ; 

A strong disteinpcr and a weak relief, 

Short intervals of joy and long returns of grief. 

5 

The sons of art all medicines hied, 160 

And every noble remedy applied, 

With emulation each essayed t 

Ilis utmost skill, nay more, they prayed : 

Never was losing game with better conduct played. 

Death never won a stake with greater toil, 165 

Nor e’er was fate so near a foil : 

But, like a fortress on a rock. 

The impregnable disease then* vain attempts did mock ; 

They mined it near, they battered from afar 

With all the cannon of the medicinal war ; 170 

No gentle moans could be essayed, 

’Twas beyond pai ley when the siege was laid. 

The extiemcst ways they hi*s^ ordain, 

Prescribing such intolerable pain 

As none but Csesar could sustain ; 175 

Undaunted Cmsar underwent 4 

The malice of their art, nor bent 
Beneath whate’er their pious rigour cotdd invent. 

In five such days he suffered more 

Than any suffered in his reign before ; 180 

More, infinitely more than he 

Against the worst of rebels could decree, 

A traitor, or twice pardoned enemy. 

Now art was tiled without success, 

No racks could make the stubborn malady confess. 185 

The phrase, labouring moon,” is token from Juvenal: 

“ Una laboianti potent subcurrere lunaj ” 

Snf. vL 443. 

The moon was thought to labour nrrainst the enchantments by which magicians brought her from 
the skies for the purposes of their cruft. 

t Here and again in line 171 fpclt /vv/ryr/f bvDivden Rut he used the old spelling in 
the Stanzas on {)liver Cromwell, xa, an<l it is tbeie presers'ed in this edition ; and he printed assajf 
in some of his last works, as in the Translation of the ^neid. The verb is lilso printed assajf 
in the early editions of “ The Hind and the Panther,” part 3, Ime 796. The substantive is always 
spelt Msaj/ by Dryden. 
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The vain insurancers of life, 

And he who most performed and piomised less, 

Even Short himself forsook the unequal strife.* ** 

Death and despair was in their looks, 

No longer they consult their memories or books ; 190 

Like helpless fiiends, who view from shoie 
The labouring ship and hear the tempest roar ; 

So stood they with their arms across, 

Not to assist, but to deplore 

The inevitable loss. 195 

6 

Death was denounced ; that fiigbtful sound 
Which even the best can hanlly bear ; 

He took the summons void of fear, 

And unconcernedly cast his eyes around, 

As if to find and daie the grisly challenger. 200 

Wliat death could do he lately tiicd, 

When in four days he more than died. 

The same assurance all his words did grace ; 

The same majestic mildness held its place. 

Nor lost the monarch in his dying face. 205 

Intrepid, pious, meiciful, and brave, 

He looked as when he conquered and forgave. 

7 

As if some angel had been sent 
To lengthen out his government, 

And to foretell as many years again 210 

As he had numbered m his happy reign, 

So cheerfully he took the doom 
Of his departing breath ; 

Nor shrunk, nor stepped aside for death : 

But wJlh unaltered pace kept on, 215 

Providing for events to come, 

When he resigned the throne. 

* Dr. Short, one of the most eminent physicians of the time, was a Roman Catholic and a strong 
Tory ; he died very shoitly after Charles’s death , he had succeeded Dr Lower, as physician to the 
Court, Dr Lower having attached himself to the Whi-^s But all the eminent doctors of the time, 
whether Whig or Tory, were summoned for consultation in Charles’s last illness ; and Lower was 
one of them Sixteen doctors in all held consultations and signed prescriptions (Ellis’s Ong Let- 
ters, Second Series, iv 74) The name of Hobbes, a surgeon, is not among the sixteen ; nor is there 
any mention of hjs attendance in any contemporary account of Charles’s death Yet a change was 
made in this passage in Tonson’s folio volume of 1701, introducing Hobbes’s name. 

** And t/iey who most performed .and piomised less, 

Even Snort Hobbes forsook the unequal strife ” 

It is also to be noted that he appeared m the text of the folio volume, and was pointed out as an 
erratum ^ It is difficult to .account for this alteration except by supposing that Diyden’s family or 
Tonson vashed to pay Hobbes a compliment Dryden had died the year hclbre, and Hobbes liad 
attended him A translation of a Latin medical poem of Fracastoiius by Nahum 'i’ate, published 
in 1692, in the Third Part of the “Miscellany Poems,” was dedicated by Tate to John Hobbes, 
“surgeon to his Majesty,” (William III) Hoobes’s n.ame having been thus introduced in an 
edition published in the year after Dryden’s death by his recognised publisher 'j'onson, it is very 
difficult to suppose that Hobbes had not been in atrend.ance in (^hprlcs's last illness- But H 38 
possible that the alteration bad mt been authorsseU by Dryden. 
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Still he maintained his hingly state ; 

And grew familiar with his fate. 

Kind, good, and gracious to the Iasi, 220 

On all he loved before his dying beams he cast : 

Oh truly good and tndy great ! 

For glorious as he ro',c, benignly so he set. 

All that on earth he lield most dear 

He recommended to his care, 225 

To whom both Ilcavcu 
The right had given, 

And his own love bequeathed supreme command : 

He took and pressed that ever loyal hand, 

Which could in peace secure his reign, 230 

Which could in wais his power maintain, 

That hand on which no plighted vows were ever vain. 

Well for so great a tnist he chose 
A Prince who never disobeyed, 

Not when the most severe commands were laid, 235 
Nor want nor exile with his duty weighed : 

A Prince on whom, if Pleaven its eyes could close, 

The welfare of the world it safely might repose. 

8 

That King who lived to God’s owi^ heart 
Yet less serenely died than he ; 240 

Charles left behind no harsh decree 
For schoolmen with laborious art 
To salve t from cnielty: 

Those for whom love could no excuses frame 
He graciously forgot to name. 245 

Thus far my Muse, though rudely, has designed 
Some faint resemblance of his godlike mind : 

But neither pen nor pencil can express 
The parting brothers’ tenderness ; 

Though that’s a term too mean and low j 250 

The blest above a kinder word may know J 
But what they did and what they said, 

The monarch who triumphant went, 

The militant who stayed, 

Like painteis, when their heightening aits are spent, 255 
I cast into a shade. 


* The Bail of Che'Jterfield, who was 1 witneejs nf Charities death, \vi ote to the Earl of Arran In tre- 
f ' land : “ He expressed extraordinary great kindness to the Duke his brother, and asked him often 
! forgiveness for any harri-jhips he had ever put upon him, assuring him of the tenderness of his love, 
’! and that he willingly left him all he had ; desiring him. ft>r /iis sake, to be kind to his poor children 
When he was gone.” Lord Chesterfield also vTote, When the Queen sent to ask his pardon for 
s anything that she had ever done amiss, he aii'-wercd that she never had ofiended him, and thcrefoie 
! needed no pardon, but that he had need of hors, and did hope that bhe would not refuse it him,*’ 
I (Letters of Philip, second Earl of Chesterfield, p. »78 ) 

: t j Kings ii x-9, David's dying, charge to Solomon for vengeance on Joan and Sbitaei. Scoit 

I has substituted for }}}> Ihis passage- , is printed in tlic fiMt two editions/ and Is an 
appropriate word. 
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That all-foi^ving King, 

The type of Him above, 

That inexhausted spring 

Of clemency and love, 260 

Himself to his next self accused, 

And asked that pardon which he ne’er refused ; 

Tor faults not his, for guilt and crimes 
i Of godless men and of rebellious times ; 

' Tor an hard exile, kindly meant, 265 

When his ungrateful country sent 
Their best Camillus into banishment. 

And forced their Sovereign’s act, they could not his consent. 

Oh how much rather had that injured chief 
Repeated all his sufferings past 270 

Than hear a pardon begged at last, 

Which, given, could give the dying no relief I 
He bent, he sunk beneath his grief : 

His dauntless heart would fain have held 
Trom weeping, but his eyes rebelled. 275 

Perhaps the god-like hero in his breast 
Disdained or was ashamed to show 
So weak, so womanish a woe, 

Which yet the brother and the friend so plenteously confest. 

9 

Amidst that silent shower, the royal mind 280 

An easy passage found, 

And left its sacred earth behind ; 

Nor murmuring groan expressed, nor labouring sound, 

Nor any least tumultuous bieath ; 

Calm was his life and quiet was his death. 285 

Soft as those gentle whispers were 
In which the Almighty did appear ; 

By the still voice* the prophet knew him there. 

That peace which made thy prosperous reign to shine, 

That peace thou leavest to thy imperial line, 290 

That peace, oh happy shade, be ever thine ! 

10 

Tor all those joys thy restauration brought, 

Tor all the miracles it wrought, 

* Instead of sizl! voic^yihlch is the reading of the second edition, the first edition had siill soi^nd ; 
and i-wMflTreappeare xn Tonsons folio volume of 1701. One phrase is in itself as correct as the 
otner, but the reading of the second edition, which appears to have been carefully revised, is here 
Allowed. Dryden doubtless wshed to substitute the expression “still voice” of the passage in 
^npture here referred to, i Kings xix la. But the phrase “ still sound ” is used elsewhere hy 
Dryden with a similar context. 

“ The stiller sound succeeds, and God is there ” 

So also in Shakespeare: CUractir of a Good Parson, 41. 

The hum of either army sCilly sounds.” 

Henry V, Chorus of act 4. 
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For all the healing balm thy mercy poured 
Into the nation’s bleeding wound, 295 

And care that after kept it sound 5 

For numerous blessings yearly showered. 

And property with plenty ci owned ; 

For freedom still maintained alive, 

Freedom which in no othei land will thrive, 300 

Freedom, an English subject’s sole preiogative, 

Without whose chaims even peace would be 
But a dull, quiet slaveiy ; 

For these and more accept our pious praise; 

’Tis all the subsidy 305 

The present age can raise, 

The rest is charged on late posterity. 

Posteiity is charged the more, 

Because the large abounding store 
To them and to their heirs is still entailed by thee. 310 
Succession of a long descent 
Which chastely in the channels lan 
And from our demigods began, 

Equal almost to time in its extent, 

Through hazards numberless and great, 313 

Thou hast derived this mighty blessing down, 

And fixed the fairest gem that decks the impeiial ciown. 

Not faction, when it shook thy regal scat, 

N(»t senates insolently loud, 

Those echoes of a thoughtless ciowd, 320 

Not foreign or domestic treachery, 

Could warp thy soul to their unjust decree. 

So much thy foes thy manly mind mistook, 

Who judged it by the mildness of thy look ; 

Like a well-tempered sword, it bent at will, 325 

But kept the native toughness of the steel. 

II 

Be true, 0 Clio,* to thy hero’s name 1 
But draw him strictly so 
That all who view the piece may know ; 

He needs no trappings of fictitious fame, 33° 

The load’s too weighty ; thou mayest chuse 
Some parts of praise, and some lefuse ; 

Write, that his annals may be thought more lavish than the Muse. 
In scanty truth thou hast confined 

The virtues of a royal mind, ^ ^ 335 

Forgiving, bounteous, humble, just, and kind : 

His conversation, wit, and parts, 

His knowledge in the noblest useful arts, 

Were such dead authors could not give, 

But habitudes of those who live, 34 ® 

Who, lighting him, did greater lights receive : 

' * Clio, the Muse of History. 
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He drained from all, and all they knew ; 

His apprehension quick, Ins judgment tuic ; 

That the most learned with shame confess 

His knowledge more, his reading only less. 345 

12 

Amidst the peaceful triumphs of his reign, 

What wonder if tlie kindly beams he shed 
Revived the drooping Arts again, 

If Science raised her head. 

And soft Humanity that from rebellion fled ! 350 

Our Isle indeed too fruitful was befoie, 

But all uncultivated lay 

Out of the solar walk and Heaven’s highway, 

With rank Geneva weeds run o’er, 

And cockle at the best amidst the corn it bore : 355 

The royal husbandman appeared, 

And ploughed and sowed and tilled, 

The thorns he rooted out, the rubbish cleared. 

And blessed tlie obedient field. 

When straight a double harvest rose, 360 

Such as the swarthy Indian mows, 

Or happier climates near the line, 

Or Paradise manured and dressed by hands divine. 

13 

As when the new-bom phoenix t takes his way 

His rich paternal regions to suri^cy, 365 

Of airy choristers a numerous train 

Attends his wondrous progress o’er the plain ; 

So rising from his father’s lun, 

So glorious did our Chailes return ; 

The officious Muses came along, 370 

A gay harmonious quire, like angels ever young ; t 
(The Muse that mourns him now Ins happy tniimpU sung.) § 
Even they could thrive in his auspicious reign ; 

And such a plenteous crop they bore, 

Of purest and well-winnowed grain 375, 

As Britain never knew before ; 

Though little was tlieir hire and light their gain, 


* A favourite phrase with Dryden, from Viigil's “ extra aiini solisque vlas” vi. 797). 

** Beyond the year and out of Heaven’s high way 

A 7 imis MtrablUst stanza 160. 

In “ Britannia Rediviva ” Dryden descrihes England’s climate : 

** Beyond the sunny walks and circling year.” 

+ This simile of the phoenix is used in the "Verses to the Duchess of York,” p. 33. 
t In the first edition, and again in Tonson’s folio volume of 1701, this line stands: 

"A gay harmonious quire of angels ever young.” 

§ In the "Astrssa Redux.” * ** 
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Yet somewhat to their share he threw ; 

Fed from his hand, they sung and flew. 

Like birds of Paiadise that lived on morning dew. 3S0 
Oh never let their lays his name forget I 
The pension of a Piince’s praise is great,* 

Live then, thou great encourager of arts, 

Live ever 111 our thankful hearts ; 

Live blest above, almost invoiced below J 385 

Live and receive this pious vow, 

Our patron once, our guardian angel now. 

Thou Fabius of a sinking state. 

Who didst by wise delays divert our fate. 

When faction like a tempest rose 390 

In death’s most hideous foim, 

Then ait to rage thou didst oppose 
To weather out the storm ; 

Not quitting thy supreme command, 

Thou heklst the ladder with a steady hand, 395 

Till safely on the shore the baik did land ; 

The baik that all our blessings brought, 

Charged with thyself and James, a doubly loyal fiaught. 


Oh frail estate of human things, 

I And slippery hopes below ! 400 

Now to our cost yoiu emptiness we know ; 

(For ’tis a lesson dcaily bought,) 

Assiuance here is never to be sought. 

The best, and best beloved of kings, 

And best deseiving to be so, 405 

When scarce ho had escaped the fatal blow 
Of faction and conspiracy, 

Death did his promised hopes destroy ; 

Ife toiled, he gamed, but livtd not to enjoy. 

What mists of Providence are these " 410 

Through which we cannot see ! 

So saints, by supernatural power set free, 
x\re left at last in martyrdom to die ; 
vSuch is the end of oft-repeated miracles.F 
* P’orgive me, Heaven, that impious thought ; 41 S 

*Twas grief for Charles to madness wrought 

Drj’dt'n hrs hcen here careful to qualify his praise of Charles for encouragement of arts and 
liteiaturc by the .skilful 1 nis, 

d'houqh little was their hiie and light their gain, 

Vet somewhat to their share he threw ” 

A juster idea nf the meuts in this respect of Charles, who gave nothincr, is famished a 
passage of a letter of IJryden to laurence Ilydc, earl of Rochester, wiitten in 168^. in which 
his object was nt't eulogy but cnmplnint, ami wheie, pleading for himself, he so vs, ***Tis enm^gh 
‘ for one age to have neglected iSlr. Cowley and siars’ed Mr Butler.” See also *^The Hind and the 
, Panther,” part line 247. j 

: + Miracles here ihymes with ihcsc. line 410. See notes on ** Astrma Redux,” 106, and The 

Medal," 164. 


2I6 


THRENODIA AUGUSTALIS, 


That questioned thy supreme decree. 

Thou didst his gracious reign piolong, 

Even in thy saints’ and angels’ wrong, 

His fellow-citizens of immortality : 420 

For twelve long years of exile borne, 

Twice twelve we numbered since his blest return : 

So strictly wert thou just to pay, 

Even to the dnblet of a day. 

Yet still we murmur, and complain 425 

The quails and manna should no longer rain : 

Those miracles ’twas needless to lenew ; 

The chosen flock has now the promised land in view. 

15 

A warlike Prince ascends the regal stale, 

A Prince long exercised by Fate 430 

Long may he keep, though he olDtains it late. 

Heroes in Heaven’s peculiar mould are cas^-, 

They and their poets are not formed in haste ; 

Man was the first in God’s design, and man was made the last. 

False heroes, made by flattery so, 435 

Heaven can strike out like sparkles at a blow ; 

But ere a Prince is to perfection brought 
He costs Omnipotence a second thought. 

With toil and sweat, 

With hardening cold and forming heat 440 

The Cyclops + did their strokes repeat, 

Before the impenetrable shield was wrought. 

It looks as if the Maker would not own 
The noble work for his. 

Before ’twas tried and found a masterpiece. 44$ 

16 

View then a Monarch ripened for a throne. 

AlcidesJ thus his race began, 

O’er infancy he swiftly ran ; 

The future god at first was more than man : 

Dangers and toils, and Juno’s hate, 45 ^ 

Even o’er his cradle lay in wait. 

And there he grappled first with fate ; 

In his young hands the hissing snakes he prest, 

So early was the deity confest ; 

"Iliads exerdte fatis/’—ViRG. ill 182. ^ .v u 

+ Cyclops serves for singular and plural with Bryden and in his time It is the same with the 
word corps^ now spelt corpse : an instance of the plural is in " The Hind and the Panther, 
part I, 231 : 

“Their corps to perish, but their hind to last 
and an instance of the singular in the Elegy on Lord Hastings : 

“Whose corps imght seem a constellation ” 

t AlcideSy Hercules, son of Jupiter and Alcmena; the jealous Juno sent two snakes to devour 
the mlant ih his cradle, and the infant seized the snakes and squeezed them to death. 
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Thus by degrees he rose to Jove’s impeiial seat ; 455 

Thus difficulties prove a soul legitimately great.* 

Like his, our hero’s infancy was tried ; 

Betimes the Furies did their snakes provide ; 

And to his infant arms oppose 

His father’s rebels and his brother’s foes ; 460 

The more oppressed, the higher still he lose. 

Those were the preludes of his fate. 

That formed his manhood, to subdue 
The Hydra of the many-headed hissing crew. 

17 

As after Numa’s peaceful reign 465 

The martial Ancus did the sceptre wield,t 
Furbished the rusty sword again, 

Resumed the long-forgotten shield, 

And led the Latins to the dusty field ; 

So James the drowsy genius wakes 47 ^ 

Of Britain, long entranced in charms, 

Restiff and slumbering on its arms ; 

’Tis roused, and with a new-stnmg nerve the spear already shakes, 

No neighing of the warrior steeds, 

No drum or louder trumpet needs 475 

To inspire the coward, warm the cold ; 

His voice, his sole appeal ance makes them bold. 

Gaul and Batavia dread the impending blow ; 

Too well the vigour of that arm they know ; 

They lick the dust, and crouch beneath their fatal foe. 480 
Long may they fear this awful Prince, 

And not provoke his lingering sword ; 

Peace is their only sure defence, 

Their best security his woid. 

In all the changes of his doubtful state, 485 

His truth, like Heaven’s, was kept inviolate, 

For him to promise is to make it fate. 

His valour can triumph o’er land and main j 
With broken oaths his fame he will not stain, ^ 

With conquest basely bought and with inglorious gain. 490 

18 

For once, 0 Heaven, unfold thy adamantine book ; 

And let his wondering senate see. 

If not thy firm, immutable decree, 

Compare with this passage the lines in ** Britannia Rediviva” where the simile* of the infant 
Alcides and the snakes is again introduced with a line much resemoling this ; 

** For opposition makes a hero great* 

+ Drvden Is much at fault in this allusion to early Roman histoiy, and, the mist^w being 
once made, it is strange that they were not corrected in his edition, or in Jacob Tonson s 

third, “ After Nuraa’s peaceful reign ” came the warlike Tullus Hostilius. who 
years ; and then came Ancus Mardiis, who, so far from 

fought with the Latins, as Tullus Hostilms had done before, as the enemies of Rome. 
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At least the second page of strong^ contingency. 

Such as consists with wills originally free. 495 

Let them with glad amazement look 
On what their happiness may be ; 

Let them not still he obstinately blind, 

Still to divert the good thou hast designed, 

Or with malignant penury 500 

To starve the royal virtues of his mind.+ 

Faith is a Christian’s and a subject’s test ; 

Oh give them to believe, and they are surely blest. 

They do i and with a distant view I see 
The amended vows of English loyalty ; 505 

And all beyond that object, there appears 
The long retinue t of a prosperous reign, 

A series of successful years, 

In orderly array a martial, manly train. 

Behold even to remoter shores, 5 10 

A conquering navy proudly spread ; 

The British cannon formidably roars, 

While, starting from his oozy bed, 

The asserted Ocean rears his reverend head ; 

To view and recognize his ancient lord again j 515 

And with a willing hand restores 
The fasces of the main. 

* Great in first edition instead of siro 7 ig ‘ ; and ^^reai reappeared in Tonson’s folio volume of 1 701 
t The old spelling sterz^e occurs here m the two early editions But sftmtc is Dryden’s usual 
spelling. The word is printed again sierne in the concluding couplet of a Prologue to the Univer- 
sity of Oxford, as it appears in the first “ Miscellany Poems,’* 1684 : 

“ How ill soe’er our action may deserve, 

Oxford’s a place where wit can never starve. ” 

It is also so printed, rhyming with deserve, in “ The Hind and the Panther,” pait 7-10 
But the pronuncktion of was doubtless starz>e, as of desenienn^ se^'vc, .in 1 

See desert rhyming with art in. line 360 of Absalom and Achitophel,” and with fit,t in line 165 
of “The Medal.” 

% The accent on the second syllable of reihme, as of reve 7 vue. So again, 

“ Knights with a long retinue of their squires ” 

r ala 711071 and Arc lie, book 3, line .453. 

“ His house was stately, his retinue gay.” 

Pops, yamtary and May, 445. 


THE HIND AND THE PANTHER. 

A POEM. 

IN THREE TARTS. 


“Avti(ixtam ex^umt<s mattcrm** 

ViRa Mn. iii. 96. 

Et vcra incessu patuit D€^” 

Ibui, i. 405. 



INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 


Within a twelvemonth after the accession of James IL, the mthor of Religio 
I^ict ” and of “ The Spanish Friar ” became a Roman Catholic, James had 
succeeded to the throne February 6, 1685, Thet^e is an entry in Evelyn^ s Diary ^ 
Jinuary 19, 1686: Dryden^ the famous play -writer^ and his two sons and 

Mrs, Nelly {Miss to the late Ktnf) were said to go to mass ; such proselytes were 
no great loss to the Church f It may he assumed that Dryden^s conversion ivas 
influenced by a desire to ingratiate himself with the King. He was soon employed 
to defend^ against Shllingfleety the Reasons of James's first wife for becoming a 
Roman Catholic,, which had been published by James since his accession to the 
throne. Then he set himself to compose a defence of his new religion in verse. 
“ The Hind and the Panther " was published in April 1687 ; it was hcesised 
April ii. Just one week before, April 4, James issued his famous Declaration 
of Indidgence for all dissenters from the Church of England, suspending all 
penal laws and abrogating all acts which imposed a religious test for any secular 
office. 7 'his indulgence for Protestant Dissenters as well as Roman Catholics was 
not in Jameds original intention ; he began his reign by persecuting the former. 
His change of policy occurred after Diyden had begun his poem ; and the Protestant 
Dissenters would not have been treated by him with the seventy sJunvn in the Fmt 
Part of the Poem, if he had at first known James's intention. In the Preface he 
attempts to explain away this severity. 

A second edition of The Hind and the Panther" was published during the year 
1687. The reprint of this poem in Tonson's folio collection of Drydcids poems 
published in 1701, thirteen years after tdie first appearance of “ The Hind and the 
Panther f is there called the third edition. Some errors crept into this reprint and, 
as usual, some more have been added by subsequent editors. 

Among many replies to “ The Hind and the Panther" was one of exquisite 
humour, the joint production of two young men who afterwards attained celebriiy, 
Charles Montague, the future Earl of Halifax, and Matthew Prior. This was 
a parody called ** The Hind and the Panther Transversed to the Stor}> of the 
Country Mouse and the City Mouse." The personse The Rehearsal," Bayes, 
Smith, and Johnson, were revived tn this witty production.. 


TO THE READER. 


The nation is in too high a feiment for me to expect either fair war or even so 
much as fair quarter from a reader of the opposite party. All men are engaged 
either on this side or that ; and though conscience is the common word which is 
given by both, yet if a writer fall among enemies and cannot give the marks of 
their conscience, he is knocked down before the leasons of his own are heard. A 
Preface, therefoie, which is but a bespeaking of favour, is altogether useless. What 
I desire the reader should know concerning me he will find in the body of the 
poem, if he have but the patience to peruse it. Only this advertisement let him 
take beforehand, which i elates to the merits of the cause. No general characters 
of parties (call ’em either Sects or Churches) can be so fully and exactly drawn as 
to comprehend all the several members of ’em ; at least all such as are received 
under that denomination. For example ; there are some of the Church by law 
established who envy not liberty of conscience to Dissenters, as being well satisfied 
that, according to their own principles, they ought not to persecute them. Yet 
these by reason of their fewness I could not distinguish from the numbers of 
the rest, with whom they are embodied in one common name. On the other ' 
side, there are many of our sects, and more indeed than I could reasonably have 
hoped, who have withdrawn themselves from the communion of the Panther and 
embraced this gracious Indulgence of his Majesty in point of toleration. But 
neither to the one nor the other of these is this Satire any way intended : ’tis 
aimed only at the refractoiy and disobedient on either side. For those who have 
come over to the royal party are consequently supposed to be out of gun-shot. 
Our physicians have obsei-ved, that in process of time some diseases have abated 
of their virulence and have in a manner worn out their malignity, so as to be no 
longer mortal : and why may not I suppose the same concerning some of those 
who have formerly been enemies to kingly government as well as Catholic religion ? 

I hope they have now another notion of both, as having found by comfortable 
experience that the doctrine of persecution is far from being an article of our faith. 

’Tis not for any private man to censure the proceedings of a foreign Prince ;* 
but without suspicion of flattery I may praise our own, who has taken contrary 
measures, and those more suitable to the spirit of Christianity. Some of the 
Dissenters, in their addresses to his Majesty, have said ‘‘that he has restored God 
to his empire over conscience.” I confess I dare not stretch the figure to so great 
a boldness ; but 1 may safely say, that conscience is the royalty and prerogative 
of every private man. He is absolute in his own breast, and accountable to no 
earthly power for that which passes only betwixt God and him. Those who are 
driven into the fold are, generally speaking, rather made hypocrites than converts. 

This indulgence being granted to all the sects, it ought in reason to be expected 
that they should both receive it and receive it thankfully. For at this time of day 
to refuse the benefit and adhere to those whom they have esteemed their persecu- 

* ReferrinjEf to the RevoqatioTi of the Edict of Nantes jn 1685 by I»ouis XIV., and the persecu- 
tion of the French Protestants which foDowed. With this Dryden contrasts James H»*s Declara- 

tion of Indulgence. ** 
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tors, what is it else but publicly to own that they suffered not before for conscience 
sake, but only out of pride and obstinacy to separate from a Church for those 
impositions which they now judge may be lawfully obeyed ? After they have so 
long contended for their classical ordination (not to speak of riles and ceremonies), 
will they at length submit to an episcopal ? If they can go so far out of complai- 
sance to their old enemies, methinks a little reason should persuade ’em to take 
another step, and see whither that would lead ’em. 

Of the receiving this toleration thankfully I shall say no more than that they 
ought, and I doubt not they will, consider from what hands they received it. ’Tis 
not from a Cyrus, a heathen prince and a foreigner, but from a Christian king, 
llieir native sovereign, who expects a return in specie from them, that the kindness 
which he has graciously shown them may be retaliated on those of his own 
persuasion. 

As for the Poem in general, I will only thus far satisfy the reader, that it was 
neither imposed on me nor so much as the subject given me by any man. It was 
written during the last winter and the beginning of this spring ; though with long 
interruptions of ill health and other hindrances. About a fortnight before I had 
finished it, his Majesty’s Declaration for Liberty of Conscience came abroad « which 
if I had so soon e 3 {;pected, 1 might have spared myself the labour of writii^ many 
things which are contained in the Third Part of it. But I was always in some hope 
that the Church of England might have been persuaded to have taken off the Penal 
Laws and the Test, which was one design of the Poem when 1 proposed to myself 
tire writing of it. 

It is evident that some part of it was only occasional, and not first intended: I 
mean that defence of myself, to which every honest man is bound, when he is 
injuriously attacked in print : and I refer myself to the judgment of those who have 
read the Answer to the Defence of the late King’s Papers, and that of the Duchess 
(in w^.ch last I was concerned), how charitably I have been represented there.* I 
air iiow informed both of the author and supervisers of his pamphlet, and will 
*eply, when I think he can affront me : for I am of Socrateses opinion, that all 
creatures cannot. In the mean time let him consider whetlier he deserved not a 
more severe reprehension than I gave Mm formerly, for using so little respect to the 
memory of those whom he pretended to answer ; and at his leisure look out for 
some original Treatise of Humility, written by any Protestant in English, I believe 
I may say in aijiy other tongue : for the magnified piece of Diincomb on that subject, 
which either he umst mean or none, and with which another of his fellows has 
upbraided me, was translated from the Spanish of Rodriguez ; though with the 
omissicn of the seventeenth, tire twenty-fourth, the twenty-fifth, and the last chapter, 
which will be found in comparing of the books, f ^ 


James II. had published copies of Papers found in Charles II ’s strong box in favour of the 
Roman Catholic faith, and with them a copy of a Paper by his first wife, Anne Hyde, giving the 
reasons of her conversion to the same faith. This publication had been answered by StilKn^eet 
then Dean of St Paul’s. The King caused a Defence of the Papers to be published : and Dryden 
here states that he was the author of that part of the Defence which defended the late Duchess of 
York’s paper, Stillingfleet rejoined, and treated Dryden with much seventy. 

t In his, Defence of the Duchess of York’s Paper, I)r3>’den had asserted that he had seep or heard 
of no treatise on the virtue of humility written by a Protestant. StilUngiJeet called this a “ bare- 
faced assertion of a thing known to be false,” and stated that ‘^within a few years, besides what 
has been printed formerly, such a book hadi been published in London.” Dryden here asserts 
that the publication of Dunconib, which he presumes to be the work alluded to by Stillin^eet 
was translated from the Spanish of Rodriguez The treatise referred to by Stilhneflcct was 5 
appears, by a Mr Allen ; and in the Preface to “The Hind and the Panther Trans versed” Dryden 
IS twitted with this mistake. “There are few mistakes,” say his entier,, “but one imairirte 
a n^n fell into them, and at least what he aimed at; but wl?at hkcacsS 4$, 

Puijconjb ^4 Allen ? Dq they as much as rhyme v 



THE HIND AND THE PANTHER.^-? I. 


223 


He would have insinuated to the world, that her late Highness died not a Roman 
Catholic ; he declares himself to be now satisfied to the contrary, in which he has 
given up the cause, for matter of fact was the principal debate betwixt us. In the 
mean time, he would dispute the motives of her change ; how pieposterously, let 
all men judge, when he seemed to deny the subject of the controversy, the change 
itself. And because I would not lake up this ridiculous challenge, he tells the 
world I cannot argue : but he may as well infei that a Catholic cannot fast because 
he will not take up the cudgels against Mm. James to confute the Protestant religion.* 

I have but one word more to say concerning the Poem as such, and abstractino- 
from the matters, either religious or civil, which are handled in it The First Part 
consisting most in general characters and narration, I have endeavouied to raised 
and give it the majestic turn of heroic |Doesy. The second being matter of dispute, 
and chiefly concerning Church authority, I was obliged to make as plain and 
]Derspicuous as possibly I could j yet not wfliolly neglecting the numbers, though T 
had not frequent occasions for the magnificence of verse. The third, which has 
more of the nature of domestic conversation, is or ought to be moie free and 
familiar than the two former. 

There are in it two Episodes or Fables, which are interwoven with the main 
design ; so that they arc properly parts of it, though they are also distinct stories 
of themselves. In both of these I have made use of the commonplaces of satire, 
whether true or false, which are urged by the members of the one Church against 
the other ; at which I hope no reader of cither party will be scandalized, because 
they aie not of my invention, but as old, to my knowledge, as the times of Boccace 
and Chaucer on the one side and as those of the Rcfoimalion on the other. 


THE HIND AND THE PANTHER. 


A milk-white Hind,+ inimoital and unchanged, 

Fed on the lawns and in the foiest ranged ; 

Without unspotted, innocent within, 

She feared no danger, for she knew no sin. 

Yet had she oft been chased with hoi ns and hounds 5 

And Scythian shafts it and many winged wounus 
Aimed at her heait ; was often forced to fly, 

And doomed to death, though fated not to die.§ 


Mrs Tame‘S had just published a work in defence of the Church of England, entitled “A 
Vindication of the Church of England,” in answer to a pamphlet entitled ‘‘A ISew Tet.t <if the 
Chuich of Kngland’.s Loyalty^ ” She was the wife of a printei, who left many books to Sion College 
A portrait of ’Mrs James is in the Library of the College, 
t /And. the Roman Catholic Church. , . , » 

t “ Scythian shafts.” “The Scythians were famous archeis, and they used poisoned arrows. 

(Phn. Hist. Nat. X. S3, 115.) .. . . «r' -.t. ivr t> .» 

§ Doomed, sentenced. Dryden’s cntics saw an inconsistency in this line. Faith, Mr Bayes, 
it IS wiitten in Montague and Print's parody, “if you were doomed to be hanged, whatever you 
wcr& faied to, ’twould give you hut small comfoit ” Scott has an interesting note on th^ passage, 
to show that the criticism is unjust, and that doom means no nioie than f^enimire In the cnmuial 
courts ol Scotland," says Scott, “the .sentence is always concluded with this formula, ‘and this 
I pronounce for doom.' Till of late yeans, a special officer recited the sentence after the judge, and 
was thence called the dooimier/* Dryden uses the verb doom wnously in “ Annus Mirabihs 
stanza ao7< where he Rpealw ef Frapee Pepgiwii;; which were def»tro>ed 

pn the way, 
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Not so h.er young ; for their unequal line 
Was hero’s make, half human, half divine. lo 

Their earthly mould obnoxious was to fate, 

The immortal part assumed immortal state. 

Of these a slaughtered army lay in blood, 

Extended o’er the Caledonian wood, 

Their native walk ; whose vocal blood arose 15 

And cried for pardon on their perjured foes.* * * § 

Their fate was fruitful, and the sanguine seed, 

Endued with souls, increased the sacred breed. 

So captive Isiael multiplied in chains, 

A numerous exile, and enjoyed her pains. 20 

With grief and gladness mixed, their mother viewed 
Her martyred offspring and their race renewed ; 

Their corps t to perish, but their kind to last, 

So much the deathless plant the dying fruit surpassed. 

Panting and pensive now she ranged alone, 25 

And wandered in the kingdoms once her own. 

The common hunt, though from their rage restrained 
By sovereign power, her company disdained, 

Grinned as they passed, and with a glaring eye 

Gave gloomy signs of secret enmity. 30 

’Tis true she bounded by and tripped so light. 

They had not time to take a steady sight j 
For truth has such a face and such a mien 
As to be loved needs only to be seen t 
The bloody Bear,§ an independent beast, 35 

Unlicked to form, in groans her hate expressed. 

Among the timorous kmd the quaking Hare H 
Professed neutrality, but would not swear. 

Next her the buffoon Ape,11 as atheists use, 

Mimicked all sects and had his own to chuse ; 40 

Still when the Lion** looked, his knees he bent, 

And paid at church a courtier’s compliment. if 
The bristled baptist Boar,J4: impure as he, 

But whitened with the foam of sanctity, 

With fat pollutions filled the sacred place 45 

And mountains levelled in his furious race ; 

So first rebellion founded was in grace. 


* The Roman. Catholic priests executed in Great Bntain since the Reformation 
+ Coryis, the spelling of the word at that time : both singular and plural. See note on Cyclops in 
*‘Threnodia Augustalis,” line 441. 

J This couplet may have suggested a well-known one of Pope : 

** Vice IS a monster of bo frightful mien 
Ab to be hated needs but to be seen ” 

§ T/te Bear, the Independent. A'wnrjj/ on Jlfatt, ii. 217. 

!1 The Hare, the Quaker. 

**1 The Ape, the Freethinker 
** The Lion, the King of England 

t+ There is probably a personal reference here to some known freethinkers who confoimed for 
royal favour In “ The Hmd and the Panther Transversed ” Bayes is made to say of this passage, 
That galls somewhere ; I’gad I can’t leave it out- though I were cudgelled every day for it.” 
tt The baptist JBoar^ the Anabaptist 
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But, since the mighty ravage which he made 
In German forestb had his guilt betrayed, 

With broken tusks and with a bon owed name, 50 

He shunned the vengeance and concealed the shame, 

So lurked in sects unseen.* With greater guile 
False Reynard t fed on consecrated spoil ; 

The graceless beast by Athanasius first 

Was chased from Nice, then by Socinus nursed, J 55 

His impious race their blasphemy renewed, 

And Nature’s King through Nature’s optics viewed ; 

Reversed they viewed him lessened to their eye, 

Nor in an infant coidd a God descrj?-. 

New swarming sects to this obliquely tend, 60 

Hence they began, and here they all will end. 

What weight of ancient witness can prevail. 

If private reason hold the public scale ? 

But, gracious God, how well dost Thou provide 

For erring judgments an unerring guide I 65 

Thy throne is darkness in the abyss of light, 

A blaze of glory that forbids the sight. 

O teach me to believe Thee thus concealed. 

And search no farther than Thy self revealed; 

But her alone for my director take, 70 

Whom Thou hast promised never to forsake I 
My thoughtless youth was winged with vain desires ; 

My manhood, long misled by wandering fires. 

Followed false lights ; and when their glimpse was gone, 

My pride struck out new sparkles of her own. 75 

Such was I, such by nature still I am ; 

Be Thine the gloiy and be mine the shame I 
Good life be.now my task ; my doubts are done ; 

What more could fright my faith than Three in One ? 

Can I believe eternal God could lie 80 

Disguised in mortal mould and infancy, 

That the great Maker of the world could die ? 

And, after that, trust my imperfect sense 
Which calls in question His omnipotence ? 

Can I my reason to my faith compel, 85 

And shall my sight and touch and taste rebel ? 

Superior faculties are set aside ; 

Shall their subservient organs be my guide ? 

* The Anabaptists arose in Germany after the rise of Lutheranism, about the year 1521. Led by 
Muncer and Pfeifer, they invaded Saxony ,and some years later John of Leyden, with anumerous 
following, seized and for some time held Mun«.ter Their proceedings weite attended with finghtful 
immorality and cruelty, and ended in defeat and destruction. John of Leyden was tom to pieces 
with hot pincers, when Munster was retaken. The name of Anabaptist was afterwards long in 
disrepute. 

t keynarti, the Arian. 

i The doctrine of Anus, that God the Son was not coexistent and, consequently, not coequal 
with God the Father, was contested by Athanasius in the Council of Nice, and condemned by toat 
Council. The Arian doctrine was revived by Laslius Soemus, a nobleman of Sienna, towards the 
end of the sixteenth century : hence the Socinians. The Protestants of Potod adopted the 
, Socinian doctrine; wherefore Bryden bids the Anan fox to range unkennelled in his **roloman 
plains’* (line 152). • 
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Then let the moon usurp the rule of clay, 

And winking tapers show the sun his u'ay ; 90 

For what my senses can themselves perceive 
I need no revelation to believe. 

Can they, who say the Host should be desciied 
By sense, define a body glorified, 

Impassible, and penetiating paits?* * * § 95 

Let them declare by what mysterious arts 
He shot that body through the opposing might 
Of bolts and bars impervious to the light, 

And stood before His train confessed m open sight, f 
For since thus wondrously He passed, ’tis plain 1 00 

One single place two bodies dicl contain, 

And sure the same omnipotence as well 
Can make one body m more jdaces dwell. 

Let Reason then at her own cjiiarry fly, 

But how can finite grasp infinity ? 1 05 

’Tis urged again, that faith did first commence 
By miracles, which are appeals to sense. 

And thence concluded, that our sense must be 
The motive still of ci edibility. 

For latter ages must on foimer wait, 1 10 

And what began belief must pi opagate. 

But winnow well this thou ; 1 it, and you shall find 
’Tis light as chaff that flies befoio the wind. 

Were all those wonder^ wi ought by pow^ei ch\ine 
As means or ends of some more deep design V 1:5 

Most sure as means, whose end was this alone. 

To piove the Godhead of the Eternal Son. 

God thus asserted : man is to believe 
Beyond what Sense and Reason can conceive, 

And for mysterious things of faith rely 1 20 

On the proponent Heaven’s authority. J 
If then our faith we for our guide admit, 

Vain is the farther search of human wit ; 

As when the building gams a surer stay, 

We take the unuseful scaffolding away. 125 

Reason by sense no more can understand ; 

The game is pla3"ed into another hand. 

Why choose we then like bilandersg to creep 


* Impassible t incapable of «5ufferin8:, from the Latin impassihihs^ French impassible. ^ Some 
editors have enoneousty substituted impassable By penei rating parts is meant penetrating the 
parts of matter, instead of dividing or separating them Matter is impenetiaiile by matter 

+ This refers to the account in the 20th chapter of St, John’s Gospel of Chnst’s appeanngamong 
his disciples after the crucifixion. I'hen the same day at evening, being the first day of the week, 
when the doors were .shut where the disciples were assembled for fear of the Jews, came Jesus and ^ 
stood in the midst, and saith unto them, Peace be unto you ” (v 19), “And after eight days again ' 
ms disciples were within, and Thomas with them . then came Jesus, the doors being shut, and stood ■ 
m the midst, and said, Peace be unto you ” (v, 26). 

% AtKioriiy is Dryden's spelling through tins poem, except in this line and xn the Preface, ' 
where it is spelt authority See p 235 i 

§ ££laftders, coasting vessels used in Holland, and there so called ; the word is from the 
Dutch. 
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Along tlie coast, and land in \Iew to keep, 

When safely we may launch into the deep ? 130 

In the same vessel which our Saviour boie. 

Himself the pilot, let us leave the shore, 

And with a better guide a better world explore. 

Could He his Godhead veil with flesh and blood 

And not veil these again to be our food 1 135 

His grace in both is equal in extent ; 

The first affoids Ub life, the second noiuishment. 

And if He can, why all this frantic pain 
To constiue what his cleaiest words contain. 

And make a riddle what He made so plain ? 140 

To take up half on trust and half to tiy, 

Name it not faith, but bungling bigotry. 

Both knave and fool the merchant we may call 
To pay great sums and to compound the small, 

For who would break with Heaven, and would not bicak 
for all ? 145 

Rest then, my soul, fiom endless anguish freed : 

Nor sciences thy guide, nor sense thy creed- 
Faith is the best insuier of thy bliss ; 

The bank above must fail befoie the venture miss. 

But Heaven and heaven-bom faith arc far from thee, 150 
Thou first apostate to divinity. 

Unkennelled range in thy Polonian plains 
A fiercer foe, the insatiate Wolf remains. 

Too boastful Biitain, please thyself no more 
That beasts of prey aie banished from thy shore ; 155 

The Bear, the lioar^ and every savage name, 

Wild in effect, though in appearance tame, 

Lay waste thy woods, destroy, |liy blissful bower, 

And, muzzled though they seem, the mutes devour. 

More haughty tliaii the rest, the wolfish race 160 

Appear with belly gaunt and famished face ; 

Never was so deformed a beast of grace. 

His ragged tail betwixt his legs he wears, 

Close clapped for shame ; but his rough crest he rears, 

And pricks up his predestinating ears.t 165 

His wild disordered walk, his liaggered eyes,t 
Did all the bestial citizens surprise ; 

Though feared and hated, yet he ruled a while, 

As captain or companion of the spoil. 

Full many a year his hateful head had been X 70 

For tribute paid, nor since in Cambria seen j 


* Dryden heie lettirns for a moment to the Aiian and Socinian ; leaving Reynard, by which 
name he has designated the Arians and Socinians, to range unkennelled in Pgloman plains, he 
turns to the Wolf, who is the Presbyterian, abounding in Britain 

h The close-cropped hair of the Presbyterian and a black scull-cap made his ears prominent. 
The ragged tail betwixt his legs " was his Geneva chiiik 
$ I 1 a>j^g 0 redy Dryden’s common spelling of what is now haggard ^ The same spelling 
occurs in his Translation of Viigil, Georg, iv 370, an<l yEneid, ii. 86. It is spelt haggarm i» 
Part 3 of this poem, line ti66, “ Some haggarec*> hawk.” The word means mld^ 


228 


THE HIND AND THE PANTHEH-^Yk^t I. 


The last of all the litter scaped by chance,* 

And from Geneva first infested France. 

Some authors thus his pedigree will trace, 

But others write him of an upstart lace ; 175 

Because of Wickliff’s brood no maik he brings 
But his innate antipathy to kings. 

These last deduce him from the Helvetian kind. 

Who near the Leman lake his consort lined : 

That fiery Zuinglius first the affection bred, 180 

And meagre Calvin blessed the nuptial bed t 
In Israel some believe him whelped long since, 

When the proud Sanhedrim:}: oppressed the thincc,§ 

Or, since he will be Jew, derive him higher, 

When Corah with his brethren did conspire 185 

From Moses’ hand the sovereign sway to wiest, 

And Aaron of his ephod to devest ; 1 } 

Till opening earth made way for ail to pass,®!! 

And could not bear the burden of a class. 

The Fox** and he came shuffled in the dark, 190 

If ever they were stowed ux iSoah’s aik ; 

* This is supposed by Scott to refer to the refusal of the ancient Butish Church to own the 
^premacy of the Pope and acknowledge Sc _ Augustin as metropolitan of bi*tain by virtue of 
Pope Oregory’s appointment. The monks of iiaugirweio piMtuiuei't in opposition Augustin 
predicted vengeance through the Saxons, if tlicy refused subiui,siun to tie Pope Aftei wards, 
Ethelred, the Sa.'con king of Northumberland, having deltuted the British at Chester, cut to 
pieces twelve hundred of the monks of Bangor, wh*) had come to assist their countrymen with 
their players^ This happened m the beginning of the seventh ccutury But it is more probable 
that Dryden identifies Butish Presbyterians, “ WickliT 's brood,” with wolves, and refers to the 
extinction of the animal in Wales by the tribute of wolves’ hea Is imposed on the kings. He mixes 
up this with the cruel persecution of “ Wickhff’s brood,” tiie Lollaids, in the reign of Henry V. 
Aftei wards he suggests that the British Presbyterian could not claim so respectable an origin as 
from Wickliff *s brood,” through “the last of all the litter scaped by chance,” and that he is to 
be deduced from the Helvetian wolf 

t Zuinghus began to preach the Rcformntion at Zurich about 1518 He was killed in battle | 
^ a war between the canton of Zurich and four small Roman Catholic cantons Calvin, having I 
been expelled from Prance for pre iching the doctrines uf the Reformation, went to Geneva, where 
he was appointed Professor of Divinity in 1536. He aiterwards left Geneva and taught a French 
congregation at Strasburg 

t Sanhedntny%o spelt in thh poem byDrvden, and so spelt also in the Second Part of “Absalom 
and Achitophel In his own “ Absalom .lud Achitophel” Dryden always spelt ihe word Sanhedriiiy 
which spelling connects it with tne Greek o-wi/, opiov, 

§ On this passage Dry^n has a note “Vide Preface to Heylyn’s History of Presbyterians” 

1 tie passage in Heylyn s Preface is as follows ; “ I know that some out of pure zeal with the cause 
would fain entitle them to a descent from the Jewish Sanhedrim ordained by God himself in the 
time of Moses. And that it might comply the better with these ends and purposes, they have 
eni^avoured to make that famous consistory of the seventy eldeis, not only a co-ordinate power 
with that of Moses, and after his decease with the kings and pnnees of that state in the public 
government, but a power paramount and supreme, from which lay no appeal to any but to God 
hi^elf : a power by which they were enabled not only to control the actions of their kings and 
princes, but also to correct these persons ” Heylyn proceeds : “ And yet I shall not yield them an 
antiquity ^ great as that which they desire, as great as that of Moses or the Jewish Sanhedrim, 
from which they would so willingly derive themselves.” 

11 the old and co^ect spelling of the word now spelt divest 

IT See Numbers, chap. xvi. for the rebellion of Korah and the sons of Levi, who are here likened 
to a rresbytenan class ” ‘And the earth opened her mouth, and swallo ved them up, and their 
houses, and all tlie men that appertained unto Korah, and all tlieir goods They, and all that 
appertained to them, went down alive into the pit, and the earth closed upon them ; and they 
the congregation ” (w 32-3). 

The FoXy the Arian, already spoken of as “^alse Reynard.^* 
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Perhaps not made ; for all theii barking tiain 
The Dog (a common species) will contain ; 

And some wild curs, who liom their masteis ran, 

Abhorring the supremacy of man, 195 

In woods and caves the lebel-race began. 

O happy pair, how well have you mci eased 1 
What ills in Church and State have you rediessed 1 
With teeth untried and rudiments of claws, 

Your first essay was on your native laws : 200 

Those having torn with ease and trampled down, 

"i'our fangs you fastened on the mitied crown, 

And freed from God and monaichy your town. 

What though your native kennel still be small. 

Bounded betwixt a puddle and a wall 205 

Y et your victorious colonies are sent 
Where the North Ocean giids the continent. 

Quickened with fire below, your monsters breed 

In fenny Holland and in fiuitful Tweed ;t 

And, like the first, the last affects to be 210 

Drawn to the dregs of a democracy. $ 

As, where in fields the fairy loiinds are seen, 

A rank sour herbage rises on the green ; 

So, springing where these midnight elves advance, 

Rebellion prints the footsteps of the dance. 2x5 

Such are their doctrines, such contempt they show 
To Heaven above and to their Prince below 
As none but traitors and blasphemers know. 

God like the tyrant of the skies is placed, 

And kings, like slaves, beneath the crowd debased. 220 
So fulsome is their food that flocks refuse 
To bite, and only dogs for physic use. 

As, where the lightning runs along the ground, 

No husbandry can heal the blasting wound ; 

Nor bladed grass nor bearded com succeeds, 225 

But scales of scurf, and putrefaction breeds : 

Such wars, such waste, such fieiy tracks of dearth 
Their zeal has left, and such a teemless earth. 

But as the poisons of the deadliest kind 

Are to their own unhappy coasts confined, 230 

As only Indian shades of sight deprive, 

And magic plants will but in Colchos thrive, 

So Presbytery and pestilential zeal 
Can only flourish in a common-weal. 

* The Republic of Geneva, Dryden choosing to call the beautiful Lake a puddle, , , - 

t Now to write something new and out of the way, to elevate and surprise, and all ^hat, 1 
fetch, you see, this quickening fire from the bottom of bogs and rivers, "Why, faith, 

that’s as ingenious a contrivance as the virtuoso’s making a burning-glass of ice.” (The Hmd and 
the Panther Transversed ) , . , 

t This line has already occurred in ” Absalom and Achitqphel,” 227 The phrase was probably 
early impressed on Dryden’s mind ; the following couplet is m one of the poems in “Lacrymae 
Musarura,” occasioned by the death of Lord Hastings in 1649 : 

“ It is decreed we must be drained, I see, 

Down to the dregs of a democracy.” 



230 


THE HIND AND THE PANTHER.---Vxxt I. 


From Celtic woods is chased the wolfish crew 235 

But ah ! some pity e’en to brutes is due : 

Their native walks, mcthinks, they might enjoy, 

Curbed of their native malice to deslioy. 

Of all the tyrannies on human kind 

The worst is that which persecutes the mind. 240 

Let us but weigh at what offence we strike ; 

’Tis but because wc cannot think alike. 

In punishing of this, we overthrow 
The laws of nations and of nature too. 

Beasts are the subjects of tyrannic sway, 245 

Where still the stronger on the weaker prey ; 

Man only of a softer mould is made, 

Not for his fellows’ min, but their aid : 

Created kind, beneficent and free, 

The noble image of the Deity. 250 

One portion of infoiming fire was given 
To brutes, the inferior family of Heaven ; 

The Smith Divine, as with a careless beat. 

Struck out the mute creation at a heat ; 

But when arrived at last to human race, 255 

The Godhead took a deep considering space. 

And, to distinguish man from all the rest, 

Unlocked the sacred treasures of his breast, 

And mercy mixed with reason did impart. 

One to his head, the other to his heart ; 260 

Reason to rule, but mercy to forgive, 

The fiist IS law, the last prerogative. 

And like his mind his outward form appeared. 

When issuing naked to the wondeiing herd 

lie charmed their eyes, and for they loved they feared. 265 

Not armed with horns of arbitrary might, 

Or claws to seize their furry spoils in fight, 

Or with increase of feet to o’ertake them in their flight ; 

Of easy shape, and pliant every way, 

Confessing still the softness of his clay, 270 

And kind as kings upon their coronation day ; 

With open hands, and with extended space 
Of arms to satisfy a large embrace. 

Thus kneaded up with milk, the new-made man 

His kingdom o’er his kindred world began ; 275 

Till knowledge misapplied, misunderstood, 

And pride of empire soured his balmy blood. 

Then, first rebelling, his own stamp he coins ; 

The murderer Cain was latent in his loins ; 

And blood began its first and loudest cry 280 

For differing worship of the Deity. 

Thus persecution rose, and farther space 
Produced the mighty hunter of his race.t 

* The Revocation of the Edict of Nantes by Louis XIV. in 1685. Brydon here blames tlie 
French persecution of the Huguenots, 

, t Nimrod. 
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Not so the blessed Pan liis flock increased/ 

Content to fold them from die famished beast : 285 

Mild were his laws ; the Sheep and harmless Hiud 
Were never of the persecutiiiir kind. 

Such pity now the pious pastor shows, 

Such mercy from the British Lion flows 
That both provide piotection for their focs,t 290 

Oh happy legions, Italy and Spain, 

Which never did those monsters entertain ! 

The Wolf, the Bear, the Boar, can there advance 
No native claim of just inhciitance; 

And self-pieservmg laws, seveie in show, 295 

May guard their fences from the invading foe. 

Where birth has placed them, let them safely share 
The common benefit of vital air ; 

Themselves unharmful, let them live unharmed. 

Their jaw'S disabled and their claws disarmed ; 300 

Here, only in nocturnal bowlings bold. 

They dare not seize the Hind nor leap the fold. 

IMore powerful, and as vigilant as they. 

The Lion awfully forbids the prey. 

Their rage repressed, though pinched with famine soie, 305 
They stand aloof, and tremble at his roar ; 

Much IS their hunger, but their fear is more. 

These are the chief ; to number o’er tlie rest 
And stand, like Adam, naming every beast, 

Were weary work ; nor will the Muse describe 310 

A slimy-bom and suii-begottcn tribe. 

Who, far fiom steeples and their sacred sound, 

In fields their sullen conventicles found. 

These gross, half-animated lumps I leave. 

Nor can I think -what thoughts they can conceive. 315 
But if they think at all, his sure no higher 
Than matter put in motion may aspire ; 

Souls that can scarce ferment their mass of clay, 

So drossy, so divisible X are they 

As would but serve pure bodies for allay, 320 

Such souls as shards produce, such beetle thiligs§ 

As only buzz to heaven with evening wings, 

♦ By *hhe blessed Pan” Dryden means Jesus Christ ; a strange expression Compare Part 2, 
line 711. , 

t This is clearly intended as a compliment to James II for his new toleration of Dissenters. 
Broughton changed for into from^ completely changing the meaningof the line, and indeed making 
it senseless , and Broughton’s reading has been followed by all subsequent editors, including Scott 
J Dhnsihle^ material, divisibility being a ciiteuon of matter, and indivisibility of spirit 
^ *‘Such souls as shards produce,” souls born of shards, which Dryden proceeds to compare to 
beetles. Shard means here excrement or dung, and it probably has the same meaning where 
Shakespeare speaks of “the «hard-bnrn beetle” (Macbeth, act 3, sc. 2I The beetle has been 
called “the turd-bng,” See Halliwell’s “Dictinnaiy of Archaic ard Pi ovincial Words ’ Ihe 
.sharded beetle” (Cymbeline, act 3, sc. 2) has a diflerent meaning, shtird also signifying a shell or 
hard scale, like the mail of the beetle. Shard has various meanings , it is the name of a kind 01 
fish, and of a plant. In this last sense it occurs in Dryden . 

“ Than shards or mall«*ws for the pot.” 

Translaiiojt of Second Epode of Horace. 
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Strike in the dark, offending but by chance, 

Such are the blindfold blows of ignorance. 

They know not beings, and but hate a name ; 325 

To them the Hind and Panther are the same. 

The Panther,* sure the noblest next the Hind, 

And fairest creature of the spotted kind ; 

Oh, could her inborn stains be washed away, 

She were too good to be a beast of prey ! 330 

How can 1 praise or blame, and not offend, 

Or how divide the fradty from the friend ? 

Her faults and virtues he so mixed, that she 
Nor wholly stands condemned nor wholly free. 

Then, like her injured Lion, let me speak ; 335 

He cannot bend her and he would not break. 

Unkind already, and estranged in part, 

The Wolf begins to share her wandering heart. 

Though unpolluted yet with actual iU, 

She half commits who sins but in her will. 340 

If, as our dreaming Platonists report. 

There could be spirits of a middle sort, 

Too black for heaven and yet too white for hell, 

Who just dropped half-way down, nor lower fell ; 

So poised, so gently she descends from high, 345 

It seems a soft dismission from the sky. 

Her house not ancient, whatsoe’er pretence 
Her clergy heralds make in her defence ; 

A second century not half-way run, 

Since the new honours of her blood begun, 3So 

A Lion old, obscene, and fuiious made 
By lust, compressed her mother m a shade ; 

Then by a left-hand marriage weds the dame, 

Covering adultery with a specious name ; t 

So schism begot ; and sacrilege and she, 355 

A well matched pair, got graceless heresy. 

God’s and kings’ rebels have the same good cause, 

To trample down divine and human laws ; 

Both would be called reformers, and their hate 
Alike destructive both to Church and State. 360 

The fruit proclaims the plant ; a lawless Prince 
By luxury reformed incontinence, 

Dy ruins charity, by riots abstinence. 

Confessions, fasts, and penance set aside ; 

Oh with what ease we follow such a guide, 365 

Where souls are starved and senses giatified ! 

Where marriage pleasures midnight prayer supply, 

I And matin bells (a melancholy cry) 

I Are tuned to merrier notes, Increase and Multiply. % 


* The Panther^ the Church of England 

+ A reference to Henry VIII and Anne Boleyn ; Henry’s divoicc fioni Cathaiinc and marriage 
with Anne led to the abolition of the papal authority in England 
t The marriage of clergymen allowed '■ 
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Religion sliows a losy-coloured face, 370 

Not battered out* with drudging works of grace ; 

A down-hill reformation rolls apace. 

What flesh and blood would crowd the narrow gate, 

Or, till they waste their pampered paunches, wait ? 

All would be happy at the cheapest rate. 375 

Though our lean faith these rigid laws has given, 

The full-fed Mussulman goes /at to heaven ; 

For his Arabian prophet witli. delights 
Of sense allured his Eastern pioselytes. 

The jolly Luther, reading him, began 380 

To interpret Scriptures by his Alcoran ; 

To grub the thoins beneath our tender feet 
And make the paths of Paradise more sweet. 

Bethought him of a wife, ere half way gone, ^ 

For Twas uneasy travailing f alone ; 385 

And in this masquerade of mirth and love 
Mistook the bliss of Heaven for Bacchanals above. 

Sure he presumed of praise, J who came to stock 
The ethenal pastures with so fair a flock, 

Burnished and battening on their food, to show 390 

The diligence of careful herds § below. 

Our Panther, though like these she changed her head, 

Yet, as the mistress of a monarch’s bed, 

Her front erect with majesty she bore^ 

The Cl osier wielded and the mitie wore. 395 

Her upper part of decent discipline 
Showed affectation of an ancient line ; 

^\nd Fathers, Councils, Church and Church’s head. 

Were on her revciend pliylactene&H read 

But what clibgiaced and disavowed the rest 400 

\\ as Calvin’s brand, that stigmatised the beast 

Tints, like a creature of a double kind, 

111 her own labyrinth she lives confined ; 

'I’c foreign lands no sound of her is come, 

Ifujubly content to be despised at home 405 

S'lch is her faith, where good cannot be had, 

Al i^ast ahe leaves the lefusc of the bad. 


* Hdtiered out y wearicil, worn out Mr Holt ‘VtTiite in his MS notes mentions the use of the 
word in OjiDjy’*, Translation of the Piad, p. 500, fol 1669 The word is lare. 

t Tra"mhnTV-, the spelling here of the early editions: oui word travel often so spelt at 
that lime, and the meaning here may be travelling or travailing In Part 3, line 411, wheie travaiL 
IS meant, the word has been ch inged into travel by modem editors, 
t Presumed of praise^ a Gallicism. So in Part 3, line 511, 

Put least of all Philosophy presumes 
Of truth in dreams.” 

^ Herds here means shepherds. The line has been spoilt by Derrick and most subsequent 
editors by the substitution of their for the before dilige?tcc, ^ , • • ts j 

11 Phylacteries^ with the accent on the third syllable, according to its Greek ongin, Dryaen 
always following the Latin and Greek quantities So consistory the third syllable pronouncea 
long, in Part 2, Tine 302 ; refeciotyt the same, Part 3, line 330* See note on testament in Keligio 
Laici/’ 283. *' 
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Nice in her choice of ill, though not of best, 

And least deformed, because reformed the least. 

In doubtful pohits betwixt her differing friends, 410 

Where one for substance, one for sign contends. 

Their contradicting terms she strives to join ; 

Sign shall be substance, substance shall be sign. 

A real presence all her sons allow, 

And yet ’tis flat idolatry to bow, 415 

Because the Godhead’s there they know not how. 

Her novices are taught that biead and \^’lne 
Are but the visible and outward sign. 

Received by those who in communion join. 

But the inward grace or the thing signified, 420 

His blood and body who to save us died, 

The faithful this thing signified leceive : 

What isl those faithful then partake or leave ? 

For what is signified and understood 

Is by her own confession flesh and blood. 425 

Then by the same acknowledgment we know 
They take the sign and take the substance too.'*^ 

The literal sense is hard to flesh and blood. 

But nonsense never can be understood. 

Her wild belief on every wave is tost ; 430 

But sure no Church can better morals boast. 

True to her King her piinciples arc found j 
Oh that her piactice were but half so sound ! 

Stedfast in various turns of state she stood. 

And sealed her vowed affection with her blood : 435 

Nor will I meanly tax her constancy, 

That interest or obligemcnt made the tie, 

(Bound to the fate of murdered monarchy.) 

Before the sounding axe so falls the vine, 

Whose tender branches round the poplar twine. 4^.0 

She chose her rum, and resigned her life. 

In death undaunted as an Indian wife : 

A rare example ! but some souls we see 
Grow hard and stiffen with adversity : 

Yet these by Fortune’s favours are undone ; 445 

Resolved, t into a baser form they run, 

And bore the wind, but cannot bear the sun. 


* Dryden in this passage ciiticizes the Article of the Church of England on the Eucharist, 
Art. 28. “The Supper of the Lord is not only a sign of the love that Christians ou]^ht to have 
among themselves one to another, but rather it is a .sacrament of our redemption by Christ\s death ; 
msomuch that to such as rightly, worthily, and with faith receive the same, the bread which we 
is a partaking of the body of Chn^t, and likewise the cup of blessing is a pai taking of 
me blood of Chnst. Transubstantiation, or the change of the substance of biead and wine, in the 
Lord, cannot be proved by Holy Wnt ; but it is repugnant to the plain words 
of Scripture, overthroweth the nature of a sacrament and hath given occasion to many super- 
stitions. ^ The body of Chnst is given, taken, and eaten, in the Supper only, after an heavenly 
and spiritual manner. And the mean, whereby the body of Christ is received and eaten in the 
Supper, is faith ” 
t Resolved, dissolved. 
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Let this be nature’s Trailty or her fate, 

Or Isgrim’s"^ coimsel, her new chosen mate ; 

Still she’s the fairest of the lallen ciew ; 450 

No mother more indulgent but the true. 

Fierce to her foes, yet fears her force to try, 

Because she wants innate auctonty ; 

For how can she constiain them to obey 

Who has herself cast oif the lawful sway ? 455 

Rebellion equals all, and those who toil 

111 common theft will share the common spoil. 

Let her produce the title and the right 
Against her old superiors first to fight ; 

If she reform by text, even that’s as plain 460 

For her own rebels to leform again. 

As long as words a different sense will bear,' 

And each may be his own interpreter, 

Our airy faith will no foundation find : 

The word’s a weathercock for every wind : 465 

The Bear, the Fox, the Wolf by turns prevail; 

The most in power supplies the present gale. 

The wretched Panther cries aloud for aid 
To Church and Councils, whom she first betrayed ; 

No help from Fathers or tiadition’s train : 470 

Those ancient guides she taught us to disdain, 

And by that Scripture which she once abused 
To Reformation stands heiself accused. 

What bills for breach of laws can she prefer, 

Expounding which she owns herself may err ? 475 

And, after all her winding ways are tried, 

If doubts arise, she slips herself aside 

And leaves the private conscience for the guide. 

If then that conscience set the offender free. 

It bars her claim to Church auctority. 480 

How can she censure, or what crime pretend, 

But Senpture may be construed to defend? 

Even those whom for rebellion she transmits 

To civil power, her doctrine first acquits j 

Because no disobedience can ensue, 485 

Where no submission to a judge is due ; 

Each judging for himself, by her consent, 

Whom thus absolved she sends to punishment. ’ 

Suppose the magistrate revenge her cause, 

’Tis only for transgressing human laws. 490 

How answering to its end a Church is made, 

Whose power is but to counsel and persuade ? 


* The wolf,” is TDryden's note on I«iGn*iin It is the name given to the wolf in the old German 
fable of ** Reynard the Fox,” which was translated into English by Caxton The use of the name 
IS ridiculed in “The Hmd and Panther 'I ransversed ” Bayes says, “Take it from me, Mr. Smith, 
there is as good morality, and as sound precepts, in the Delectable History of Reynard the Fox, as 
in any book I know, except Seneca ; pray tell me where, in any other author, could I have found 

so pretty a name for a wolf as Isgrun ?” • 
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Oh solid rock, on which secure she stands ! 

Eternal house, not built with mortal hands ! 

Oh sure defence against the infernal gate, 495 

A patent dunng pleasure of the Slate ! 

Thus IS the Panther neither loved nor feared, 

A mere mock queen of a divided herd ; 

Whom soon by lawful power she might control, 

Her self a part submitted to the whole. 5C0 

Then, as the moon who first receives the light 
By which she makes our nether regions blight. 

So might she shine, reflecting from afar 
The rays she borrowed from a better star ; 

Big with the beams which from her mother flow, 505 

And reigning o’er the rising tides below : 

Now mixing with a savage crowd she goes, 

And meanly flatters her inveterate foes, 

Ruled while she rules, and losing every hour 
Her wretched remnants of precarious power. 510 

One evening, while the cooler shade she sought. 

Revolving many a melancholy thought, 

Alone she walked, and looked around in vain 
With rueful visage for her vanished train : 

None of her sylvan subjects made their court ; 515 

Levees and couchees passed without resort. 

So hardly can usurpers manage well 
Those whom they nrst instructed to rebel. 

More liberty begets desire of more ; 

The hunger still increases with the store. 520 

Without respect they brushed along the wood, 

Each in his clan, and filled with loathsome food 
Asked no permission to the neighboumig flood. 

The Panther, full of inward discontent, 

Since they would go, before them wisely went ; 525 

Supplying want of power by drinking first, 

As if she gave them leave to quench their thirst. 

Among the rest, the Hind with fearful face 
Beheld from far the common watering-place, 

Nor durst approach ; till with an awfiil roar 530 

The sovereign Lion bad her fear no more. 

Encouraged thus, she brought her younglings nigh. 

Watching the motions of her patron’s eye, 

And drank a sober draught ; the rest amazed 
’ Stood mutely still and on the stranger gazed ; 535 

Surveyed her part by part, and sought to find 
The ten-homed monster in the harmless Hind, 

Such as the Wolf and Panther had designed. 

They thought at first they dreamed ; for ’twas offence 
With them to question certitude of sense, 540 

Their guide in faith : but nearer when they drew, 

And had the faultless obj'ect full in view, 

Lord, how they all admired her heavenly hue ! * 

^ Huej spelt by Dryden hiew in this line ; spelt by him liew in Part 3, line 783. 
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Some who before her fellowship disdained 

Scarce, and but scarce, from inborn rage restrained, 545 

Now frisked about her and old kindred feigned. 

Whether for love or interest, every sect 
Of all the savage nation showed respect. 

The viceroy Panther could not awe the herd ; 

The more the company, the less they feared. 550 

The surly Wolf with secret envy burst. 

Yet could not howl, the Hind had seen him first;* 

But what he durst not speak, the Panther duist 
For when the herd suffised did late repair 
To ferny heaths and to their forest lair, 555 

She made a mannerly excuse to stay. 

Pi offering the Hind to waitf her half the way; 

That, since the sky was clear, an hour of talk 
Might help her to beguile the tedious walk. 

With much good-will the motion was embiaced, 560 

To chat a while on their adventures passed ; 

Nor had the grateful Hind so soon foigot 
I-Ier friend and fellow-sufferer in the Plot. 

Yet wondering how of late she grew estianged, 

Her forehead cloudy and her countenance changed, 565 
She thought this houi the occasion would present 
To learn her secret cause of discontent. 

Which well she hoped might be with ease redressed, 

Considering her a well-bred civil beast 

And more a gentlewoman than the rest. 570 

After some common talk what rumoms ran, 

The lady of the spotted muff began. 

* Here Biyden gives the Hind the power of taking away the Wolfs voice by first seeing it^ The 
old superstition was that the wolfs look, or the sight of a wol^ or the wolfs seeing before it was 
seen, deprived a man of the power of speech. 

“Vox quoque Moerin 

Jam fugit Ipsa , lupi Mceun vidcre priores.” 

ViRG. Eclog. ix. 53. 

“ My voice grows hoarse ; I feel the notes decay. 

As if the wolves had seen me first to-dav-’* 

(Line 74 of Pryden^s Translation ) 

In the 14th Idyll of Theocritus (verse 22I th<* richt of a wolf is said to take away speech Pliny 
says that, when a wolf sees a man before the man soes him, it is believed to have the effect of taking 
away the man’s power of speech for the time There is no classical authority for Dryden’s ^ving 
the Hind the power of making the Wolf speechless, 
t To waitf wait on, accompany. 
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** Dame,” said tlie Panther, “ times aie mended well 
“ Since late among the Philistines yon fell. 

The toils were pitched, a spacious tract of ground 
“ With expert hunstmen w'as encompassed round ; 

The enclosure narrowed; the sagacious power 5 

“ Of hounds and death drew nearer every hour.* 

“ ’Tis true, the younger Lion scaped the snare, 

“ But all your priestly calves lay struggling there, 

“ As sacrifices on their altars laid ; 

While you, their careful mother, wisely fled, lo 

“Not trusting Destiny to save your head. 

“For whate’er promises you have applied 
“ To your unfailing Church, the suier side 
“ Is four fair legs in danger to piovide ; 

“ And wdiate’er tales of Peter’s chair you tell, 15 

“Yet, saving reverence of the miracle, 

“ The better luck was youis lo scape so well.” 

“ As I remember,” said tlie sober Hind, 

“ Those toils were for your own dear self designed, 

“ As well as me ; and with the self-same throw, 20 

“ To catch the quarry + and the veimin too, 

“ (Forgive the slanderous tongues that called you so.) 

“ Howe’er you take it now, tlie common cry 
“ Then ran you down for your rank loyalty. 

“ Besides, in Popery they thought you nurst, 25 

“'As evil tongues will e^’•er speak the worst, 

“ Because some forms and ceremonies some 
“You kept, and stood in the mam question dumb. 

“ Dumb you were bom indeed ; but thinking long, 

“ The Test, it seems, at last has loosed youi tongue. $ 30 

* This passasfe refers to the proceedings against the Romm Catholics in conne\ion with the 
Popish Plot The younger Lion is James II , duke of Yoik at the time 
t Qtmrry, game as distingunshed from vermin Scott, in a note on this passage, says that quarry 
means ** properly, dead game ready to be cut up by the huntsman ; ” but that would be a denved, 
special meaning. Quarry means anj^hing aimed at * the game which a hawk flies at is its quarry. 
“ The flames that to their quany strove ” 

Atmus Mi 7 'ahUsy 281.' 

Let Reason then at her own quaiTy fly ” 

The Ilhid and the Panther^ i 104. 

t The Test Acts of 1672 and 1678 piescribed a Declaration denying transubstantiation ; the 
words of the latter Act, varying sKghtly from thow of the former, wore ; “I do believe that in 
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And to explain what your forefathers meant 
By real presence in the Saci ament, 

After long fencing pubhed against a wall, 

“ Youi salvo comes, that he’s not there at all : 

‘‘ 'fhere changed youi faith, and what may cliange may fall. 

** Who can believe what vanes every day, 36 

“Nor ever was nor will be at a stay ?” 

“ Tortures may force the tongu^t imtiuths to tell, 

“ And I ne’er owned myself infallible,” 

Reidied the Panther : “grant such presence were, 40 

“Yet in your sense I never owned it there. 

“ A real virtue we by faith receive, 

“ And that we in tlie saci anient believe.” 

“ Then,” said the blind, “as you the matter state, 

“Not only Jesuits can equivocate ; 45 

“ For real^ as you now the word expound, 

“ From solid substance dwindles to a sound. 

“ Methinks an ^sop’s fable you repeat; 

“ You know who took the shadow for the meat 
“ Your Church’s substance thus you change at will, 50 
“ And yet retain youi former figure still. 

“ I freely giant you spoke to save your life, 

“For then you lay beneath the butcher’s knife. 

“ Long time you fought, redoubled battery bore, 

“ But, after all, against youi; self you sw'ore; 55 

“ Your former self, for every hour youi form 
“ Is chopped and changed, like winds before a storm. 

“ Thus fear and interest will prevail with some ; 

“ For all have not the gift of martyrdom.” 

The Panther grinned at this, and thus replied ; 60 

“ That men may err was never yet denied. 

“ But, if that common principle be true, 

“ The cannon,* dame, is levelled full at you. 

“ But, shunning long disputes, I fain would see 
“ That wondrous wight, Infallibility. 65 

“ Is he from Heaven, this mighty champion, come ? 

“ Or lodged below in subterranean Rome ?t 
“ First, seat him somewhere, and derive his race, 

“Or else conclude that nothing has no place.” 

“ Suppose, (though I disown it,)” said the Hind, 70 
“The certain mansion were not yet assigned : 

“ The doubtful residence no proof can bring 
“ Against the plain existence of the thing. 

the Sacrament of the Loxd’s Supper there is not any transubstantiation of the elements of bread 
and wme into the body and blood of Chiibt at oi aftex the consecration thereof by any person 
whatsoever." 

* Cannon in the early editions : in the Warlons’ edition, 1811, the word was changed to canon^ 
which Scott and others nave followed. Cannon seems the b^st sense, and perhaps llryden meant 
to play on the word In part 3, 1 466, canon is misprinted cannon in the first edition, and it is 
corrected in the second to canon ; but m this passage cannon remains 
t Jioma, Soiierama, an extensive cavern near Rome, formerly inhabited, described in a work of 
that name :published at Rome, folio, 163a. Evelyn describes his visit to this subterranean abode 
pf ancient rimes in his Diary, April jj, 1645.% 
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** Because philosophers may disagree 
If sight by emission or reception be, 75 

Shall it be thence inferred I do not see ? 

“ But you require an answer positive, i 
** Which yet, when I demand, you dare not give ; 

“For fallacies in universals live.* 

“ I then affirm that this unfailing guide 80 

“ In Pope and General Councils must reside ; 

“ Both lawful, both combined; what one decrees t 
“ By numerous votes, the other ratifies ; 

“ On this undoubted sense the Church relies. 

“ ’Tis true some doctors in a scantiei space, 85 

“ I mean, in each apait, contract the place. 

“ Some, who to gi eater length extend the line, 

“ The Church’s after acceptation join. 

“ This last circumference appears loo wide; 

“ The Church diffused is by the Council tied ; 90 

“ As members by their representatives 
“ Obliged to laws which Prince and Senate gives. 

“ Thus some contract and some enlarge the space : 

“ In Pope and Council who denies the place, 

“ Assisted from above with God’s unfailing grace? 95 

“ d’hose canons all the needful points contain ; 

“ Their sense so obvious and their words so plain, 

“ That no disputes about the doubtful text 
“ Have hitherto the labouring world perplexed. 

“ If any should in after times appear, 100 

“New Councils must be called, to make the meaning clear; 

“ Because in them the power supreme resides, 

“ And all the promises are to the guides. 

“ This may be taught with sound and safe defence ; 

“ But mark how sandy is your own pretence, 

“ Who, setting Councils, Pope, and Church aside, 

“Are every man his own presuming guide. 

“ The Sacred Books, you say, are full and plain, 

“ And every needful point of truth contain ; 

“ All who can read interpreters may be. 

“ Thus, though your seveial Churches disagree, 

“Yet every saint has to himself alone 
“The secret of this philosophic stone. 

“ These principles your jamng sects unite, 

“ When difiering doctors and disciples fight ; 

“ Though Luther, Zuinglius, Calvin, holy chiefs, 

“ Have made a battle royal of beliefs, 

“ Or, like wild horses, several ways have whirled 
“ The tortured text about the Christian W'orld, 

“ Each Jehu lashing on with furious force, 

“ That Turk or Jew. could not have used it worse. 

* ** Dolus versatur in generalibus ” As those who in a logical dispute keep in general terms 
would hide a fallacy ” (Preface to “Annus Mirabihs,” p 39 ) 

^ t The rhyme of decrees and rahjdes is as objertion.able as that of sepm and crime, twice con- 
demned by Dryden and his co-cntics of Settle’s “ Empress of Morocco ” 
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“No matter what dissension leaders make, 

“ Where every private man may save a stake : 

“ Ruled by the Scripture and his own advice, 

“ Each has a blind by-path to Paradise, 125 

‘ ‘ Where driving in a circle slow or fast 
“ Opposing sects are suie to meet at last 
“ A wondrous charity you have in store 
“ For all reformed to pass the narrow door, 

“So much, that Mahomet had scarcely more. 13O 

“For he, kind prophet, was for damnmg none, 

“ But Christ and Moses were to save their owm; 

“ Himself was to secure his chosen race, 

“ Though reason good for Turks to take the place, 

“ And he allowed to be the better man 135 

“ In virtue of his holier Alcoran.” 

“ True,” said the Panther, “I shall ne’er deny 
“ My brethren may be saved as well as I : 

“ Though Pluguenots contemn our ordmation, 

“ Succession, ministeiial vocation, 140 

“ And Luther, more mistaking what he read, 

“ Misjoins the sacred body with the bread, * 

“Yet, lady, still remember I maintain 
“ The Word in needful points is only plain.” 

“ Needless or needful I not now contend, 145 

“For still you have a loophol^ for a friend,” 

Rejoined the matron j “ but the rule you lay 
‘ ‘ Has led whole flocks and leads them still astray 
“ In weighty points, and full damnation’s way. 

“ For did not Anus flrst, Socinus now 150 

“ The Son’s eternal Godhead disavow ? 

“ And did not these by gospel texts alone 
“ Condemn our doctrine and maintain their own? 

“ Have not all heretics the same pietence, 

“ To plead the Scriptures in their own defence ? 155 

“ How did the Nicene Council then decide 
“ That strong debate ? was it by Scriptures tried? 

“No, sure to those the rebel would not yield ; + 

“ Squadrons of texts he marshalled in the field : 

“ Tnat was but civil war, an equal set, 160 

“ Where piles with piles, and eagles eagles met.J 
“ With texts point-blank and plain he faced the foe : 

“ And did not Satan tempt our Saviour so? 

“ The good old bishops took a simpler way ; 

“ Each asked but what he heard his father say, 165 

* Luther’s doctrine of consiibstantiation , , . , «... . . t 

+ Those m this line was changed by Broughton to iJuii, probably because is in the 

preceding line in Bryden’s early editions. But the same editions have Scriptures in line_ 155. 
The le.sser change is to print Scriptures also in line 157, as is done in this edition ^ The omission 
of an s at the end of a word is a very common error. Subsequent editors, including Scott, have 
followed Broughton. 

t “ Infestisque obvia signis ^ 

Signa, pares aquilas,,et pila minantia pUis. 

Lucan, Fharsalta, ui. 7. 
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“ Or how he was instructed in his youth, 

“ And by tradition’s force upheld the truth,” 

The Panther smiled at tliis, and “ when,” said she, 
“Were those first Councils disallowed by me ? 

“ Or where did I at sure tradition strike, 170 

“ Provided still it were apostolic?” 

“ Friend,” said the Hind, “you quit your former ground, 

“ Where all your faith you did on Scripture found : 

“ Now, ’tis tradition joined witli Holy Writ ; 

* ‘ But thus your memory betrays your wit. ” 1 75 

“ No,” said the Panther, “ for in that I view 
“ When your tradition’s forged, and when ’tis true. 

“ I set them by the rule, and as they square 
“ Or deviate from undoubted doctrine there, 

“ This oral fiction, that old faith declare.” 180 

{Hind.) “ The Council steered, it seems, a different course ; 
“ They tried the Scripture by tradition’s force ; 

“ But you tradition by the Scripture try ; 

“ Pursued by sects, from this to that you fly, 

“ Nor dare on one foundation to rely. 185 

“ The Word is then deposed, and in this view 
“You rule the Scripture, not the Scripture you.” 

Thus said the dame, and, smiling, thus pursued : 

“ I see tradition then is disallowed, 

“ When not evinced by Sciipture to be true, 190 

“ And Scripture as interpreted by you. 

“ But here you tread upon unfaithful ground, 

“ Unless you could infallibly expound ; 

Which you reject as odious Popery, 

“ And throw that doctrine back with scorn on me. I 9 S 
“ Suppose we on things traditive divide, 

“ And both appeal to Scripture to decide ; 

“ By various texts we both uphold our claim, 

“Nay, often ground our titles on the same ; 

“ After long labour lost and time’s expense, 200 

“ Both grant the words and quarrel for the sense. 

“ Thus all disputes for ever must depend, 

“ For no dumb rule can controversies end. ^ 

“ Thus, when you said tradition must be tried ^ 

“ By Sacred Writ, whose sense your selves decide, 205 
“You said no more but that your selves must be 
“ The judges of the Scripture sense, not we, 

“ Against our Church-tradition you declare, 

“ And yet your clerks would sit in Moses’ chair ; 

“ At least *tis proved against your argument, 210 

“ The rule is far from plain, where all dissent.” 

“ If not by Scriptures, how can we be sure,” 

Replied the Panther, “ what tradition’s pure? 

“ For yoi;f,.may palm upon us new for old ; 

“ All, they say, that glitters is not gold.” 

“ How but by following her,” replied the dame, 

“ To whom derived from sire to son they came ; 
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Where every age docs on another move, 

“ And trusts no farther than the next above ; 

Where all the rounds like Jacob’s ladder rise, 220 

** The lowest hid in eailh, the topmost in the skies? ” 

Sternly the savage did her answer mark, 

Her glowing eye-balls glittering in the dark, 

And said but this : — “ Since lucre was your trade, 

“ Succeeding times such dieadful gaps have made, 225 
“ ’Tis dangerous climbing^ : to your sons and you 
“ I leave the ladder, and its omen too.”* 

[Hind, ) “ The Panther’s breath w-as ever famed for sweet, t 
** But from the Wolf such wishes oft I meet; 

“You learned this language from the blatant beast, t 230 

“ Or rather did not speak, but weie possessed. 

“ As for your answer, ’tis but barely ui ged : 

“ You must evince tradition to be forged, 

“ Produce plain proofs, unblemished authors use, 

“ As ancient as those ages they accuse ; 235 

“ Till when, ’tis not sufficient to defame ; 

“ An old possession stands till elder quits the claim. 

“ Then for our interest, which is named alone 
“To load with envy, we retort your own ; 

“ For, when traditions in your faces fly, 240 

“ Resolvmg not to yield, you must decry. 

“ As when the cause goes hard, the guilty man 
“ Excepts, and thins his jury all he can ; 

“So when you stand of other aid bereft, 

“ You to the twelve Apostles would he left. 245 

“ Your friend the Wolf did with more craft provide 
“ To set those toys, traditions, quite aside ; 

“ And Fathers too, unless when, reason spent, 

“He cites them but sometimes for ornament. 

“ But, madam Panther, you, though more sincere, 250 
“ Are not so wise as your adulterer ; 

“ The private spirit is a better blind 
“ Than all the dodging tricks your authors find. 

“For they who left the Scripture to the crowd, 

“ Each for his own peculiar judge allowed ; 255 

“ The way to please them was to make them proud. 

“ Thus with full sails they ran upon the shelf ; 

“ Who could suspect a cozenage from himself? 

“ On his own reason safer ’tis to stand 
“ Than be deceived and damned at second hand. 260 


* The omen is the gallows. . , _ . 

t The sweetness of the panther's breath is an old belief It is mentioned by Puny (Hist 
Nat. xxi. 7). 

“ The panther with sweet service of her breath 
First charms their sense whom she hath marked for death, 

Mbrorof Ma^traies. 

I The « blatant beast” here is probably the Wolf, the Piesbytenan. thought it re- 

ferred to the Blatant Beast of Spenser’s “Fairy Queen,” Slander, and Scott and 
have adopted Derrick’s explanation, printing the two words with initial capitals, wmen ur> aen 
did not do, 
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“ But you who Fathers and traditions take 
“ And garble some, and some you quite forsake, 

“ Pretending Church auctonty to fix, 

And yet some grams of private spirit mix, 

“ Are like a mule made up of differing seed, 265 

“ And that’s the reason why you never breed, 

“ At least, not propagate your kind abroad, 

“ For home-dissenters are by statutes awed.* 

And yet they grow upon you every day, 

“ While you, to speak the best, are at a stay, 270 

“For sects that are extremes abhor a middle way. 

“ Like tricks of state to stop a raging flood 
“ Or mollify a mad-bramed senate’s mood, 

“ Of all expedients never one was good. 

“Well may they argue, (nor can you deny,) 275 

“ If we must fix on Church-auctority, 

“ Best on the best, the fountain, not the flood ; 

“ That must be better still, if this be good. 

“ Shall she command who has herself rebelled ? 

“ Is Antichrist by Antichrist expelled? 280 

“ Did we a lawful tyranny displace, 

“ To set aloft a bastard of the race ? 

“ Why all these wars to win the Book, if we 
“ Must not interpret for ourselves, but she ? 

“ Either be wholly slaves or wholly free. 285 

“For purging fires traditions must not fight ; 

“ But they must prove episcopacy’s right. 

“ Thus, those led horses are from service freed ; 

“You never mount them but in time of need. 

“ Like mercenaries, hired for home defence, 290 

“ They will not serve against their native Piince. 

“ Against domestic foes of hierarchy 
“ These are drawn forth, to make fanatics fly ; 

“ But, when they see their countrymen at hand, 

“ Marching against them under Church command, 295 
“ Straight they forsake their colours and disband.” 

Thus she ; nor could the Panther well enlarge 
With weak defence against so strong a charge ; 

But said, For what did Christ his word provide, 

“ If still his Church must want a living guide ? 300 

“ And if all saving doctrines are not there, 

“ Or sacred penmen could not make them clear, 

“ From after ages we should hope in vain » 

“ For truths, which men inspired could not explain.” 

“ Before the word was written,” said the Hind, 305 
“ Our Saviour preached his faith to human kind : 

“ From his Apostles the first age received 
“ Eternal truth, and what they taught believed. 

“ Thus by tradition faith was planted first ; 

“ Succeeding flocks succeeding pastors nursed. 310 

, * These statutes were suspended by James’s Declaration before publication of this poem. 
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“ This was the way our wise Redeemer chose, 

“ Who sure could all things for the best dispose, 

“To fence his fold from their encioaching foes. 

“He could have writ himself, but well foresaw 
“ The event would be like tliat of Moses’ law ; 315 

“ Some difference would arise, some doubts remain, 

“ Like those which yet the janing Jews mamtain. 

“No written laws can be so plain, so pure, 

“ But wit may gloss and malice may obscure ; 

“Not those indited by his first command, 320 

“ A piophet graved the text, an angel held his hand. 

“ Thus faith was ere the written Woid appeared, 

“ And men believed, not what they lead, but heaid.^ 

“ But since the Apostles could not be confined 
“ To these or those, but scvcially designed 325 

“ Their large commission loiind the woild to blow, 

“To spread their faith, they spread their labours too. 

“Yet still their absent flock their pains did share ; 

“ They hearkened still, foi love pioduces care. 

“ And as mistakes arose or discords fell, 530 

‘ ‘ Or bold seducers taught them to rebel, 

“ As charity grew cold or faction hot, 

“ Or long neglect their lessons had forgot, 

“For all their wants they wisely did provide, 

“ And preaching by Epistles was supplied : 335 

“ So, great physicians cannot all attend, 

* ‘ But some they visit and to some they send. 

“Yet all those letters weie not writ to all, 

“ Nor fiist intended, but occasional 

“ Their absent seunons ; nor, if they contain ^ 340 

“ All needful doctrines, arc those doctiines plain. 

“ Clearness by frequent preaching must be wrought ; 

“ They writ but seldom, but they daily taught ; 

“ And what one saint has said of holy Paid, 

“ H darkly is true applied to all. 345 

“ For this obscurity could Heaven provide 
“ More prudently than by a living guide, 

“ As doubts arose, the difference to decide? 

“ A guide was therefore needful, therefore made ; 

“ And, if appointed, sure to be obeyed. ^ 35 ® 

“ Thus, with due reverence to the Apostles’ writ, 

“ By which my sons are taught, to which submit, 

“ I think those truths their sacred works contain 
‘‘ The Church alone can certainly explain ; 

“ That following ages, leaning on the past, 355 

“ May rest upon the primitive at last. 

“Nor would I thence the Word no rule infen 
“ But none without the Church-inteipreter ; 

“ Because, as I have urged before, ’tis mute, 

“ And is it self the subject of dispute. 3 ^^ 

* “ As also in all his epistles, speaking iu them of these things , in which are some things haul 
to be understood.” (2 Peter ui. 16. j •• 
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But what the Apostles their successors taught, 

They to the next, from them to us is brought, 

‘‘ The undoubted sense which is in Scripture sought. 

‘‘ From hence the Chinch is armed, when errors lise 
‘"To stop their entrance and prevent surprise, 365 

“ And, safe entrenched within, her foes without defies. 

“ By these all-festermg sores her councils heal, 

‘ •' Which time or has disclosed or shall reveal ; 

“For discord cannot end without a last appeal. 

“Nor can a council national decide, 370 

“ But with subordination to her guide, 

“ (I wish the cause were on that issue tried ;) 

“ Much less the Senpture ; for suppose debate 
“ Betwixt pretenders to a fair estate, 

“ Bequeathed by some legator’s last intent ; 375 

“ (Such is our dying Saviour’s Testament :) 

“ The will is proved, is opened, and is read ; 

“The doubtful heirs their dificring titles plead ; 

“ AIL vouch the words their interest to maintain, 

“ And each pretends by those his cause is plain. 380 

“ Shall then the testament award the right? 

“ No, that’s the Hungary for which they fight,* 

“ The field of battle, subject of debate, 

“ The thing contended ior. the fair estate. 

“ The sense is intricate, ’tis only clear 385 

“ What vowels and what consonants arc there. 

“ Therefore ’tis plain, its meaning must be tried 
“ Before some judge appointed to decide.” 

“ Suppose,” the fair apostate said, “ I grant, 

“ The faithful flock some living guide should want, 390 
“ Your arguments an endless chase pursue c 
‘ ‘ Produce this vaunted leader to our view, 

“ This mighty Moses of the chosen crew.” 

The dame, who saw her fainting foe retired, 

With force renewed, to victory aspired ; 395 

And, looking upward to her kindred sky, 

As once our Saviour owned his Deity, 

Pronounced His words — She whom ye seek am If 

Nor less amazed this voice the Panther heard 

Than were those Jews to hear a God declared. 400 

Then thus the matron modestly renewed : 

“ Let all your prophets and their sects be viewed, 

“ And see to which of them your selves think fit 
“ The conduct of your conscience to submit ; 

“ Each proselyte would vote his doctor best, 405 

“ With absolute exclusion to the rest : 

“ Thus would your Polish Diet disagree, 

“ And end, as it began, in anarchy ; 

* Hungary, the object of contest between the Turks and the German Empire 
+ Referring, it is to be presumed, to St John xviii «>, G, when Jesu-. lepheJ, “ I am to the 
Jewish officers who came with ludas to seek him “As soon then as he had said unto them, I 
am JiCy they went backward, and fell to the ground « 
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Yourself the fairest for election stand, 

“ Because you seem crown-general of the laud ;* 

‘‘ But soon against your superstitious lawn 
“ Some Presbyterian sabre would be drawn ; 

“ In your established laws of sovereignty 
The rest some fundamental flaw would see, 

“ And call rebellion gospel-liberty. 

“ To Church-decrees your articles require 
“ Submission modified, if not entire. 

“ Homage denied, to censures you proceed ; 

‘‘ But when Curtanat will not do the deed, 

'‘You lay that pointless clergy- weapon b)'^, 

“ And to the laws, your sword of justice, fly. 

“ Now this your sects the more unkindly take, 

“ (Those prying varlets hit the blots you make,) 

" Because some ancient friends of yours declaie 
'' Your only rule of faith the Sciiptures are, 

" Interpreted by men of judgment sound, 

“ Which every sect will for themselves expound, 

“Nor think less reverence to their doctors due 
“For sound interpretation, than to you. 

“ If then by able heads are undei stood 
“ Your brother prophets, who reformed abroad; 

Those able heads expound a wiser way, 

“ That their own sheep their shepherd should obey. 

“ But if you mean yom. selves are only sound, 

“ That doctrine turns the Refoimation lound, 435 

“ And all the rest are false reformers found ; 

“ Because in sundry points you stand alone, 

“ Not in communion joined with any one^ 

“ And therefore must be all the Church, or none. 

“ Then, till you have agreed whose judge is best, 440 

“ Against this forced submission they protest ; 

“ While sound and sound a different sense explains, 

“ Both play at hard-head till they break their brains ; 

“ And from their chairs each other’s force defy, 

“ While unregarded thunders vainly fly. 445 

“ I pass the rest, because your Chinch alone 
“ Of all usurpers best could fill the thione. 

“ But neither you nor any sect beside 
“ For this high ofiice can be qualified 
“ With necessary gifts required in such a guide. 450 

“For that which must direct the whole must be 
“ Bound in one bond of faith and unity; 

“ But all your seven ai Churches disagiee. 

* This phrase, a'mvn-gcJieral^ is ndiruled in Prior and Montague’s parody J There’s a pretty 
name now for the Spotted Mouse, the Viceroy But pray, why d’ye call her sx>1—Bayes^ 

Why, because it sounds prettily : I'll call her the Crown-Genem presently, if I have a mind to it 
|- Curtana^ the sword of mercy, a sword without an edge, said to have belonged to Ed ward the 
Confessoi, and earned before our Kings at their coronations, Matthew of Pans, describing the 
coionation of the Queen of Henry IT I says/‘The Eail of Chester as Lord High Constable earned 
the sword of Si Edward called Curteuie befoie the King m token that he be Earl or Count of 
the Palace and had by right a power of restra*:inig the King, if he should act anything amiss 
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** The consubstantiating Church and priest* , 

“ Refuse communion to the Calvinist ; 455 

The French reformed from preaching you restrain, 

“ Because you judge their ordination vain ; 

‘‘ And so they judge of yours, but donors must ordain. 

“ In short, in doctrine or in discipline 

“Not one reformed can with another join : 460 

“ But all from each, as from damnation, fly : 

“No union they pretend, but in Non- Popery. 

“Nor, should their members in a synod meet, 

“ Could any Church presume to mount the seat 
“ Above the rest, their discords to decide ; 465 

“ None would obey, but each would be the guide ; 

“ And face to face dissensions would increase, 

“For only distance now preserves the peace. 

“ All in their turns accusei*s and accused, 

“ Babel was never half so much confused. 470 

“ What one can plead the rest can plead as well, 

“For amongst equals lies no last appeal, 

“ And all confess themselves are fallible. 

“ Now, since you grant some necessary guide, 

“ All who can err are justly laid aside, 475 

“ Because a trust so sacred to confer 
‘ ‘ Shows want of such a sure intei-preter, 

“ And how can he be needful who can err ? 

“ Then, granting that unerring guide we want, 

* * That such there is you stand obliged to grant ; 4S0 

“ Our Saviour else were wanting to supply 
“ Our needs and obviate that necessity. 

“ It then remains, that Church can only be 
“ The guide which owns unfailing certainty ; 

“ Or else you slip your hold and change yoiu side, 485 
“ Relapsing from a necessary guide. 

“ But this annexed condition of the crown, 

“ Immunity from errors, you disown ; 

“"Here then you shrink, and lay your weak pretensions down. 
“For petty royalties you raise debate, 490 

“ But this unfailing universal State 
“You shun, nor dare succeed to such a glorious weight ; 

“ And for that cause those promises detest 
“ With which our Saviour did his Church invest ; 

“ But strive to evade, and fear to find them true, 495 

“ As conscious they were never meant to you ; 

“ All which the Mother-Church asserts her own, 

“ And with unrivalled claim ascends the throne. 

“ So, when of old the Almighty Father sate 
“ In council, to redeem our ruined state, 5 ^® 

“ Millions of millions, at a distance round, 

“ Silent the sacred consistory crowned, 

“ To hear what ruercy mixed with justice could propound ; 

* The Lutherans. 
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“ All promf)t with eager pity to fulfil 
“ The full extent of their Creator’s will. 505 

But when the stern conditions were declared, 

“ A mournful whisper through the host was heard, 

“ And the whole hierarchy with heads hung dowa 
** Submissively declined the ponderous proffered crown. 

Then, not till then, the eternal Son from high 
Rose in the strength of all the Deity ; 

** Stood forth to accept the terms, and underwent 
A weight which all the frame of heaven had beat, 

Nor he himself could bear, but as omnipotent. 

Now, to remove the least remaining doubt, 

That even the blear-eyed sects may find her out, 

* Behold what heavenly rays adorn her brows, 

** What from his wardrobe her beloved allows 
To deck the wedding-day of his unspotted spouse. 

Behold what marks of majesty she brings, 

** Richer than ancient heirs of Eastern kings ! 

Her right hand holds the sceptre and the keys, 

“ To show whom she commands, and who obeys : 

** With these to bind or set the sinner free, 

With that to assert spiritual* royalty. 

One in herself, not rent by schism, but sound, 

** Entire, one solid shining diamond, 

Not sparkles shattered into sects like you ; 

** One is the Church, and must be to be tiue, 

“ One central principle of unity. 

** As undivided, so from errors fiee ; 

As one in faith, so one in sanctity. 

Thus she, and none but she, the insulting rage 
Of heretics opposed from age to age ; 

“ Still when the giant-biood invades her throne. 

She stoops from heaven and meets them halfway clownl" 

And with paternal thunder vindicates her crown. 

But like Egyptian sorcerers you stand, 

And vainly lift aloft your magic wand 
“ To sweep away the swarms of vermin from the laud. 540 
“You could like them, with like infernal force, 

“ Produce the plague, but not arrest the course. 

“ Put when the boils and botches f w’ith disgrace 
“ \nd public scandal sat upon the face, 

“ Themselves attacked, the Magi strove no more, 545 

“ They saw God’s finger, and theii fate deplore; 

*• Themselves they could not cure of the dishonest sore.+ 

* The accent is on the second syllable of s^riiual. So al<50 in line 6 t 8. 
t Dryden\ woid botches is here restored: it was changed by Broughton into blotches, which has 
been printed ever bince. 

Young Hylas botched with stains too foul to name.'* 

Garth’s Disfenr^fy^ canto a. 

t And the magicians ^ould not stand before hToses because of the hoik; for the boil was upon 
thg magicians, and upon all the Egyptians.”* (Exodus ix. 11 ) The magicians had by their 
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“ Thus one, thus pure, behold her largely spread, 

Like the fair ocean fiom her mother-bed ; 

“ From east to west triumphantly she ncles, 550 

‘‘ All sliores are watered by her wealthy tides. 

“ The gospel-sound, diffused from pole to pole, 

Where winds can carry and where waves can roll, 

‘‘ The self-same doctrine of the sacred page 
“ Conveyed to every clime, in every age. 555 

“ Here let my sorrow give my satire place, 

To raise new blushes on my British race. 

‘‘ Our sailing ships like common shores we use, 

‘‘ And through our distant colonies diffuse 
“ The draughts of dungeons and the stench of stews, 56a 
** Whom, when their home-bred honesty is lost, 

** We disembogue* on some far Indian coas-t ; 

“ Thieves, pandars, palliards,+ sins of every sort ; 

“ Those are the manufactures we export, 

And these the missionersj our zeal has made ; 565 

For, with my country’s pardon be it said, 

** Religion is the least of all our trade. 

Yet some improve their traffic more than we ; 

For they on gain, their only god, rely, 

“ And set a public price on piety. 570 

Industrious of the needle§ and the chart, 

** They run full sail to their Japonian mart ; 

** Prevention fear, and prodigal of fame, 

Sell all of Christian to the vciy name, 

** Nor leave enough of that to hide their naked shame. H 575 
** Thus of three marks, which in the creed we view, 

“Not one of all can be applied to you ; 

“ Much less the fourth IT In vain, alas ! you seek 
“The ambitious title of Apostolic 

“ God-hke descent ! ’tis well yoiir blood can be 580 

“ Proved noble in the third or fourth degree; 

enchantments brought frogs xipon Egypt, after Aaron had done so ; out they had not been able to 
destroy them again, nor had they been able to get rid of the lice. “ Then the magicians said unto 
Pharaoh, This Is the finger of God ” (Exod vui 19,) , 

* Disoinbo^e, from the French verb dhejnhottcher, usually applied to a aver emptying itself 
into another or into the sea 

“ To where Fleet-ditch v/ith disemboguing stieams 
Rolls the large tribute of dead dogs to Thames ” 

Pope, Dunciad^ ii. 271. 

+ PalUard^ from the French ^aillard, a lecherous person 

t Missionaires was the word in the first edition, but was leplaced by viisdoners in the second; 
but intssioner^ is as strange to modem eyes as vitsstojiafres 
§ Industrious of the needle.’* See note on “Absalom and Achitophel,” line 479, for some 
instances of similar use of of. 

II Dryden here accuses the Dutch of denying their Christianity in order to trade in Japan, 
where Christians were forbidden to land. 

If Dryden has professed to describe the marks of the Catholic Church from the Nicene Creed. 
“And I believe in one Catholic and Apostolic Church.” Sec marginal note at line 326. Three 
marks are indicated m lines 526-531 ; unity, freedom from error, and sanctity. To the fourth, 
apo'itolic origin, he now proceeds 

■** Apostolic, pronounced with the accent on the second syllable, the thiid syllable short So in 
line 171, and again 613. 
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For all of ancient that you had before, 

“ (I mean what is not borrowed from our store,) 

“ Was error fulminated o’er and o’er ; 

“ Old heresies condemned m ages past, 585 

“ By care and time recovered from the blast 
“ ’Tis said with ease, but never can be proved, 

“ The Church her old foundations has removed, 

“ And built new doctrines on uiislable sands : 

“ Judge that, ye winds and rains ! you proved her, yet she stands.* 
“ Those ancient doctrines charged on her for new, 591 
“ Show when, and how, and from what hands they grew. 

“We claim no power, when heresies grow bold, 

“To coin new faith, but still declare the old. 

“ How else could that obscene disease be purged, 595 

“ When controverted texts are vainly urged? 

“To prove tradition new, there’s somewhat more 
“ Required, than saying, ’Twas not used before. 

* ‘ Those monumental arms are never stiired, 

“Till schism or heresy call clown Gohah’s sword. 600 

“ Thus what you call corruptions are in truth 
“ The first plantations of the gospel’s youth, 

“ Old standard faith ; but cast your eyes again, 

“ And view those errors which new sects maintain, 

“ Or which of old disturbed the Church’s peaceful reign 5605 
“ And we can point each period of the time, 

“ When they began, and who begot the crime ; 

“Can calculate how long the eclipse endured, 

“ Who interposed, what digits were obscured : 

“ Of all which are already passed away, 610 

“ We know the rise, the progress, and decay. 

“ Despair at our foundations then to strike, 

“ Till you can prove your faith Apostolic, 

“ A limpid stream drawn from the native source, 

“ Succession lawful in a lineal course. 615 

“ Prove any Church, opposed to this our head,, 

“ So one, so pure, so unconfinedly spread 
“ Under one chief of the spiritual state, 

“ The members all combined, and all subordinate. 

“ Show such a seamless coat, from schism so free, 620 
“ In no comrnunion joined with heresy. 

“ If such a one you find, let truth prevail ; 

“ Till when, your weights will in the balance faE 
“ A Church unprincipled kicks up the scale. 

“ But if you cannot think (nor sure you can 625 

“ Suppose ill God what were unjust in man) 

“ That He, the fountain of eternal grace, 

“ Should suffer falsehood, for so long a space, 

“ To banish truth and to usurp her place ; 

“ That seven f successive ages should be lost, 630 

“And preach damnation at their proper cost j 

* St Matthew vir. 24-7. 

t Nififi was the word, in the first edition, replaced by seven, in the second 
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That all your erring ancestors should die 
Drowned in the abyss of deep idolatry ; 

“ If piety foibid such thoughts to rise, 

“ Awake, and open yom* unwilling eyes : 635 

** God hath left nothing for each age undone, 

“ From this to that wherein he sent his Son ; 

** Then think but well of Him, and half your work is done. 

* * See how his Church, adorned with every grace, 

“With open arms, a kind forgiving face, 640 

“ Stands ready to prevent* her long-lost son’s embrace ! 
“Not more did Joseph o’er his brethren weep, 

“Nor less himself could from discovery keep, 

“ When in the crowd of suppliants they were seen, 

“ And in their crew his best-beloved Benjamin. 645 

TJte renun- u ^hat pious Joseph in the Church behold, 

“ To f^d your famine and refuse your gold ; 
to the Abbey The Joseph you exiled, the Joseph whom you sold.’ f 

Lands. Thus, while with heavenly charily she spoke, 

A streaming blaze the silent shadows broke ; 650 

Shot from the skies a cheerful azure light ; 

The birds obscene to forests winged their flight, 

And gaping graves received the wandering guilty sprite. 

Such were the pleasing triumphs of the sky 
For James his late nocturnal victory ; 655 

The pledge of his Almighty Patron’s love, 

The fireworks which his angels made above. 

Poeta I saw myself the lambent easy light 
loquitur. Gild the brown horror and dispel the night : t 

The messenger with speed the tidings bore, 660 

News, which three labouring nations did restore ; 

But Heaven’s own Nuncius was arrived before. 

By this the Hind had reached her lonely cell, 

And vapours rose, and dews unwholesome fell , 

When she, by frequent observation wise, 665 

^As one who long on heaven had fixed her eyes* 

Discerned a change of weather in the skies. 

The western bordeis were with crimson spread, 

The moon descending looked all flaming red ; 


* Preventy anticipate, the common sense of the word in Diyden. Among other instances, see 

** Stanzas on Cromwell,” 4 ; Absalom and Achuophel,” 344 . , 

+ Drydcn’s marginal note explains this passage as referring to a formal renunciation recently 
made by the English Benedictine monks of the abbey-lands which had belonged to their order 
before the Reformation. This was in order to quiet the fears of proprietors and aid in restoring 
the Roman Catholic religion in England, 

t From Dryden’s marginal note, *Foeta loquiiury" it is to he understood that he here describes 
a natural phenomenon witnessed by himself. James’s ‘Mate nocturnal victory” must be the 
battle of Sedgmoor, which began on the afternoon of July 6, 1685, and was not finished till the 
break of day, July 7. Dryden appears to refer to an Aiifora Borealis or a remarkable pheno- 
menon of shooting stars seen by himself on that night, but there is no other known mention of 
this circumstance. Dryden’s witty parodists twitted him with this ** Poeta loquitur*' “ But 
when I get any noble thought which I envy a mouse should say, I clap it down ki my own person 
with a Poeta loquitur; which, take notice, is a surer sign of a fine thing in my writings than a 
hand in the margent anywhere else ** (The Hind and the Panther Transversed to the Story of the 
Country Mouse and the City Mouse ) 
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She thought good manners bound her to invite 
The stranger dame to be her guest that night. 

’Tis true, coarse diet and a short repast, 

She said, were weak inducements to the taste 
Of one so nicely bred and so unused to fast ; 

But what plain fare her cottage could afford, 

A hearty welcome at a homely board 
Was freely hers ; and to supply the rest, 

An honest meaning and an open breast. 

Last, with content of mind, the poor man’s wealth, 

A grace-cup to their common patron’s health. 

This she desired her to accept, and stay, 

For fear she might be wildered in her way. 

Because she wanted an unerring guide ; 

And then the dew-drops on her silken hide 
Her tender constitution did declare 
Too lady-like a long fatigue to bear, 

And rough inclemencies of raw nocturnal air. 

But most she feared that, travelling so late, 

Some evil-minded beasts might lie in wait, 

And without witness wreak their hidden hate. 

The Panther, though she lent a listening ear, 

Had more of Lion in her than to fear ; 

Yet wisely weighing, since she had to deal 
With many foes, their numbers might prevail, 
Returned her all the thanks she could afford. 

And took her friendly hostess at her word ; 

Who, entering first her lowly roof, a shed 
With hoary moss and winding ivy spread, 

Honest enough to hide an humble hermit’s head. 

Thus graciously bespoke her welcome guest : 

So might these walls, with your fair presence blest, 
Become your dwelling-place of everlasting lest, 

** Not for a night, or quick revolving year, 

“ Welcome an owner, not a sojourner. 

This peaceful seat my poverty secures ,* 

“War seldom enters but where wealth allures ; 

“Nor yet despise it, for this poor abode 
“ Has oft received and yet receives a God ; 

“ A God, victoiious of the Stygian race, 

“ Here laid his sacred limbs, and sanctified the place. 
“ This mean retreat did mighty Pan contain 
“ Be emulous of him, and pomp disdain, 

“ And dare not to debase your soul to gain.” 

The silent stranger stood amazed to see 
Contempt of wealth and wilful poverty ; 

And, though ill habits are not soon controlled, 

A while suspended her desire of gold ; 
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» In Part i, line 284, Bryden has spoken of Christ as “the blessed Pan.-*' Here not is 
Chribt called ** mighty Pan,^* but his victory over death is_ described ^ virtory oyer the Stygian 
race. The mixture of religion and classical mythology m this passage is suffiaently incongruous, 
and has been justly criticized by Dr. Johnson,^ 
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But civilly drew in her sharpened paws, 

Not violating hospitable laws, 

And pacified her tail and licked her frothy jaws. 720 

The Hind did first her country cates provide ;* 

Then couched her self securely by her side. 
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THE THIRD PART. 

Much malice mingled with a little wit 
Perhaps may censure this mysterious writ, 

Because the Muse has peopled Caledon 

With Panthers, Bears, and Wolves, and beasts unknown, 

As if we v/ere not stocked with monsters of our own. 5 

Let .^Esop answer, who has set to view 

Such kinds as Greece and Phrygia never knew ; 

And Mother Hubbard in her homely dress 
Has sharply blamed a British Lioness, 

That Queen, whose feast the factious rabble keep, 10 

Exposed obscenely naked and asleep, f 
Led by those great examples, may not I 
The wanted organs of their words supply ? 

If men transact like brutes, ’tis equal then 
For brutes to claim the privilege of men. 15 

Others our Hind of folly will indite 
To entertain a dangerous guest by night. 

Let those remember, that she cannot die 
Till rolling time is lost in round eternity 


* CateSf provisions, contracted from an old word acJiates or acaies^ the French achais. 

“ The kitchen clerk, that hight Digestion, 

Did order all th’ achates in seemly wise ” 

Spenser, Fairy Queen^ ii. 9, 31. 

“ A sordid rascal, one that never made 
Good meal m his sleep, but sells the acates are sent him.’' 

Ben Jonson, Staple of Mews, act 2, sc i 

+ Dryden vindicates his fable by the example of Spenser in his “ Mother Hubbard’s Tale,’* an 
allegory in which Queen Elizabeth was represented as a Lion asleep, while the Ape and the Fox, 
ministers, usurped her functions and made misgovemment 

*‘The Lion, sleeping, lay in secret shade, 

His crown and sceptre lying him beside, 

And havmg doft for heat his dreadful hide.” 

This is how she was “ exposed obscenely naked and asleep ” The pope-hurnings of Queen 
Elizabeth’s night, which had occurred every year since the excitement of the Popish Plot, are 
referred to in the words “ whose feast the factiou.s rabble keep.” 

** Round eternity.” See notes on cirmtlar, “Stanzas on Cromwell,” 5, and cinie, ** Absalom 
and At^itophel/’ 839. Cleaveland has Eternity’s round womb ” (Poems, 1639, p 58). 

“ As round and full as the great circle of eternity ” 

Sprat’s Pindaric Ode on 
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Nor need she fear the Panther, though untamed, 20 

Because the Lion’s peace was now proclaimed:* 

The wary savage would not give oftence, 

To forfeit the protection of her Prince, 

But watched the time her vengeance to complete, 

When all her fairy sons in fiequent senate met ; t 25 

Meanwhile she quenched her liiry at the flood 
And with a lenten salad cooled her blood. 

Their commons, though but coarse, were nothing scant, 

Nor did their minds an equal banquet want. 

For now the Hind, whose noble nature strove 30 

To express her plain simplicity of love, 

Did all the honours of her house so well, 

No sharp debates disturbed the friendly meal. 

She turned the talk, avoiding that extreme. 

To common dangeis past, a sadly pleasing theme ; 35 

Bemembermg every storm which tossed the State, 

When both were objects of the public hate, 

And dropped a tear betwixt for her own childien’s fate. 

Nor failed she then a full review to make 
Of what the Panther suffered for her sake : 40 

Her lost esteem, her truth, her loyal care, 

Her faith unshaken to an exiled heir,$ 

Her strength to endure, her courage to defy. 

Her choice of honouiable infamy. - 

On these prolixly thankful she enlarged j 45 

Then with acknowledgments her sell she charged i 
For friendship, of it self an holy tie, 

Is made more sacred by adversity. 

Now should they part, malicious tongues would say 
They met like chance companions on the way, 50 

Whom mutual fear of robbeis had possessed ; 

While danger lasted, kindness was professed ; 

But that once o’er, the shoit-lived union ends, 

The road divides, and there divide the friends. 

The Panther nodded when her speech was done, 5^ 

And thanked her coldly in a hollow tone : 

But said, her gratitude had gone too far 
For common offices of Christian care. 

If to the lawful heir she had been true, 

She paid but Csesar what was Caesar’s due. 60 

“ I might,” she added, “ with like praise describe 
“ Your suffeiing sons, and so return your bribe : 


* James II.’s Declaration of Tnchxlgencc. 

+ “ Frequent senate’* means here numerous, -well-attended, a Latin use of the word freqitens 
" Frequens senatus" in this sense occurs in Cicero (Eput Fam. x. 12). 

' The great seraphic lords and cherubim 

' In close recess and secret conclave sat, 

I A thousand derai-gods on golden seats, 

i' Frequent and full. ” 

j Milton, Paradise Lesi^ i 794. 

j Z The firm adherence of the Church of England to James, when, being Duke of York, he was 
I in exile at Brussels, and the Exclusion Bill was being promoted ag^st him. 
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** But incense from my hands is poorly prized, 

For gifts are scorned where givers are despised, 

“ I served a turn, and then was cast away ; 65 

“You, like the gaudy fly, your wings display, 

“ And sip the sweets, and bask m your great Pali on’s day.” 

This heard, the matron was not slow to find 
"What sort of malady had seized her mind : 

Disdain, with gnawing envy, fell despite, 

And cankered malice stood in open sight : 

Ambition, interest, pride without control, 

And jealousy, the jaundice of the soul ; 

Revenge, the bloody minister of ill, 

With all the lean tormenters of the will. 75 

*Twas easy now to guess from whence arose 
Her new-made union with her ancient foes, 

Her forced civilities, her faint embrace, 

Affected kindness with an altered face : 

Yet durst she not too deeply probe the wound, 80 

As hoping still the nobler parts were sound ; 

But strove with anodynes to assuage the smart, 

And mildly thus her medicine did impart; 

“ Complaints of lovers help to ease their pain ; 

“ It shows a rest of kindness to complain, 85 

“ A friendship loth to quit its former hold, 

“ And conscious merit may be justly bold. 

“ But much more just your jealousy would show, 

“ If others’ good were injury to you : 

“ Witness, ye heavens, how I rejoice to see 90 

“ Rewarded worth and rising loyalty ! 

“ Your warrior offspring that upheld the crown, 

“ The scarlet honours of your peaceful gown, 

“ Are the most pleasing objects I can find, 

‘ ‘ Charms to my sight and cordials to my mind. 95 

“ When virtue spooms* before a prosperous gale, 

“ My heaving wishes help to fill the sail ; 

And if my prayers for all the brave were heard, 

“ Caesar should still have such, and such should still reward. 

“ The laboured earth your pains have sowed and tilled ; 

“ ’Tis just you reap the product of the field. loi 

“ Yours be the harvest, ’tis the beggai’s gain 
“ To glean the fallings of the loaded wain. 

“ Such scattered ears as are not worth your care 
“ Your charity for alms may safely spare, 105 

“ And alms are but the vehicles of prayer. 

“ My daily bread is literally implored ; 

J I have no barns nor granaries to hoard. 

* If Caesar to his own his hand extends, 

‘I Say which of yours his charity offends ; 1 10 

‘You know, he largely gives to more than are his friends. 

Are you defrauded, when he feeds the poor? 

“ Our mite decreases nothing of your store. 

* To is a sea-term applied to a ship under sail going right before the wind. 
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** I am but few,* and by your fare you see 
“ My crying sms are not of luxury. 

“ Some juster motive sure your mind withdraws 
“ And makes you break our friendship’s holy laws, 

“ For barefaced envy is too base a cause. 

Show more occasion for your discontent ; 

^ Your love, the Wolf, would help you to invent. 

Some German quarrel, + or, as times go now, 

“ Some French, where force is uppermost, will do. 

When at the fountain’s head, as merit ought 
‘‘ To claim the place, you take a swilling draught, 

“ How easy ’tis an envious eye to throw 
“ And tax the sheep for troubling streams below ; 

“ Or call her, when no farther cause you find, 

“ An enemy professed of all your kind ! 

But then, perhaps, the wicked world would think 
The Wolf designed to eat as well as drink.” 

This last allusion galled the Panther more, 

Because indeed it rubbed upon the sore ; 

Yet seemed she not to wince, $ though shrewdly pained, 
But thus her passive character maintained : 

** I never ^dged, whatever my foes report. 

Your flaunting fortune in the Lion’s com-t. 

‘‘ You have your day, or you are much behed, 

But I am always on the suffering side ; 

You know my doctrine, and I need not say 
I will not, but I cannot disobey. 

On this firm principle I ever stood : 

“ He of my sons who fails to make it good 
By one rebellious act renounces to my blood.” § 

Ah ! ” said the Hind, how many sons have you 
Who call you mother whom you never knew I 
“ But most of them who that relation plead 
“ Are such ungracious youths as wish you dead. 

They gape at rich revenues which you hold 
“ And fain would nibble at your gi*andam gold ; 

** Inquire into your years, and laugh to find 
“ Your crazy temper shows yoji much declined. 

“ Were you not dim and doted, H you might see 
A pack of cheats that claim a pedigree, 

** No more of kin to you than you to me. 

** Do you not know that for a little com 
“ Heralds can foist a name into the line ? 

“ They ask you blessing but for what you have ; 

“ But once possessed of what with care you save, 

The wanton boys would piss upon your grave. 


H am but few.” Compare “ a numeroua exile,” Part x, line 20. 1 • 1 j 

f A German quarrel, from the French phrase, wie qttereUe A llemande, ior a quarrel piclcea 
without cause. France under Louis XIY. made such quarrels where it suited, trusting to 

superior force. , , 

X spelt wmcAi by Dryden. The verb lance h similarly spelt hy him lanch. 

§ To renmnce a Gallicism See marginal note in Part a, p. 252. 

11 Doted^ foolish from age ; an obsolete word. 
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Your sons of latitude* * * § that court your grace, 160 

“ Though most resembling you in form and face, 

“ Are far the worst of your pretended race ; 

And, but I blush your honesty to blot, 

Pray God you prove them lawfully begot ; 

** For in some Popish libels I have read 165 

** The Wolf has been too busy in your bed ; 

“ At least their hinder parts, the belly-piece, 

The paunch and all that Scorpio claims are his. 

Their malice too a sore suspicion brmgs, 

“ For though they dare not bark, they snarl at kings. 170 
Nor blame them for intruding in your Ime ; 

“Fat bishoprics are still of right divine. 

“ Think you your new French proselytes are come 
“To starve abroad, because they starved at home? 

“ Your benefices twinkled from afar, 175 

“ They found the new Messiah by the star. 

“ Those Swisses fight on any side for pay, 

“ And ^tis the living that conforms, not they. 

“ Mark with what management their tribes divide, 

“ Some stick to you, and some to t’other side, 180 

“ That many churches may for many mouths provide. 

“ More vacant pulpits would more converts make ; 

“ All would have latitude enough to take. 

“ The rest unbeneficed your sects maintain, 

“For ordinations without cures are vain, 185 

“ And chamber practice is a silent gain. 

“ Your sons of breadth at home are much like these ; 

“ Their soft and yielding metals run with ease j 
“ They melt, and take the figure of the mould, 

“ But harden and preserve it best in gold.” 190 

“ Your Delphic sword,” the Panther then replied, 

“ Is double-edged and cuts on either side. 

“ Some sons of mine, who bear upon their shield 
Three steeples argent in a sable field, f 
Have sharply taxed your converts, who unfed 195 

“ Have followed you for miracles of bread ; 

“ Such who themselves of no religion are, 

“ Allured with gain, for any will declare. 

“ Bare lies with bold assertions they can face,:!: 

“ But dint of argument is out of place ; 200 

“ The grim logician § puts them in a fright, 

“ ’Tis easier far to flourish than to fight. 

* The “ sons of latitude/' afterwards called ** sons of breadth” (line 187), and* ‘broad- way sons ” 
(229), axe the divines of the Church who were for widening the basis of the Chuich of England, and 
for endeavouring to comprehend a large portion of the Dissenters. Leaders of this school of 
divines were Tillotson, Stillingfleet, and Burnet. 

+ This is supposed to mean plurmists, with special reference to Stillfingfleet. 

t The meaning pf this line is, “ they can put a facing of bold assertions on bare lies.” 

§ The phrase “gnm logician” is apphed by Stillingfleet in hi# “ Vindication” to Dry den. The 
whole of this passage,^ lines iSo-ais^ is a paraphrase of sentences and arguments in Stillingfleet's 

Vinditation ” Stillingfleet had argued against'rthe imputation on the Reformation resting on 
Henry VIII. 's divorce and marriage, and had repelled Dryden's assertion that there was n6 Pro- 
testant treatise on Humility. 
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“ Thus, our eighth Henry’s marrhage they defame; 

“ They say the schism of beds began the game, 

Divorcing from the Church to wed tlie dame ; 205 

“ Though largely proved, and by himself professed, 

“ That conscience, conscience would not let him rest, 

“ I mean, not till possessed of her he loved, 

“ And old, uncharming Catherine was removed, 

^ “For sundry years before did he com'plain, 210 

“ And told his ghostly confessor his pam. 

“ With the same impudence, without a ground 
“ They say that, look the Reformation round, 

“No Treatise of Humility is found. 

“ But if none were, the Gospel does not want, 215 

“ Our Saviour preached it, and I hope you grant 
“ The Seimon in the Mount was Protestant.” 

“No doubt,” replied the Hind, “ as sure as all 
“ The writings of Saint Peter and Saint Paul ; 

“ On that decision let it stand or fall. 220 

“ Now for my converts, who, you say, unfed 
“ Have followed me for miracles of bread. 

“ Judge not by hearsay, but observe at least, 

“ If since their change their loaves have been incieast. 

“ The Lion buys no converts ; if he did, ^ 22$ 

“ Beasts would be sold as fast as he could bid, 

“ Tax those of inteipt who conform for gain* 

“ Ox stay the market of another reign ; 

“ Your broad-way sons w'ould never be too nice 
“ To close with Calvin, if he paid their price ; 230 

“ But, raised thiee steeples higher, would change their note, 

** And quit the cassock for the canting-coat. 

“ Now, if you damn this censure as too bold, 

“ Judge by your selves, and think not others sold. 

“ Meantime my sons accused by fame’s report 235 

“ Pay small attendance at the Lion’s court, • 

“ Nor rise with early crowds, nor flatter late, 

“ (For silently they beg who daily wait.) 

“ Preferment is bestowed that comes unsought ; 

“ Attendance is a bribe, and then ’tis bought. 2^0 

“ How they should speed, their fortune is untried ; 

“ For not to ask is not to be denied. 

“ For what they have their God and King they bless, 

“ And hope they should not murmur had they less. 

“ But if reduced subsistence to implore, 245 

* ‘ In common prudence they would pass your door. 

Unpitied Hudibras, your champion friend, 

“ Plas shown how far your charities extend. 

“ This lasting verse shall on his tomb be read, 

“ He shamed you livings and upbraids ym deadP^ 250 


Tix those of interest, ” a Galhmm. ^ 

+ Towards the close of Charles II.’s reigtt, Bryden, had written to . 

Rochester, “Tis enough for one age to have neglected Mr. C^vdey M .K 

Scott justly observes that the King was more to blame than the Church for the nej^cStui 3 
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** With odious atheist names you load your foes ; 

“ Your liberal clergy why did I expose ? 

“ It never fails in charities like those. 

** In climes where true religion is professed, 

That imputation were no laughing jest ; 255 

But Imprbnatur, witli a chaplain’s name, 

“ Is here sufficient licence to defame.* 

What wonder is’t that black detraction thrives ? 

** The homicide of names is less than lives, 

** And yet the perjured murderer survives.” 260 

This said, she paused a little, and suppressed 
The boiling indignation of her breast. 

She knew the virtue of her blade, nor would 
Pollute her satire with ignoble blood ; 

Her panting foes she saw before her lie, •. 265 

And back she drew the shining weapon dry. 

So when the generous Lion has in sight 
His equal match, he rouses for the fight ; 

But when his foe lies prostrate on the plain, 

He sheathes his paws, uncurls his angry mane, 270 

And, pleased with bloodless honours of the day, 

Walks over and disdains the inglorious prey. 

So James, if great with less we may compare, 

Arrests his rolling thunder-bolts in air ; 

And grants ungrateful friends a lengthened space 275 

To implore the remnants of long-suffeAng giace. 

This breathing-time the matron took ; and then 
Resumed the thrid of her discourse again. 

“ Be vengeance wholly left to powers divine, 

And let Heaven judge betwixt your sons and mine : 280 

* ‘ If joys hereafter must be purchased here 
“ With loss of all that mortals hold so dear, 

** Then welcome infamy and public shame, 

And last, a long farewell to worldly fame. 

’Tis said with ease, but oh, how hardly tried 285 

“ By haughty souls to human honour tied I 
“ O sharp convulsive pangs of agonizing pride 1 
“ Down then, thou rebel, never more to rise ; 

“ And what thou didst and dost so dearly prize, 

“ That fame, that darling fame, make that thy sacrifice. 290 
’Tis nothing thou hast given ; then add thy tears 
“ For a long race of mirepenting years : 

^Tis nothing yet, yet all thou hast to give : 

“ Then add those may-be years thou hast to live ; 

“ Yet nothing still : then poor and naked come, 295 

Thy Father will receive his unthrift home, 

“ And thy blest Saviour’s blood discharge the mighty sum. 

* Dryden here refers to StilUngfleet’s severe reflections on himself. His tracts were licensed 
by the Archbishop of Canterbury's chaplain The following had probably stung Dryden to the 
quick 7 If I thought there were no such thing in the world as true religion, and that the priests 
of all rdigions are alike, I might have been as nimble a conveit, and as early a defender of the 
royal papers, as any one of thes>e champions. For why should not one who believes ,no religion, 
jdedare for axiyV* 
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** Thus,*’ she pursued, “ I disciphne a son, 

“ Whose unchecked fiiry to revenge would run ; 

“ He champs the bit, impatient of his loss, 300 

“ And starts aside and flounders at the Cross. 

Instruct him better, gracious God, to know 
“ As Thine is vengeance, so forgiveness too ; 

“ That, suffering from ill tongues, he bears no more 
“ Than what his Sovereign bears and what his Saviour 

bore. 305 

It now remains for you to school your child, 

** And ask why God’s anointed he reviled ; 

A King and Princess dead ! did Shimei worse? 

The cursor’s punishment should fright the curse 
“ Your son was warned, and wisely gave it o’er, 310 

“ But he who counselled him has paid the score ; 

The heavy malice could no higher lend. 

But woe to him on whom the weights descend. 

“ So to permitted ills the daemon flies; 

“ His rage is aimed at him who rules the skies : 315 

Constrained to quit his cause, no succour found, 

“ The foe discharges eveiy tire around, 

‘‘ In clouds of smoke abandoning the fight ; 

But his own thundering peals proclaim his flight. 

** In Henry’s change his charge as ill succeed ; 320 

“ To that long story little answer needs : 

“ Confront but Henry’s words with Henry’s deeds. 

Were space allowed, with ease it might be proved, 

What springs his blessed reformation movea. 

“ The dire effects appeared in open sight, 325 

** Which from the cause he calls a distant flight, 

“ And yet no larger leap than from the sun to light 
“ Now last, your sons a double paean sound, 

“ A Treatise of Humility is found. 

“ ’Tis found, but better had it ne’er been sought 330 

“ Than thus in Protestant procession brought. 

** The famed original thiough Spain is known, 

“ Rodriguez’ work, my celebrated son, 

“ Which yours by ill-translating made his own ;t 
“ Concealed its author, and usurped the 'name, 335 

“ The basest and ignoblest theft of fame. 

‘‘ My altars kindled first that living coal ; 

“ Restore, or practise better what you stole ; 

“ That virtue could this humble verse inspire, 

’Tis all the restitution I require.” 34^ 


^ Here Dryden unjustly accuses Stillingfleet of having reviled Charles 11 . and the Duchess of 
York, m his answer to their Papers. . . , « r . -rr- ^ j . 

+ Alonzo Rodriguez, a Jesuit, wrottf a work called Exeijicio de Perfecion y Yirtuaei 
Cristianas,” published at Seville, 1609. See note in Preface, p. 222, on a mistake said to be maae 
by Dryden as to the English treatise of a Protestant on Humuity, mentioned by Stuhnmcet, ana 
descried by Dryden as a Translation by Duncombe of the tieatxse of Rodri^ez. TvE 
referred to by StiUingfleet was by an author named AUmi, supposed to be the Reverend Thomas 
AUen, rector of Kettering, in Northamptonshire. 
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Glad was the Panther that the charge was closed, 

And none of all her favourite sons exposed ; 

For laws of arms permit each injured ipan 
To make himself a saver where he can. 

Perhaps the plundered mei chant cannot tell 
The names of pirates in whose hands he fell ; 

But at the den of thieves he justly flies, 

And every Algerine is lawful pnze. 

No private person in the foe’s estate 
Can plead exemption from the public fate. 

Yet Christian laws allow not such redress ,* 

Then let the greater supersede the less : 

But let the abettors of the Panther’s crime 
Learn to make fairer wars another time. 

Some characters may sure be found to write 
Among her sons ; for ’tis no common sight, 

A spotted dam, and all her offspring white. 

The savage, though she saw her plea controlled, 

Yet would not wholly seem to quit her hold. 

But offered fairly to compound the strife 
And judge conversion by the convert’s life. 

** ’Tis true,” she said, I think if somewhat strange 
“ So few should follow profitable change ; 

For present joys are more to flesh and blood 
** Than a dull prospect of a distant good. 

“ ’Twas well alluded by a son of mine, 

“ (I hope to quote him is not to purloin,) 

** Two magnets, heaven and earth, allure to bliss ; 

** The larger loadstone that, the nearer this ; 

** The weak attraction of the greatei fails ; 

We nod awhile, but neighbourhood prevails ; 

“ But when the greater proves the nearer too, 

** I wonder more your converts come so slow. 

** Methinks in those who firm with me remain, 

“ It shows a nobler principle than gain.” 

“^our inference would be strong,” the Hind replied^ 
“ If yours were in effect the suffering side ,* 

** Your clergy-sons their own in peace possess, 

** Nor are their' prospects in reversion less. 

** My proselytes are struck with awful dread, 

** Your bloody comet-laws hang blazing o’er their head ; 

The respite they enjoy but only lent, 

“ The best they have to hope, protracted punishment. 

“ Be judge your self, if interest may prevail, 

“ Which motives, yours or mine, will turn the scale. 

“ While pride and pomp allure, and plenteous ease, 

** That is, till man’s predominant passions cease, 

“ Admire no longer at my slow increase. 

“ By e4ucation most have been misled ; 

** Sq ^liey believe, because they so were bred. 

** The priest continues what the nurse began, 

** And thus the child imposes on the man. 
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The rest I named before, nor need repeat ; 

** But interest is the most prevailing cheat, 

The sly seducer both of age and youth ; 395 

“ They study that, and think they study truth. 1 

“ When interest fortifies an argument. 

Weak reason serves to gain the will’s assent ; 

For souls, already warped, receive an easy bent. 

Add long prescription of established laws, 400 I 

** And pique of honour to maintain a cause, 

“ And shame of change, and fear of future ill, j 

‘‘ And zeal, the blind conductor of the will ; ! 

And chief among the still-mistaking crowd, j 

“ The fame of teachers obstinate and proud, 405 j 

And, more than all, the private judge allowed ; 

“ Disdain of Fathers which the dance began, 

“ And last, uncertain whose the narrower span, 

“ The clown unread, and half-read gentleman.” 

To this the Panther, with a scornful smile : 410 

‘‘Yet still you travail with unwearied toil, 

And range around the realm without control, 

“ Among my sons for proselytes to prowl ; 

And here and there you snap some silly soul. 

You hinted fears of future change in state ; 415 

** Pray Heaven you did not prophesy your fate I 
Perhaps, you think your time of triumph near, 

“ But may mistake the season of the year ; 

“ The Swallows’ fortune gives you cause to fear.” 

“For charity,” replied the matron, “ tell 420 

“ What sad mischance those pretty birds befel.” i 

“ Nay, no mischance,” the savage dame replied, ' 

“ But want of wit in their unerring guide, 

“ And eager haste and gaudy hopes and giddy pude. 

“ Yet, wishing timely warning may picvail, 425 

“ Make you the moral, and I’ll tell the tale. 

“ The Swallow, privileged above the rest 
“ Of all the biids as man’s familiar guest. 

“ Pursues the sun in summer, brisk and bold, 

“ But wisely shuns the pcrs«cuting cold ; • 430 

“ Is well to chancels and to chimneys known, 

“ Though ’tis not thought she feeds on smoke alone. 

“ From hence she has been held of heavenly line, 

“ Endued with particles of soul divine. 

“ This merry chorister had long possessed 435 

“ Her summer seat, and featheied well her nest ; 

“ Till frowning skies began to change their cheer,* 

“ And time turned up the wrong side of the year ;t 
“ The shedding trees began the ground to strow 
“ With yellow leaves, and bitter blasts to blow. 440 

CJieer^ face, countenance. 

t In this sin^Iar description of the approach of winter, Diyden perhaps had in mind a phrase 
of Horace t gimul inversum contristat Aquarius annum.” 

1 Sat I. 36. 
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“Sad auguries of winter tlience she diew, 

“ Which by instinct or prophecy she knew ; 

“ When prudence warned her to remove betimes, 

“ And seek a better heaven and warmer climes. 

“ Her sons were summoned on a steeple’s height,* 445 
And, called in common council, vote a flight ; 

“ The day was named, the next that should be fair ; 

“ All to the general rendezvous repair, 

“ They try their fluttering wings and trust themselves in air; 
“ But whether upward to the moon they go, 450 

“ Or dream the winter out in caves below, 

“ Or hawk at flies elsewhere, concerns not us to know. 

“ Southwards, you may be sure, they bent their flight, 

“ And harboured in a hollow rock at night ; 

“ Next mom they rose, and set up every sail ; 455 

“ The wind was fair, but blew a mackrel gale : f 
“ The sickly young sat shivering on the shore, 

“ Abhorred salt-water never seen before, 

“ And prayed their tender mothers to delay 
“ The passage, and expect a fairer day. 460 

“ With these the Martin readily concurred, 

“ A church-begot and church-believing bird ; 

“ Of little body, but of lo% mind, 

“ Round bellied, for a dignity designed, 

And much a dunce, as Martins are by kind ; 465 

Yet often quoted Canon-laws and Code 
And Fathers which he never understood ; 

** But little learning needs in noble blood. J 
“ For, sooth to say, the Swallow brought him in 
Her household chaplain and her next of kin : 470 

“ In superstition silly to excess, 

“ And casting schemes by planetary guess ; 

* * In fine, short-winged, unfit himself to fly, 

“ His fear foretold foul weather in the sky. 

Besides, a Raven from a withered oak 475 

“ Left of their lodging was observed to croak. § 


^ This account of the Swallows’ meeting refers to an assembljr of the Roman Catholics held at 
the Savoy in t686, under the presidency of Father Petre, a Jesuit and the King’s Confessor, who 
is here the Martin. The object of the assembly was to consider how the interests of the Roman 
Catholics would be best promoted. Many feared that King James’s measures would in the end 
bring trouble and danger on the Roman Catholics. Some proposed to petition the King for leave 
to sell their estates and emigrate to France. Father Petre opposed this, and counselled trust in 
James. 

t Mackarel are best caught during a fresh gale of wind, which is therefore called a mackarel gale. 

J Thiis account of Father Petre, who is clearly intended by the Martin, comes from the Panther, 
but still it is clear that Dryden disliked Petre. The English Roman Catholics were divided into 
two parties, moderate Papists and swporters of the Jesuits : and it is to be inferred that Dryden 
was against the Jesuits. Edward Petre, the King’s Confessor and Clerk of the Closet, was a 
member of the noble family of Petre. 

§ A raven oh the left was regarded by the Romans as a sure prophet. 

Quod nisi me quacunque novas incidere lites. 

Ante sinistra cava monuisset ab ihce cornix, 

Nec tuus hie Moens neeViveret ipse Menalcas 

ViRG Eel ix 14. 
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That omen liked him not ; so his advice 
Was present safety, bought at any price ; 

** A seeming pious care that covered cowardice. 

“ To strengthen this, he told a boding dream, 

“ Of rising waters and a troubled stream, 

‘‘ Sure signs of anguish, dangers, and distress, 

“ With something more not lawful to express: 

By which he slyly seemed to intimate 
“ Some secret revelation of their fate. 

“ For he concluded, once upon a time, 

‘‘ He found a leaf inscribed with sacred rhyme, 

“ Whose antique characters did well denote 
“ The Sibyl’s hand of the Cumsean grot : 

“ The mad divineress had plainly writ,* ** 

“ A time should come (but many ages yetj 
‘‘ In which sinister destinies ordain 
“ A dame should drown with all her feathered train, 

** And seas from thence be called the Chelidonian main.f 
‘‘ At this, some shook for fear ; the more devout 495 

“ Arose, and blessed themselves from head to foot. 

’Tis true, some stagers of the wiser sort 
Made all these idle wonderments their sport : 

“ 'fliey said, their only danger was delay, 

And he who heard what eveiy fool could say 500 

Would never fix his thoughts, but trim his time away. 

The passage yet was good ; the wind, ’tis true. 

Was somewhat high, but that was nothing new, 

Nor more than usual equmoxes blew. 

The sun, already from the Scales declined, 505 

“ Gave little hopes of better days behind, 

“ But change from bad to worse of weather and of wind. 

“ Nor need they fear the dampness of the sky 
** Should flag Iheir wings, and hindeV them to fly; 

“ ’Twas only water thrown on sails too dry. j^io 

' But, least of all, philosophy presumes 
“ Of truth in dreams from mekneholy fumes ; 

** Perhaps the Martin, housed in holy ground, 

Might think of ghosts that walk their midnight round, 

“ Till grosser atoms tumbling in the stream 515 

Of fancy madly met and clubbed into a dream : 

“ As little weight his vain presages bear, 

Of ill effect to such alone who fear ; 

“ Most prophecies are of a piece with these, 

** Each Nostradamus J can foretell with case : 520 

* *^Mad <iivineres<5,” The ‘^insana vates” of Virgil, who so describe'^ the Sibyl of Cumas, 
committing her prophedcs to leaves. 

** lTi‘>anam vatem adspides, quae rupe sub ima 
5 , Fata canit, foliisque notas et nomina mandat 

. ySn. iii. 443. 

f The Greek for swallow is cJielidon , , . . , - . 

X Nostradamus, Michel Notre Dame, a famous French physician and prophet, born I 5 ° 3 » 
died 1566 , from whom comes this general name of a prophet 
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“Not naming persons, and confounding times, 

“ One casual truth supports a thousand l3dng rh3nnes. 

“ The advice was true; but fear had seized the most, 

“ And all good counsel is on cowards lost. 

“ The question crudely put to shun delay, 525 

“ ’Twas carried by the major part to stay. 

“ His point thus gained, Sir Martin dated thence 
* ‘ His pow’er, and from a priest became a prince. 

“He ordered all things with a busy care, 

“ And cells and refectories did prepare, 530 

“ And large provisions laid of winter faie ; 

“ But now and then let fall a word or two 
“ Of hope, that Heaven some miiacle might show, 

“ And for their sakes the sun should backward go, 

“ Against the laws of nature upward climb, 535 

“ And, mounted on the Ram, renew the prime 
“ For which two proofs in sacred story lay, 

“ Of Ahaz’ dial and of Joshua’s day.t 
“ In expectation of such times as these, 

“ A chapel housed them, truly called of ease ; 540 

“ For Martin much devotion did not ask ; 

“ They prayed sometimes, and that was all their task. 

“ It happened (as beyond the reach of wit 
“ Blind prophecies may have a lucky hit) 

“ That this accomplished, or at least in part, 545 

“ Gave great repute to their new Mcrlims art. 

“ Some Swifts, the giants of the Swallow kind,t 
“ Large-limbed, stout-hearted, but of stupid mind, 

“ (For Swisses or for Gibconites designed,) 

“ These lubbers, peeping through a broken pane 550 

“ To suck fresh air, surveyed the neighbouring plain, 

“ And saw (but scarcely could believe theii eyes) 

“New blossoms flourish and new fioweis arise, 

‘ * As God had been abroad, and walking there 
“ Had left his footsteps and reformed tlie year. 555 

“ The sunny hills from far were seen to glow 
“ With glittering beams, and in the meads below 
“ The burnished brooks appeared with liquid gold to flow. 

“ At last they heard the foolish Cuckoo sing, 

“ Whose note proclaimed the holy-day of spring. 560 

“ No longer doubting, all prepare to fly 
“ And repossess their patrimonii sky. 

“ The priest before them did his wings display ; 

“ And that good omens might attend their way, 

“ As luck would have it, ’twas St. Martin’s day. 565 

“ Who but the Swallow now triumphs alone? 

“ The canopy of heaven is all her own ; 


• " The prime,*' the spring: 

I 1 “ Ahi?' dial ” (2 Kings xx ), used as an iIIustKition by Brydcii in “Tlircnodia Augustalis/* 
j and Joshua's day” (Joshua x ) in " Annus Mirabilis,” stan/a 118 

T " Olhenvise called martlets ” A note by DrydtvA The Irish Roman Catholics are meant 
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' Her youthful otfspring to their haunts repair, 

‘ And glide along in glades, and skim m air, 

' And dip for insects in the purling springs, 

‘ And stoop on rivers to refresh their wings. 

' Their mothers think a fair provision made, 

‘ Tliat every son can live upon his trade, 

' And, now the careful charge is off their hands, 
' Look out for husbands and new nuptial bands. 

' The youthful widow longs to be supplied ; 

' But first the lover is by lawyers tied 
‘ To settle jointure-chimneys on tlie bride. 

‘ So thick they couple, in so short a space, 

‘ Tliat Martin’s marriage-offerings rise apace ; 

' Their ancient houses, running to decay, 

' Are furbished up and cemented -with cky. 

' They teem already ; stores of eggs are laid, 

' And brooding mothers call Luema’s aid. 


“ Fame spreads the news, and foreign fowls appear 585 
“ In flocks to greet the new returning year, 

To bless the founder and partake the cheer. 

And now ’twas time (so fast their nmubers rise) 

“To plant abroad, and people colonies. 

“The youth drawn forth, as Martin had desired 590 

“ (For so their ciuel destiny required), 

“Were sent far off on an ill-fated day 5 
“ The rest would need cpnduct them on their way, 

“ And Martin went, because he feared alone to stay. 

“ So long they flew with inconsiderate haste, 595 

“ That now their afternoon began to waste; 

“ And, what was ominous, that very mom 
“ The Sun was entered into Capricorn : 

“ Which, by their bad astronomers’ account, 

“ That week the Virgin balance should remount. 600 

“ An infant moon eclipsed him in his way, 

“ And hid the small remainders'^ of his day. 

“ 'The crowd amazed puisued no certain mark,t 
“But birds met birds, and justled in the dark. 

“Few mind the public in a panic fright, 605 

“ And fear increased the horror of the night. 

“ Night came, but unattended with repose ; 

“ Alone she came, no sleep their eyes to dose ; 

“ Alone, and black she came ; no friendly stars arose. 

“ What should they do, beset with dangeis round, 610 
“No neighbouring dorp,J no lodging to be found, 

“ But bleaky plains, and bare unhospitable ground? 

“ The latter brood, who just began to fly, 

“ Sick-feathered and unpractised in the sky, 

* Remainders. Compare “ remnants ” in ‘'Annus Mirabilis,” 102, “ the remnants of the night j ” 
also Part i, 510, and line 276 of this Part 
f “ But gods meet gods and justic in the dark ” 

Dbyden and Lee's CEdiptis, act 4. 
t Dorp, a village ; iJiorp is the same word. , 
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‘‘For succour to their helpless mother call : 615 

“ She spread her wings ; some few beneath them crawl j 
** She spread them wider yet, but could not cover all. 

“ To augment their woes, the winds began to move 
“ Debate in air for empty fields above, 

“ Till Boreas got the skies, and poured amain 620 

** His rattling hailstones mixed with snow and rain. 

** The joyless morning late arose, and found 
“ A dreadful desolation reign around, 

“ Some buned in the snow, some frozen to the ground. 

“ The rest were struggling still wdth death, and lay 625 
** The Crows’ and Ravens’ rights, an undefended prey, 

“ Excepting Martin’s race ; for they and he 
“Had gained the shelter of a hollow tree t 
“ But soon discovered by a sturdy clown, 

“ He headed all the rabble of a town, 630 

“ And finished them with bats, or polled them down. 

“ Martin himself was caught alive, and tned 
“For treasonous crimes, because the laws provide 
“No Martin there in winter shall abide. 

High on an oak which never leaf shall bear, 635 

“ He breathed his last, exposed to open air ; 

“ And there his corps, unblessed, is* hanging still, 

“ To show the change of winds wdth his prophetic bill.”'h 
The patience of the Hind did ahnost fail, 

For well she marked the malice of the tale ; 640 

Which ribald art their Church to Luther owes \ 

In malice it began, by malice grows ; 

He sowed the Serpent’s teeth, an iron-harvest rose 

But most in Martin’s character and fate 

She saw her slandered sons, the Panther’s hate, 645 

The people’s rage, the persecuting State : 

Then said, ** I take the advice in friendly part ; 

“ You plear your conscience, or at least your heart. 

“ Perhaps you failed in your foreseeing skill, 

For Swallows are unlucky birds to kill : 650 

“ As for my sons, the family is blessed 
“ Whose every child is equal to the rest ; 

“ No Church reformed can boast a blameless line, 

“ Such Martins build in yours, and more than mine ; 

“ Or else an old' fanatic author lies, 655 

“ Who summed their scandals up by centuries. J 
“ But through your parable I plainly see 
“ The bloody laws, the crowd’s barbarity j 


* Are instead of ts in the early editions, hut it must have been a printci’s error. Corjts is both 
singular and plural ; here necessarily singular. 

' t Scott says : ** It is a vulgar idea that a dead swallow, suspended in the air, intimates a change 
of wind by turning its bill to the point from which it is to blow ” 

X This refers to a woik of John White, .a Puritan metnhei of the I.nng Pailiamcnt, publisho<l in 
1643, with the title, “The Fir^i Century of Scandalous Mabiniant Ihiests, made and admitted into 
Sendees by the Prelates “ The woik was not continued While died m 1645 Ho acquiied fiom 
his work the name of Century White 
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“ The sunshine that offends the puiblind sight, 

Had some their wishes, it would soon be night. 660 
** Mistake me not ; the charge concerns not you ; 

** Your sons are malcontents, but yet are true, 

“ As far as non-resistance makes them so ; 

But that’s a word of neutral sense, you know, 

A passive term, which no relief will bring, 665 

“ But trims betwixt a rebel and a king.” 

“ Rest well assured,” the Pardalis* replied, 

‘‘ My sons would all support the regal side, 

“ Though Heaven forbid the cause by battle should be tried.” 

The matron answered with a loud ‘‘ Amen I” 670 

And thus pursued her argument again : 

“ If, as you say, and as I hope no less, 

“ Your sons will piactise what your self profess, 

What angry power prevents our present peace ? 

“ The Lion, studious of our common good, 675 

“ Desires (and kings’ desires are ill withstood) 

“ To join our nations in a lasting love ; 

** The bars betwixt are easy to remove, 

“For sanguinary laws were never made above. 

“ If you condemn that Prince of tyranny, 680 

“ Whose mandate forced your Gallic friends to fly, 

“ Make not a worse example of your own ; 

“ Or cease to rail at causeless rigour shown, 

“ And let the guiltless person throw the stone. 

“ His blunted sword your suffering brotherhood 685 

Have seldom felt; he stops it short of blood : 

“ But you have ground the persecuting knife 
“ And set it to a razor edge on life. 

“ Cursed be the wit which cruelty refines 
“ Or to his father’s rod the scorpion joins ; + 690 

“ Your finger is more gross than the great monarch’s loins. 

“ But you perhaps remove that bloody note 
“ And stick it on the first Reformers’ coat. 

“ Oh, let their crime in long obhvion sleep ; 

“ ’Twas theirs indeed to make, ’tis yours to keep, 695 

“ Unjust or just is all the question now ; 

“ ’Tis plain that, not repealing, you allow. 

“ To name the Test would put you in a rage ; 

.“You charge not that on any former age, 

“ But smile to think how innocent you stand, 7^0 

“ Armed by a weapon put into your hand. 

• “Yet still remember that you wield a sword 
“ Forged by your foes against your sovereign lord ; 


* Pardalis, the Greek and Latm'name for a panther, ^ardelis in all editions. The mis- 
spelling was probably the printei’s, left uncorrected by Dryden. ^ t -l j 

t The language which the young men advised Rehoboam to use in answer to Jeroboam, and 
those who asked him to lighten his father’s yoke “ Thus shalt thou say unto them. My little 
finger a ball be thicker than my father’s loins. And now whereas my father did lade you with a 
heavy yoke, I will add to your yoke my father hath chastised you with whips, hut 1 will chastise 
you with scorpions.” (i Kings xii. 10, ii.) 
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*■* Designed to hew the imperial cedar down, 

“ Defraud succession and disheir the crown. 705 

To abhor the makers and their laws approve 
“ Is to hate traitors and the treason loVe : 

“ What means it else, which now youi children say, 

We made it not, nor will we take away ? 

“ Suppose some great oppressor had by slight 710 

Of law disseised your brother of his right, 

Your common sire surrendering in a fright ; 

^ Would you to that unrighteous title stand, 

“ Left by the villain’s will to heir the land? 

“ More just was Judas, who his Saviour sold; 715 

** The sacrilegious bnbe he could not hold, 

I “Nor hang in peace, before he rendered back the gold. 

“ What more could you have done than now you do, 

“ Had Oates and Bedlow and their Plot been tuie? 

“ Some specious reasons for those wrongs were found ; 720 
“ The dire magicians threw their mists around, 

“ And wise men walked as on enchanted ground. 

“ But now, when Time has made the imposture plain 
“ (Late though he followed truth, and limping held her train), 

“ What new delusion charms your cheated eyes again ? 725 
“ The painted harlot might a while bewitch, 

“ But why the hag uncased and all obscene with itch? 

“ The first Reformei's were a modest race ; 

“ Our peers possessed in peace their native place, 

“ And when rebellious arms o’erturncd the State 730 

“ They suffeied only in the common fate; 

“ But now the Sovereign mounts the regal chair, 

“ And mitred seats are full, yet David’s bench is bare.' 

“ Your answer is, they were not dispossessed; 

They need but rub their metal on the Test 735 

“ To prove their ore ; ’twere well if gold alone 
“ Were touched and tried on your discerning stone, 

“ But that unfaithful Test unfound will pass 
“ The dross of atheists and sectarian brass ; 

“ As if the experiment were made to hold 740 

“ For base productions, and reject the gold. 

“ Thus men ungodded may to places rise, 

“ And sects may b,e preferred without disguise ; 

“No danger to the Church or State from these ; 

“ The Papist only has his writ of ease. 745 

“No gainful office gives him the pretence 
“To grind the subject or defraud the prince. 

“ Wrong conscience or no conscience may deserve 
“To thrive, but ours alone is privileged to sterve.f 

' * The exclusion of the Roman Catholic Peers from the House of Lords by the Test Act 
of 1678 

I t Sterve is retained here as printed by Dryden, as it niake‘» a rhyme wilh desertu' But Dryden 
1 usually prints siarvff, and sierve and dese-rve were doubtless pronounced starve and desarve.^ ^ See 
{ note on ‘^Threnodia Augustalis,” 501. Later m line 975, starved is printed in the early editions, 
' rhyming with served* 
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“ Still thank your selves, you cry ; your noble race 750 
“We banish not, but they forsake the place ; 

“ Our doors are open. True, but ere they come, 

“You toss your censing Test and fume the room ; 

“ As if ’twere Toby’s rival to expel, 

“ And fright the fiend who could not bear the smell.”* 755 
To this the Panther sharply had replied ; 

But, having gained a verdict on her side. 

She wisely gave the loser leave to chide ; 

Well satisfied to have the butt and peace, f | 

And for the plaintiff’s cause she cared the less, 760 ' | 

Because she sued m formd paitperis ; 

Yet thought it decent something should be said, 

For secret guilt by silence is betrayed. 

So neither granted all, nor much denied, i 

But answered with a yawning kind of pride : 765 

“ Methinks such terms of preferred peace you bring, 

“ As once .^Bneas to the Italian king.J 
“ By long possession all the land is mine ; 

“You strangers come with your intruding line 
“ To share my sceptre, which you call to join. 770 

“You plead like him an ancient pedigree 
“ And claim a peaceful scat by Fate’s decree ; 

“ In ready pomp your sacrificer stands, 

“To unite the Trojan and the Latin bands : 

“ And, that the league more firmly may be tied, 775 

“ Demand the fair Lavinia for your bride. 

“ Thus plausibly you veil the intended wrong, 

“ But still you bring your exiled gods along ; 

“ And will endeavour, in succeeding space, 

“.Those household poppits on our hearths to place. 780 
“ Perhaps some barbarous laws have been preferred ; 

“ I spake against the Test, but was not heaid. 

“ These to rescind and peerage to restore 
“ My gracious Sovereign would my vote implore ; • 

“ I owe him much, but owe my conscience more.” 785 

* Tobias drove away the evil spirit which haunted his bride Raguel by fumigation (Tobit viU. 1*3) • 
“And when, they had supped, they brought Tobias in unto her. And as he went, he remem- 
bered the words of Raphael, and took the ashes of the perfumes, and put the heart and the liver 
of the fish thereupon, and made a smoke therewith. The which smell when the evil spirit had 
smelled, he fled into the utmost parts of Egypt, and the angel bound him.” 

t This has been always printed from the commencement “the But and Peace.'' jSutt^ however, 
is clearly the right word. In Dryden’s “Tempest" the butt plays a great part in the contention 
of Trinculo with Stephano andVentoso Steplmo desires permission to drink from the butt before 
he retires to deliberate on the terms offered by Trinculo. “That," says Trinculo, “I refuse, till 
acts of hostility be ceased These rogues are rather spies than ambassadors. I must take heed of 
my butt." Finally, Stephano returns with his friends Veutoso and Mustacho, and the following 
conversation takes place ; — 

“ Vent, Duke Trinculo, we have considered. 

Trine. Peace or war ? 

Musi. Peace and the butt” 

Act 4, scene 3. 

Then peace is concluded, and they set about drinkings “ The butt and peace " then is a proverbial 
phrase. The Panther held “ the butt " 

X Latinus. See Sevei^th Book of the “.fineid." 
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“ Conscience is then your plea,’^ replied the dame, 

“ Which, well-informed, will ever be the same. 

“ But yours is much of the cameleon hue, 

“ To change the dye vdth every different view. 

** When first the Lion sat with awful sway, 790 

“ Your conscience taught you duty to obey ; 

“ He might have had your statutes and your Test ; 

“ No conscience but of subjects was professed. 

“ He found your temper, and no farther tried, 

** But on that broken reed, your Church, relied. 795 

** In vain the sects assayed their utmost art, 

“ With offered treasures to espouse their part ; 

“ Their treasures were a bribe to^ m6an to move his heart. 

** But when, by long experienceJ<||DU had proved 
“ How far he,cQuld forgive, how well he loved ; 800 

A goodnes^ that exceed his godlike race, 

“ And only short of Heaven’s unbounded grace ; 

“ A flood of mercy that o’erflowed our isle, 

“ Calm in the rise, and fniitful as the Nile ; 

“ Forgetting whence your Egypt was supplied, 805 

“You thought your Sovereign bound to send the tide ; 


“Nor upward looked on that immortal spring, 

“ But vainly deemed he durst not be a king : 

“ Then Conscience, unrestrained by fear, began 
“ To stretch her limits, and extend the span ; 810 

“ Did his indulgence as her gift dispose, 

“ And made a wise alliance with her foes. 

“ Can Conscience own the associating name, 

“ And raise no blushes to conceal her shame ? 

“For sure she has been thought a bashful dame. 815 

“ But if the cause hy battle should be tried, 

“You grant she must espouse the regal side ; 

“ 0 Proteus Conscience, never to be tied I * 

“ What Pheebus from the tripod shall disclose 
“ Which are in last resort your friends or foes ? 820 

Homer, who learned the language of the sky, 

* * The seeming Gordian knot would soon untie ; ’ 

“ Immortal powers the term of Conscience know, 

“ But Interest is her name with men below.” t 
“ Conscience or Interest be it, or both in one,” 825 
The Panther answered in a surly tone ; 

“ The first commands me to maintain the crown, 

“ The last forbids to throw my barriers down. 

“ Our penal laws no sons of yours admit, 

“ Our Test excludes your tribe from benefit. 830 


“Quo teueam vultus mutautem Protea nodo?*' 

Horace, i i. 90. 

t It is to be understood that Dryden means this couplet on the identity of Conscience and Interest 
for an imitation of Homei’s mode of mentioning the two names, Briareus and JEg»Qn : 

*'0»/ Bpidpcoiv KaXiovai Ocoi, fivSpcp Se re Trdvrep ' 

At7a<«di/*. ' Hiady i. 403. 
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These are my banks your ocean to withstand, 

Which proudly rising overlooks the land, 

“ And, once let in, with unresisted sway f 
“ Would sweep the pastors and their fipcks away. 

“ Think not my judgment leads me to comply 835 

“ With laws unjust, but hard necessity : 

“ Imperious need, which cannot be withstood, 

Makes ill authentic for a gi-eater good. 

Possess your soul with patience, and attend ; 

A more auspicious planet may ascend ; 840 

Good fortune may present some happier time, 

“ With means to cancel my unwilling crime ; 

“ (Unwilling, witness all ye Powers above ! ) 

“ To mend my errors and redeem your love : 

“ That little space you safely may allow ; 845 

“Your all-dispensing power protects you now/ 

“ Hold,” said the Hind, “ ’tis needless to explain; 

“You would postpone me to another reign ; 

“ Till when, you are content to be unjust : 

“ Your part is to possess, and mine to trust. 850 

“ A fair exchange proposed of future chance 
“For present profit and inheritance. 

“ Few words will serve to finish our dispute ; 

“ Who will not now repeal would persecute. 

“To ripen green revenge your hopes attend, 855 

“ Wishing that h^pier planet would ascend. 

“ For shame, let Conscience be your plea no more ; 

“ To will hereafter proves she might before ; I 

“ But she’s a bawd to gain, and holds the door. 

“ Your care about your banks infers a fear 860 

“ Of threatening floods and inundations near ; 

“ If so, a just reprise* would only be 
“ Of what the land usurped upon the sea ; 

“ And all your jealousies but serve to show 
“ Your ground is, like your neighbour«nation, low. 865 
“ To entrench in what you grant unrighteous laws 
“ Is to distrust the justice of your cause, 

“ And argues, that the true religion lies 
“ In those weak adversaries you despise. 

“ Tyrannic force is that which least you fear ; 870 

“ The sound is frightful in a Christian’s ear: 

“ Avert it, Heaven ! nor let that plague be sent 
“ To^us from the dispeopled continent. 

“ But piety commands me to refrain ; 

“ Those prayers are needless in this Monarch’s reign. 875 

Reprise i for reprisal ; so used hy Bryden elsewhere 

“ I’ll grant you out my letters of reprise.” 

Maiden Queeih act s, scene x. 

' But it is also used by Dryden in the exact sense of the French word reprise : 

I “ Disease, despair, and death at three reprises told ” 

* Briictnmee Rediviva^ asr. 
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“ Behold how he protects your friends opprest, 

Receives the banished, succours the distressed ! 

Behold, for you may read an honest open breast. 

“ He stands in daylight, and disdains to hide 
An act to which by honour he is tied, 880 

** A generous, laudable, and kingly pride. 

Your Test he would repeal, his peers restore ; 

“ This when he says he means, he means no more.” 

Well,” said the Panther, I believe him just, 

“ And yet 

And yet, His but because you must; 885 
“You would be trusted, but you would not tiust.” 

The blind thus briefly ; and disdained to enlaige 
On power of kings and their superior charge. 

As Heaven’s trustees before the people’s choice, 

Though sure the Panther did not much rejoice 890 

To hear those echoes given of her once loyal voice. 

The matron wooed her kindness to the last, 

But could not win ; her hour of grace was past. 

Whom thus persisting when she could not bring 
To leave the Wolf and to believe her King, 895 

She gave her up, and fairly wished her joy 
Of her late treaty with her new ally : 

Which well she hoped would more successful prove 
Than was the Pigeon’s and the Buzzaid’s love. 

The Panther asked what concoid there could be 900 

Betwixt two kinds whose natures disagree? 

The dame replied : “’Tis sung in evciy street, 

“ The common chat of gossips when they meet ; 

“ But, since unheard by you, ’tis worth your while 
“ To take a wholesome tale, though told 111 homely style, 905 
“ A plain good man, whose name is understood, t 
“ (So few deserve the name of plain and good,) 

“ Of three fair lineal lordships stood possessed, 

“ And lived, as reason was, upon the best. 

“inured to hardships from his early youth, 910 

* Much had he done and suffered for his truth : 

“ At land and sea, in many a doubtful fight, 

“Was never known a more adventurous knight, 

“ Who oftener drew his swoid, and always for the right. 

“ As Fortune would, (his fortune came though late,) 915 
“ He took possession of his just estate ; 

* The protection and aid given by the King to the French Protestant xefugees. Bishop Btuaiet 
thus speaks of James’'s open denunciations of Louis XIV, *s peisecution of the Huguenots : ** Though 
all endeavours were used to lessen the clamour this had ralsedj yet the Kmg did not stick openly to 
condemn it as both unchristian and unpolitic. He took pains to clear the Jesmts of it, and laid the 
blame of it chiefly on the King, on Madame d., Mahtunon, and the Archbishop of Paris He spoke 
often of It with such vehemence tliat there seemed to be .111 aiTe( taiioii in ii He did more. He 
was very kind to the refugees He was liberal to nuiuy of the.ii He uidercJ a biief for a charitable 
collection over the nation for them all , upon which gi t-at sums w'eit scat 111 'L'liey were deposited lu 
good hands, and well distributed. The King also ordeied them to be (ionised, without paying fees, 

and gave them apreat immunities. So that m all there came ovei, fast to last, between forty and 
fifty thousand of that nation.’*^ (Hi&toiy of OwirTime, i. 664 ) t James the Second. 
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“Nor racked Ms tenants with increase of rent, 

“Nor lived too sparing, nor too largely spent ; 

“ But overlooked his hinds ; their pay was just 
“ And ready, for he scorned to go on tnist : 920 

“ Slow to resolve, but in performance quick, 

“ So true that he was awkward at a trick. 

“For little souls on little shifts rely 
“ And coward arts of mean expedients try ; 

“ The noble mind will dare do anything but lie. 925 

“ False friends (his deadliest foes) could find no way 
“ But shows of honest blmitness, to betray ; 

“ That unsuspected plainness he believed ; 

“ lie looked into himself, and was deceived. 

“ Some lucky planet sure attends his birtli 930 

“ Or Heaven would make a miracle on earth, 

“For prosperous honesty is seldom seen 
“ To bear so dead a weight, and yet to win ; 

“ It looks as Fate with Nature’s law would strive 
“ To show plain-dealing once an age may thrive ; 935 

“ And, when so tough a frame she could not bend, 

“ Exceeded her commission to befnend. 

“ This grateful man, as Heaven increased Ms store, 

“ Gave God again, and daily fed Ms poor. 

“ His house with all convenience was purveyed ; 940 

“ The rest he found, hut raised the fabric where he prayed ; 

“ And in that sacred place his beauteous wife 
“ Employed her happiest houis of holy life.* 

“Nor did their alms extend to those alone 
“ Whom common faith more strictly made their own ; 945 

“ A sort of Doves were housed too near their hall,t 
“ Who cross the proverb, and abound with gall, 

“ Though some, ^tis true, are passively inclined, 

“ The greatei part degenerate from their kind ; 

“ Voracious birds, that hotly bill and breed, 950 

“ And largely drink, because on salt they feed. 

“ Small gain from tlxem their bounteous owner draws, 

“Yet, bound by promise, he supports their cause, 

“ As corporations piivileged by laws. 

“ That house, which harbour to their kind affords, 955 
“Was built long since, God knows, for belter birds } 

“ But fluttering there, they nestle near the throne, 

“ And lodge in habitations not their own, 

“ By their high crops and corny gizzards known. 

“ Like harpies, they could scent a plenteous board ; 960 

“ Then, to be sure, they never failed their lord: 

“ The rest was form, and baie attendance paid ; 

“ They drunk, and eat, and grudgingly obeyed. 

* The Roman Catholic Chapel in Whitehall. ^ 

t The Doves are the clergy of the Church of England. A. so^i means here HWtivsf, 

“ As when a sort of wolves infect the night ^ 

With their wild hcnwlings at fair Cynthia’s light , 

■Waller’s p. 34, ed, 170S* 
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The more they fed, they ravened still for more ; 

‘‘ They drained from Dan, and left Beersheba poor. 965 
All this they had by law, and none repined ; 

** The preference was but due to Levi’s kind ; 

But when some lay-preferment fell by chance, 

‘‘ The gourmands made it their inheritance. 

When once possessed they never quit their claim, 970 
“For then ’tis sanctified to Heaven’s high name ; 

“ And, hallowed thus, they cannot give consent 
“ The gift should be profaned by worldly management. 

“ Their flesh was never to the table seived ; 

“ Though ’tis not thence inferred the birds were starved;* 

“ But that their master did not like the food, 976 

“ As rank, and breeding melancholy blood. j 

Nor did it with his gracious nature suit, 

“ Even though they were not Doves, to persecute : 

“ Yet he refused (nor could they take offence) 980 

“ Their glutton kind should teach him abstinence. 

“Nor consecrated grain their wheat he thought, 

“ Which, new from tieading, in their bills they brought : 

“ But left his hinds each m his private power, 

“ That those who like the bran might leave the flour. 985 
“IHe for himself, and not for others, chose, 

“ Nor would he be imposed on, nor impose ; 

“ But in their faces his devotion paid, 

“ And sacrifice with solemn rites was made, 

“ And sacred incense on his altars laid. 990 

“ Besides these jolly birds, whose crops impure 
“ Repaid their commons with their salt manure, 

“ Another farm he had behind his house, 

“Not overstocked, but barely for his use ; 

“ Wherein his poor domestic poultry fed+ 995 

“ And from his pious hands received their bread. 

“ Our pampered Pigeons with malignant eyes 
“ Jpeheld these inmates and their nui series ; 

“ Though hard their fare, at evening and at morn, 

“ A cruise of water and an ear of com, 1600 

“Yet still they grudged that modicum, and thought 
“ A sheaf in every single grain was brought. 

“ Fain would they filch that little food away, 

“ While unrestrained those happy gluttons prey. 

“ And much they grieved to see so nigh their hall icx)5 
“ The bird that warned St. Peter of nis fall 
“ That he should raise his mitred crest on high, 

“ And clap his wings and call his family 

“To sacred rites ; and vex the etlicrial powers 

“ With midnight matins at uncivil hours ; 1010 


I Here printed m the early cduions See note on Imc 749 1 

j t The “ domestic ijoultrj ” of J.iniC', rrc hi*- Roman Catholic i>iio .ts 

i t “ The cock,” says Scott. ' is macic an eiub!cin/of the ic^i-I xv clergy of Rome, on account of 

I their nocturnal devotions and inaiins " 
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‘‘Nay more, his quiet neighbours should molest, 

“Just in the sweetness of their morning rest. 

“ Beast of a bird, supinely when he might 
“ Lie snug and sleep, to nse before the light ! 

“ What if his dull forefathers used that cry, 1015 

“ Could he not let a bad example die? 

“ The world was fallen into an easier way ; 

“ This age knew better than to fast and pray. 

“ Good sense in sacred worship would appear 
“ So to begin as they might end the year. ■ 1020 

“ Such feats in former times had wrought the falls 
“ Of crowing Chanticleers in cloistered walls. 

“ Expelled for this and for their lands, they fled, 

“ And sister Partlet, with her hooded head,* 

“ Was hooted hence, because she would not pray a-bcd. 

“ The way to win the restiff world to God 1026 

Was to lay by the disciplining rod, 

“ Unnatural fasts, and foreign forms of prayer : 

“ Religion frights us with a mien severe. 

“ ’Tis prudence to reform her into ease, 1030 

“ And put her in undress, to make her please ; 

“ A lively faith will bear aloft the mind 
“ And leave the luggage of good works behind. 

“ Such doctrines in the Pigeon-house weie taught ; 

“You need not ask how wondrously they wrought ; 1035 

“ But sure the common cry was all for these, 


“ Whose life and precepts both encouraged ease. 

“ Yet fearing those alluring bails might fail, 

“ And holy deeds o’er all their arts pievail, 

“ (For vice, though frontless and of hardened face, 1040 
“ Is daunted at the sight of awful grace,) 

“ An hideous figure of their foes they drew, 

“ Nor lines, nor looks, nor shades, nor colours true ; 

“ And this grotesque design exposed to public view. 

“ One would have thought it an Egyptian piece, ic^5 

“ With garden-gods, and barking deities, 

“ More thick than Ptolemy has stuck &e skies. 

“ All so perverse a draught, so fai unlike, 

“ It was no libel where it meant to strike. 

“ Yet still the daubing pleased, and great and small 1050 
“ To view the monster crowded Pigeon-hall. 

“ There Chanticleer was drawn upon his knees, 

“ Adoring shrines and stocks of sainted trees ; 

“ And by him a misshapen ugly race ; 

“ The curse of God was seen on every^ face. 1055 

“No Holland emblem could that malice mend,t 
“ But still the worse the look the fitter for a fiend. 

* The nun. . -l -tn ■« 

+ The Dutch were famous for emblems and pictures. Dryden*s old malice against the Dutai, 
quickened by the attitude of the Pnnee of Orange towards James, reappears in this line. This 
passage did not escape his parodiists. ♦ Mr. Baye^hoasts of his drawings ; ‘ Oh Lord ! nothing at all. 
I could design twenty of ’em in an hour, if I had but witty feUows about me to draw cm. I 
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I The master of the farm, displeased to find 

1 So much of rancour in so mild a kind, 

i Inquired into the cause, and came to know 1060 

Tlie passive Church had struck the foremost blow ; 

With groundless fears and jealousies possest, 

“ As if this troublesome intruding guest 
“ Would drive the birds of Venus from their nest :* 

A deed his inborn equity abhorred ; 1065 

I But Interest will not trust, though God should plight his word, 

i “A law, the source of many future harms, 

; “ Had banished all the poultry from the farms, 

i “ With loss of life, if any should be found 

“ To crow or peck on this forbidden ground. 1070 

“ That bloody statute chiefly was designed 
“ For Chanticleer the white, of clergy kind \ 
i ** But after-malice did not long forget 

“ The lay that wore the robe and coronet. 

For them, for their inferiors and allies, 1075 

** Their foes a deadly Shibboleth devise : 

** By which unrighteously it was decreed, 

That none'Jto trust or profit should succeed, 

Who would not swallow first a poisonous wicked weed ; 

Or that to which old Socrates was curst, 1080 

** Or henbane juice to swell them till they burst 
“ The patron, as in reason, thought it hard 
** To see this inquisition in Ms yard, 

** By which the Sovereign was of subjects’ use debarred. 

“ All gentle means he tried, which might withdraw 1085 
The effects of so unnatural a law : 

** But still the Dove-house obstinately stood 
Deaf to their own and to tlieir neighbours’ good ; 

And which was worse, if any worse could be, 

** Repented of Iheir boasted loyalty ; 1090 

** Now made the champions of a cniel cause. 

And drunk with fumes of popular applause : 
those whom God to ruin has designed, 

“ He fits for fate, and first destroys their mind.f 
** New doubts indeed they daily strove to raise, 1095 
“ Suggested dangers, interposed delays \ 

And emissary Pigeons had in store, 

“ Such as the Meccan prophet used of yore, 


was proffered a pension to go into Holland and contrive their emblems ;'?but hang;'*cra, they are dull 
rogues, and would spoil my invention ” (The Hind and the Panther Transversed to the Story of 
the Country Mouse and the City Mouse.) 

^ The birds of Venus,” the Doves; and the phrase was doubtless intended to convey a wicked 
hit at the Church of England cler^ 

t This well-known sentiment is derived from a fragment of Euripides preserved by Athenagoras : 

"OTav iaifxav uvSpl <irop<Tvvi^ koku 
T oy vovv f/9\oTj>e Trp&rov. 

Translated into Latin thus ; see Bames^s Euripides, Index I. 

“ Deus quos vult perdere dementat prius,” 
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** To whisper counsels in their patron’s ear; 

“ And veiled their false advice with zealous fear. Iioo 
‘‘The master smiled to see them work in vain, 

“ To wear him out and make an idle reign s 
“ He saw, but suffered their protractive arts, 

“ And strove by mildness to reduce tlieir hearts; 

“ But they abused that grace to make allies 1105 

“ And fondly closed with former enemies ; 

“ For fools are double fools, endeavouring to be wise. 

“ After a grave consult what course were best, 

“ One, more mature in folly than the rest, 

“ Stood up, and told them with his head aside, i no 

“ That desperate cures must be to desperate ills applied : 

“ And therefore, since their main impending fear 
“ Was from the increasing race of Chanticleer, 

“ Some potent bird of prey they ought to find, 

“ A foe professed to him and all his kind : 1115 

“ Some haggared Hawk, who had her eyry nigh, 

“Well pounced to fasten, and well winged to fly : 

“ One they might trust their common wrongs to wreak. 

“ The Musquet and the Coystrel were too weak 
“ Too fierce the Falcon ; but, above the rest, 1120 

“ The noble Buzzard ever pleased me best : 

“ Of small renown, ’tis true j for, not to lie, 

“ We call him but a Hawk by courtesy. 

“ I know he haunts the Pigeon-house and farm, 

“ And more, in time of war has done us harm : 1125 

“ But all his hate on trWal points depends ; ^ 

“ Give up our forms, and we shall soon be friends, 

“ For pigeons’ flesh he seems not much to care ; 

“ Crammed chickens are a more delicious fare. 

“ On this high potentate, without delay, X130 

“ I wish you would confer the sovereign sway ; 

“ Petition him to accept the government, 

“ And let a splendid embassy be sent. 

“ This pithy speech prevailed ; and all agreed, 

“ Old enmities forgot, the Buzzard should succeed. 1135 
“ Their welcome suit was granted soon as heard, 

“ Ilis lodgings furnished, and a train prepare<l, 

“ With B’s upon their breast, appointed for his guard. 

“ He came, and crowned with great solemnity, 

“ God save king Buzzaid ! was the geneial cry.t 1140 


^ The musquet is the male of the sparrow-hawk , the coystrel, according to Johnson, is “a species 

^^/?he BuSidl^Bumet, afterwards Bishop of Salisbury, and ^ t^ time of the produedon of 
this poem residing in Holland, and having the confidence of the 

repaid Dryden^s ^tire by branding him in his History, as amon^er of immod^ty of im 

P?ty of^ll sorts” (Own^Time, i. a%). This .sevem censure refemd 

In a tract published by Burnet shortly after the publication of The Hind and the 1 anttt^ a 

BefeS^^of his “ Refle^ons on VariuL; History, ;he also lashes Dryden f ^ J 

and his wit,” says Burnet of Dryden, “improve hoth_proportionaUy, he wU ^ 

has gained much by the change he has made^firom having no religion to cboose oim of the womt 

It is true, he had something to sink from in matter of wit ; but as for his morals, it is scarce 
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“ A portly prince, and goodly to the sight, 

** He seemed a son of Anak for his height : 

** Like those whom stature did to crowns prefer ; 

“ Black-browed and bluff, like Homer’s Jupiter ; 
Broad-backed and brawny built for love’s delight, 

114: 


“ A prophet formed to make a female proselyte. 

“«A theologue more by need than genial bent ; 

** By breeding sharp, by nature confident, 

“ Interest in all his actions was discerned ; 

More learned than honest, more a wit than learned ; 

1150 


Or forced by fear or by his profit led, 

** Or both conjoined, his native dime he fled : 

** But brought the virtues of his heaven along ; 

“ A fair behaviour, and a fluent tongue. 

** And yet with all his arts he could not thrive, 

115s 


“ The most unlucky parasite alive ; 

“ Loud praises to prepare his paths he sent, 

** And then himself pursued his compliment ; 

“ But by reverse of fortune chased away, 

** His gifts no longer than their author stay ; 

1160 


“ He shakes the dust against the ungrateful race, 

“ And leaves the stench of ordures in the place. 

Oft has he flattered and blasphemed the same, 

For in bis rage he spares no sovereign’s name : 

** The hero and the tyrant change tlieir style 

1165 


** By the same measure that they fiown or smile. 

“ When well received by hospitable foes, 

The kindness he returns is to expose ; 

“For courtesies, though undi^^erved and gieat, 

“ No gratitude in felon-minds beget ; 

1170 


“ As tribute to his wit, the chuil receives the treat. 

“ His praise of foes is venomously nice ; 

“ So touched, it turns a virtue to a vice : 

“ A Greek f and bountijul, forewarns us tiokcl' 

“ Seven sacraments he wisely does disown, 

II 7 S 


“ Because he knows Confession stands for one ; 

“ Where sins to sacred silence are conveyed, ^ 

“ And not for fear or love to be betrayed : 

“ But he, uncalled, his patron to control, 

“ Divulged the secret whispers of his soul ; 

1180 


“ Stood forth the accusing Satan of his crimes, 

“ And offered to the Moloch of the times.t 



possible for him to grow a worse man than he was.” Diyden had had a fling at Burnet in the 
Second Part of ** Absalom and Achitophel ” under the name of Balalc. See line 396 of that poem and 
note. For an exquisite account of Burnet, his great qualities and his weaknesses, see Macaulay’s 

History of England.” 

* Timeo Danaos et donaferentes ViRG ii 49 

t This refers to evidence given by Burnet against the Duke of Lauderdale, before a Committee of 
the House of Commons in 1675. Bwmet, having been much piessedand threatened, related private 
conversations of Lauderdale with himself, to the efiect that he wished the Presbyterians in Scotland 
would rebel, that he might bring over the lush Papists to cut their throats The object of the 
inquiry was to procure grounds for an Addiess to the King for removal of Lauderdale fiom office 
and from court. 
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Prompt to assail, and careless of defence, 

** Invulnerable in his impudence, 

He dares the world and, eager of a name, ilS>5 

He thrusts about and justles into fame. 

** Frontless and satire-proof, he scours the streets, 

And runs an Indian muck at all he meets.* 

“So fond of loud report, that not to miss 
“ Of being known, (his last and utmost bliss,) 1190 

“He rather would be known for what he is. 

“ Such was and is the Captain of the Tcst,t 
“ Though half his virtues are not here expiest ; 

“ The modesty of fame conceals the rest 
“ The spleenful Pigeons never could create 1 195 

“ A prince more proper to revenge their hate ; 

“ Indeed, more proper to revenge than save; 

“ A king whom in His wnath the Almighty gave i 
“For all the grace the landlord had allowed 
“ But made the Buzzard and the Pigeons proud, 1200 

“ Gave time to fix their friends and to seduce the ciowd. 

“ They long their fellow-subjects to enthral, 

“ Their patron’s promise into question call. 

And vainly think he meant to make them lords of all. 

’ “ False fears their leaders failed not to suggest, 1205 
As if the Doves were to be dispossest ; 

“Nor sighs nor groans nor goggling eyes did want, 

“For now the Pigeons too had learned to cant 
“ The house of prayer is stocked with large increase, 

“Nor doors nor windows can contain the press : 1210 

“For birds of every feather fill the abode ; 

“ Even Atheists out of envy own a God ; 

“ And, reeking from the stews, adulterers come, 

“ like Goths and Vandals to demolish Rome. 

“ That C’onscience, which to all their crimes was mute, 1215 
“Now calls aloud and cries to persecute : 

“No rigour of the laws to be released, 

“ And much the less, because it was their I^ord’s request ; 

“ They thought it great their Sovereign to contiol, 

“ And named their pride nobility of soul. 1220 I 

“ ’Tis true, the Pigeons and their prince elect i 

“Were short of power their purpose to effect : 

“ But with their quills did all the huit they could 
“ And cuffed the tender chickens from their food : 

“ And much the Buzzard in their cause did stir, 1225 

“ Though naming not the patron, to infci, 

“ With all respect, he was a gross idolater. 

* Scott in a note on tlii<> passage gives the following explan.ntinn of the wottb “runs an Indian 
mud: at all he meets.'* “ To run a muck is a phrase denved from a practire of the Malays. When 
one of this nation has lost his whole substance by gaming, or sustained any other great and insup- 
portable calamity, he intoxicates himself with opium ; and, having dishevelled his hair, rushes into 
the streets, crying Amacca, or KiH, and stabbing every one whomhe meets with his crecze, until he 
is cut down, or shot like a mad dog.’* 

t Burnet was carrying on a fierce controversy with Parker, Bishop of Oxford, who had urged the 
abrogation of the 'Pest. This is probably why he is called “ Captain of the Test.'* 
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“ But when the imperial owner did espy 
That thus they turned his grace to villany, 

‘‘Not suffering wrath to discompose his mind, 1230 

“ He strove a temper for the extremes to find, 

“ So to be just as he might still be kind : 

“ Then, all maturely weighed, pronounced a doom 
“ Of sacred strength for every age to come. 

“ By this the Doves their wealth and state possess, 1235 
“ No rights infringed, but licence to oppress ; 

“ Such power have they as factious lawyers long 
“ To crowns ascribed, that kings can do no wrong. 

“ But since his own domestic birds have tried 
“ The dire effects of their destructive pride, 1240 

“ He deems that proof a measure to the rest, 

“ Concluding well within his kingly breast 
“ His lowl of nature too unjustly were oppressed. 

“ He therefore makes all birds of every sect 
“ Free of his farm, wdth promise to respect 1245 

“ Their several kinds alike, and equally protect. 

“ His gracious edict the same franchise yields 
“ To all the wild increase of woods and fields, 

“ And who in rocks aloof, and who in steeples liuilds ; 

“ To Crows the like impartial grace affords, 1250 

“ And Choughs and Daws, and such republic birds ; 

“ Secured with ample privilege to feed, 

“ Each has his district and his bounds decreed ; 

“ Combined in common mterest with his own, 

“ But not to pass the Pigeons’ Rubicon. 1255 

“ Here ends the reign of this pretended Dove ; 

“ All prophecies accomphshed from above, 

“For Shiloh comes the sceptre to remove. 

“ Reduced from her imperial high abode, 

“ Like Dionysius to a private rod,t 1260 

“ The passive Church, that with pretended grace 
“ Did her distinctive mark in duty place, 

‘^Now touched, reviles her Maker to his face. 

“ Wliat after happened is not hard to guess ; 

“ The small beginnings had a large increase, 1265 

“ And arts and wealth succeed, the secret spoils of peace. 

“ ’Tis said the Doves repented, though loo late 
“ Become the smiths of their own foolish fate 
“ Nor did their owner hasten their ill hour, 

“ But, sunk in credit, they decreased in power : 1270 

“ Like snows in warmth that mildly pass away, 

“ Dissolving in the silence of decay. 

“ The Buzzard, not content with equal place, 

'* Invites the feathered Nimrods of his race, 

“The sceptre shall not depart fiom Judah, nor a lawgiver from between his feet, until Shiloh 
come '' (Genesis xlix 10 ) 

+ tyrant of Syracuse, bec.ame. after he was deposed, a schoolmaster at Corinth, 

t A phrase translated from a piece asenbed to Sallust, there quoted from Appius, an early Roman , 
poet whose poems are lost. '*Res docuitid vcnim^ssc quod m carimnib’is Appms ait, fabrum esse j 
quemque fortunas suae ” (Epist ad Caes de Rcpublica ordinanda, i i 1 
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** To hide the thinness of their flock from sight, 1275 

And all together make a seeming goodly flight : 

But each have separate interests of their own ; 

“ Two Czars are one too many for a tlirone. 

** Nor can the usurper long abstain from food ; 

“ Already he has tasted Pigeon’s blood, 1280 

“ And may be tempted to his former fare, 

** When this indulgent lord shall late to Heaven repair. 

“ Bare benting times and moulting months may come,* 

** When Ij^ging late they cannot reach their home ; 

“ Or rent in schism (for so their fate decrees) i£S5 

Like the tumultuous College of the Bees,t 
** They fight their quarrel, by themselves opprest ; 

The tyrant smiles below, and waits the falling feast.” 

Thus did the gentle Hind her fable end, 

Nor would the Panther blame it nor commend ; 1290 

But, with affected yawnings at the close, 

Seemed to require her natural repose ; 

For now the streaky light began to peep, 

And setting stars admonished both to sleep. 

The dame withdrew, and wishing to her guest 1295 

The peace of Heaven, betook her self lo rest. 

Ten thousand angels on her slumbers wait 
With glorious visions of her future state. 


* “ Bare benting times.” J 5 eni is the name either of a long coarse grass or of a place where it 
grows ; and beniing iimes means times when the pigeons have no other food. 

" The pigeon never knoweth woe 
Until she doth a benting go ” 

(Old Proverb, quoted m Latham's edition of Johnson^s Dictionary.) 
In Coles’siDictionary, 1696, hmi is explained as a place where rushes CTOW.^ 
t This is supposed to refer to the dissensions in the College of Physicians with regard to the 
Dispensary established by Garth, which occasioned Garth’s satirical poem of that name. 




BRITANNIA REDIVIVA. 

A POEM 

ON THE BIRTH OF THE PRINCE. 


Dil Patru indig^etes, et Romule, Vestaque mater, 

Quae Tttscum Tibenra et Romana palatia servas, 

Hunc saltern everso puerum, succurrere sado 
Ne prohibite ; satis jampridem sanguine nostro 
Laomedonteae luimus perjuria Trojae.” 

ViRG. Ceor^ i 498 
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j INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 

I 

The birth of a son to fames IL on June lo, l688, and on Trinity Sunday, is 
celebrated in the following ^oem. The Queetis pregnaiicy had excited surprise, and 
much doubt and distrust; aiid while the Roman Catholics hailed the birth of the 
Prince with unbounded joy, as seeing hope of a Roman Catholic successor to fames, 
the opponents of famed s measures and the friends of the Prince of Orange generally 
regarded the pregnancy as a sham and the child as supposititious. The calm verdict of 
history is that the child was genuine. But the Revolution soon came to destroy all 
the newly raised hopes of the Roman Catholics, and scatter thepoePs visions of long 
reigns for fames and his son. 

This is the last of the series of Drydeids Historical and Political Poems. He was 
’ too deeply committed as a Romom Catholic, and by his prominent politics, and by all 
he had written against the Dutch, to render it possible for him to have William //Ids 
favour. He was deprived of his'Laureateship. Since iC^i, when he first appeared 
as a Tory politician with Absalom and Achitophel,’* he had done very little in the 
way of play ’Writing. The Duke of Guise^* and Albion and Albaniusf which 

I both have a strong political character, are his only two dramas produced between 1 68 1 
I and i688. After the Revolution, he returned of necessity to play^writing for some 
1 years. Five plays were written between this and 1694, when Dryden gave up writing 
' for the stage,*tind soon devoted himself to his great labour of the translation of Virgil. 

; This poem was hastily written: the Prince was born on fune loth, and the poem 
! was licensed on the igth. The Revolution came too soon to allow of a second edition 
i in Drydeids lifetime. It was first 7 'eprinted in Tonsotd s folio volume of 1 701. 
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BRITANNIA REDIVIVA, 

A POEM ON THE PRINCE, BORN ON THE TENTH OF JUNE, l688. 

Our vows are heard betimes ! and Heaven takes care 
To grant, before we can conclude the prayer : 

Preventing angels met it half the way, 

And sent us back to praise, who came to pray. 

Just on the day, when the high mounted sun 5 

Did farthest in Ms northern progress run,* 

Pie bended forward and even stretched the sphere 
Beyond the limits of the lengthened year, 

To view a brighter sun in Britain born ; 

That was the busmess of his longest morn ; lo 

The glorious object seen, ’twas time to turn. 

Departing Spang could only stay to shed 
Her bloomy beauties on the genial bed, 

But left the manly Summer in her stead. 

With timely fruit the longing land to cheer 15 

And to fulfil the promise of the year. 

Betwixt two seasons comes the auspicious heir, 

This age to blossom, and the next to bear. 

Last solemn Sabbath saw the Church attend,*! 

The Paraclete in fiery pomp descend; 20 

But when his wondrous octave rolled again, J 
He brought a royal infant in his train : 

So great a blessing to so good a King 
None but the Eternal Comforter could bring. 

Or did the mighty Trinity conspire, 25 

As once, in council to create our sire ? 

It seems as if they bent the new-born guest 
To wait on the jirocession of their feast ; 

And on their sacred anniverse decreed 
To stamp their image on the promised seed. 30 

Three realms united and on one bestowed 
An emblem of their mystic union showed : 

The mighty Trine the triple empire shared, 

As every person would have one to guard. 

Hail, son of prayers 1 by holy violence 35 

Drawn down from Heaven ; § but long be banished thence, 

June 10 , descrihed as the longest day. t Whit Sunday 

Trinity Sunday the eighth day after Whit,Sunday, and the day of the Prince’s brtb. 

The hirth of a Prince was ascribed by the Jesuits to their prayers. Dryden, probably more 
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And late to thy paternal skies retiie : 

To mend our crimes whole ages would require, ' 

To change the inveterate habit of our sins ] 

And finish what thy godlike sire begins. 40 

Kind Heaven, to make us Englishmen again, 

No less can give us than a patriarch’s reign. 

The sacred cradle to your charge receive, 

Ye seraphs, and by turns the guaid relieve ; 

Thy father’s angel and thy father join 45 

To keep possession and secure the line ; 

But long defer the honours of thy fate ; 

Great may they be like his, like his be late, 

That James this lunning century may view. 

And give his son an auspice to the new."* 50 

Our wants exact at least that moderate stay 
' For see the Dragon winged on his way,+ 

To watch the travail and devour the prey.J 
Or if allusions may not rise so high, 

Thus, when Alcides raised his infant cry,§ 55 

The snakes besieged his young divinity ; 

But vainly with their forked tongues they threat, 

For opposition makes a hero gi-eat. 

To needful succour all the good will run. 

And Jove asseit the godhead of his son. Co 

O still repining at your present state, 

Grudging your selves the benefits of fate, 

Look up, and read in characters of light 
A blessing sent you in your own despite ! 

The manna falls, yet that celestial bread 65 

Like Jews you munch, and murmur while you feed. , 

May not your fortune be like theirs, exiled ' | 

Yet forty years to wander in the wild ; 

Or if it be, may Moses live at least. 

To lead you to the verge of promised rest ! 70 

Though poets are not prophets, to foreknow 
What plants will take the blight, and what will grow. 

By ti'acing Heaven his footsteps may be found ; 

Behold ! how awfully He walks the round ! 

God is abroad, and, wondrous in his ways, 75 

The rise of empires and their fall surveys ; 

as a poet than as a believer, ascribes it to the prayers of Roman Catholics. For the phrase, “by 
holy violence drawn down from Heaven,” compare “ Astraea Redux,” 144. 

And Heaven is won by violence of song.” 

Pope, Imiiatio7is of Horace,, 2 Ep. i 240. 

James II. saw the end of the century, and died in 1701 ; but could not give a happy auspice 
of the new century to his son, the unfortunate “Pretender.” 

t “ Alluding only to the Commonwealth party here and in other parts of the poem.” Such is 
Dryden’s note ; but why this allusion should be confined to the Commonwealth party is not appa- 
rent The di«;belief of the genuineness of the Queen's pregnancy was not confined to the Com- 
monwealth party ; grave suspicion was, geneial in the highest among those who were not Roman 
Catholics. The Princess Aiine suspected. 

t “Rev. xii. 4 ” “And the diagon stood before the woman which was ready to be delivered, 
for to devour her child as soon as it was bom ” 

§ Alcides, Hercules. See note on “'Ihrenodiar'Augustahs,”447, where the same simile is used. 
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More (might I say) than with an usual eye,* 

He sees his bleeding Church in ruin lie, 

And hears the souls of saints beneath his altar cry. 

Already has He lifted high the sign, 80 

Which crowned the conquering arms of Conslaiitiiie :t 
The moon grows pale at that presaging sight, i* 

And half her train of starb have lost their light 
Behold another Sylvester, § to bless 
The sacred standard, and secure success ; 85 

Large of his treasures, U of a soul so great 
As fills and crowds his universal seat 
Now view at home a second Constantine*!! 

(The former too was of the British line.) 

Has not his healing balm your breaches closed, 90 

Whose exile many sought and few opposed ? 

Or did not Heaven by its eternal doom 
Permit those evils, that this good might come ? 

So manifest, that even the moon-eyed sects 

See whom and what this Providence protects, 95 

Metlrinks, had we within our minds no more 

Than that one shipwrack on. the fatal Ore,** 

That only thought may make us think again 
What wonders God reserves for such a reign. 

To dream that chance his preservation wrought ‘ 100 
Were to think Noah was preserved for nought. 

Or the surviving eight were not designed 
To people earth and to restore their kmd. 

When humbly on the royal babe we gaze. 

The manly lines of a majestic face 105 

Give awful joy ; *tis Paradise to look 
On the fair frontispiece of Nature’s book. 

If the first opening page so charms the sight. 

Think how the unfolded volume will delight 1 

See how the venerable infant lies 1 10 

In early pomp j how through the mother’s eyes 


! 

1 

1 


^ An unusually bad line for Dryden. If arranged correctly,^ according to the meaning, witlia 
more than usual eye," it would be very prosaic. “A synchysis or ill-placing of words, of which 
Tally so much complains in oratory,” is Dryden’s criticism on a passage of Ben Jonson, in which 
words are not so badly distorted (Defence of Epilogue to “ Conquest of Granada.”)^ 
t “The Cross.” A forced reference to the legend of the appearance of’the cross, with the motto 
In hoc signo vinces,” to Constantine on the eve of his victory : and Dryden poetically repre- 
sents that the elevation by Janies of the Roman Catholic rdd^on had had a beneficial effect on the 
progiess of the Christian arms in the war between the German Emperor and the Turks, 
t “The Crescent, which the Turbs bear for their arms.” 

§ “The Pope in the time of Constantine the Great, alluding to the present Pope.” ‘The pre- 
sent Pope,” here called by Dryden another Sylvester, was Innocent^ XI. The compliment to mm 
as introduced to pave the way for calling James “ a second Constantine.” Pope Innocent 2 U. was 
opposed to the Jesuits, and not sympathetic with James’s policy ; he had the name of the Protes- 
tant Pope. 

II “ Largus opum,” (Virg. .ffln. xi. 338.) See for instances of antilar Latinisms note on ‘Absalom 
and Achitophel,” 470. 

^ “ King James the Second.” . , « ^ . 

“The Lemmon Ore.” The sandbank in Yarmouth road where the Gloucest^ fngatc, 
carrying James to Scotland in May 1682, was wrecked, James narrowly escaping death. See 
“Absalom and Achitophel,” part a, X06S-1098.., 

*• V . 
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The father’s soul with an undaunted view 
Looks out, and takes our homage as his due. 

See on his future subjects how he smiles, 

Nor meanly flatters nor with craft beguiles ; 1 1 5 

But with an open face, as on his throne, 

Assures our birthrights and assumes his own. 

Bom in broad day-light, that the ungrateful rout 
May find no room for a lemaining doubt 
Trudi, which it self is light, does daikness shun, 120 

And the true eaglet safely dares the sun. 

Fain would the fiends have made a dubious birth, + 

Loth to confess the Godhead clothed in eaith ; 

But sickened after all their baffled lies 

To find an heir-appaient of the skies, 125 

Abandoned to despair, stiH may they grudge, 

And, owning not the Saviour, prove the Judge. 

Not great iEneas stood in plainer day,t 
"When, the dark mandiiig mist dissolved away, 

He to the Tyrians showed his sudden face, 130 

Shining with all his goddess mother’s grace ; 

For she herself had made his countenance bright, 

Breathed honour on his eyes, and her own purple light. 

If our victorious Edward, § as they say, 

Gave Wales a Prince on that propitious day, 135 

Why may not years revolving with his fate 
Produce his like, but with a longer date ? 

One who may carry to a distant shore 
The terror that his famed forefather bore ? 

But why should James or his young hero stay 140 

For slight presages of a name or day ? 

We need no Edward’s fortune to adorn 
That happy moment when our Prince was born ; 

Our Prince adorns his day, and ages hence 

Shall wish his birth-day for some future prince. * 145 

* The birth of»the Prince took place in the presence of a large number of privy councillors and 
ladies of rank. 

, t ** Alluding to the temptations in the wilderness.'* (St. Matthew, chap, iv.) 

J *Wirg. .^n, I.'* 

** Rcstitit .iEneas, daraque in luce refulsit. 

Os huraerosque deo similis ; namque ipsa dccoram 
Csesariem nato genitrix, lumenque juventae 
Putpureum, et Idetos oculis afh^irat honores : 

Qusde nianus addunt ebori decus, aut ubi flavo 
Argentum Panusve lapis circumdatur auro.” 

vv. 588-593. 

** The Trojan dnef ^peared in open sight, 

August in .&d serenely bright ; 

His mother gMabss with her hands divine 

Had formeoms curling locks and ‘made his temples shine, 

And given his rolling eyes a sparkling grace, 

And breathed a youthful vigour on his tace , 

Like polished ivory, bcautious to behold, 

Or Panan marble, when enchased in gold ” 

(Dryden’s Translation , 

S ** Edward the Black Prince, born on Trinity gunday.” 
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Great Michael, pnijice of all the etherial hosts, 

And whate’er inborn saints our Britain boasts ; * 

And thou, the adopted patron of our Isle,t 
With cheerful aspects on this infant smile! 

The pledge of Heaven, -which dropping from above 150 
Secures our bliss and reconciles His love. 

Enough of ills our dire rebellion wrought. 

When to the dregs we drank the bitter draught ; 

Then airy atoms did in plagues conspire, 

Nor did the aven^ng angel yet retire, 155 

But purged our still increasing crimes with fire.§ 

Then perjured plots, the still impending Test,li 
And worse ; but charity conceals the rest. 

Here stop the current of the sanguine flood ; 

Require not, gracious God ! thy martyrs’ blood; 160 

But let theuwiying pangs, their living toil, 

Spread a rich harvest through their native soil ; 

A harvest ripening for another reign. 

Of which this royal babe may reap the grain. 

Enough of early saints one womb has given ; 165 

Enough increased the family of heaven : 

Let them for his and our atonement go. 

And reigning blest above, leave him to rule below. 

Enough already has the year forslowed^ 

His wonted course, the seas have overflowed, 1 70 

The meads were floated with a weeping spring. 

And frightened birds in woods forgot to sing; 

The strong-limbed steed beneath his harness faints, 

And the same shivering sweat his lord attaints. 

When will the minister of wrath give o’er? 175 

Behold him, at Araunah’s threshing floor ; ** 

He stops, and seems to sheathe his flaming brand, 

Pleased with burnt incense from our David’s hand. 

David has bought the Jebusite’s abode, 

And raised an altar to the living God. 180 

’*■ The motto of the Poem explained See the motto from Virgil’s first Georgic. Drydcn has 
j in the third line substituted jpmrum for jitvejiem, to make it more appropriate, ‘i’he pasMigc to 
I thus translated by Bryden . 

home-born deities, of mortal birth ’ 

Thou father Romulus, and modier earth. 

Goddess unmoved ' whose guardian arms extend 
G’er Tuscan Tiber’s course, and Roman towers defend. 

With youthful Caesar youi joint powers engage. 

Nor mnder him to save the sinking age. 

Oh I let the blood already spilt atone I 

For the past crimes of curst Lapmedoii.” 

The “ perjuria Laomedontis” of Virgil had a force in Bryden’s motto as referring to the perjuries 1 
of the witnesses of the Popish Plot, 
t ** St. George ” I The Plague of 1666. 

§ The Great Fire of London. li The Popish Plot and the Test Act 

tT See note on forslow in p. 139 : where there is an error in saying that Scott has in this passage , 
sub*.tituted foreshowed. Other editors have done so. S 

“ Alluding to thfe passage in the First Book of Rings, ch. xxiv. v. 20/’ Such is Bryden’s note ; i 
but he has made a wrong reference. The reference -was mtended for 3 Samuel xadv. | 
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Heaven, to reward him, make his joys sincere; 

No future ills nor accidents appear 
To sully and pollute the sacred infant’s year. 

Five months to discord and debate were given ; 

He sanctifies the yet remaining seven. 1S5 

Sabbath of months ! henceforth in him be blest, 

And prelude to the realms perpetual rest ! 

Let his baptismal drops for us atone ; 

Lustrations for offences not his own. 

Let Conscience, which is Interest ill disguised, 190 

In the same font be cleansed, and all the land baptized. 

Unnamed as yet, at least unknown to faine,t 
Is there a strife in Heaven about his name, 

Where every famous predecessor vies, 

And makes a faction for it in the skies ? :9S 

Or must it be reserved to thought alone ? 

Such was the sacred Tetragrammaton.^ 

Things worthy silence must not be revealed : 

Thus the true name of Rome was kept concealed, § 

To shun the spells and sorceries of those 200 

Who durst her infant majesty oppose. 

Rut when his tender strength in time shall rise 
To dare ill tongues and fascinating eyes. 

This Isle, which hides the little Thunderer’s fame, 

Shall be loo narrow to contain his name : 205 

The artillery of Heaven shall make him known ; 

Crete could not hold the god, when Jove was grown. If 
As Jove’s increase,^ wlio from his brain was bora, 

Whom arms and arts did equally adorn, 

Free of the breast was bred, whose milky taste 210 

Minerva’s name to Venus had debased 
So this imperial babe rejects the food 
That mixes monarchs with plebeian blood : ‘ 

Food that his inborn courage might control, 

Extinguish all the father in his soul, 215 

And* for his Estian race and Saxon strain tt 
Might reproduce some second Ricliard's reign. ‘ 

Mildness he shares from both his parents’ blood : 

But kings too tame are despicably good : 

* Original sin.” t '‘The Trince christened, "but not named.’' 

t “Jehovah, or the name of God, unlawful to be pronounced by the Jews.’' ^ 

§ “Some authors say, that the true name of Rom e was kept a secret : Ne hosies _ 

deos elicerent ** Where these Latin words come ixom has not been ascertained, bee Macro om 
(Saturnalia, iii 9) and Phny (Nat Hist. v. 5} on Vae subject of this superstitious concealmmt ot 
the true name of Rome, lest enemies might make ’ose of it to evoke the protecting deities rncre 
was a superstition that when the protecting gods hjft a city, it felli: and this superstition is 
to be leferred to in a passage of the iEneid. (ii. '•551) on the destruction of Troy, alluaea to m 
Dryden’s poem to I/ord Chancellor Clarendon, hn e 20, where see the note. 

II “ Candie, where Jupiter was bom, and lived secretly.” 

If “ Cara deum suboles, magrtum Jovis incremeiEtum.” 

ViRG. IV. 49- 

“ Pallas, or Minerva, said by the poets to 1 tave been bred up by hand.” In the case of the 
infant prince, the wet-nurse was dispensed with . 
if The Prince's mother, Mary of Modena, wa s ad Este. 
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Be this the mixture of this regal child, 220 

By nature manly, hut by virtue mild. 

Thus far the furious transport of the news 
Had to prophetic madness fired the Muse : 

Madness ungovernable, uninspired, 

Swift to foretell whatevei she desired. 225 

Was it for me the daik abyss to tread, i 

And read the book which angels cannot read ? I 

How was I punished when the sudden blast I 

The face of heaven and our young sun o’crcast ! , 

Fame, the swift ill, increasing as she rolled, 230 j 

Disease, despair, and death at three reprises told : 1 

At three insulting strides she stalked the town, ! 

And, like conta^on, struck the loyal down. ! 

Down fell the winnowed wheat ; but mounted high, 1 

The whirlwind bore the chaff, and hid the sky. 235 

Here black rebellion shooting from below, 

(As earth’s gigantic brood by moments grow,t) , 

And here the sons of God are petrified with woe : i 

• An apoplex of grief ! so low were diiveii j 

The saints as hardly to defend their heaven, 240 

As, when pent vapours i-iin their hollow round, 

Earthquakes, which are convulsions of the ground, 

Break bellowing forth, ai>d no confinement brook, 

Till the third settles what the former shook ; 

Such heavings had our souls, till, slow and late, 245 

Our life with his returned, and Faith prevailed on Fate. 

By prayers the mighty blessing was implored, 

To prayers was granted and by prayers restored. 

So, ere the Shunamite a son conceived, + 

The prophet promised, and the wife helieved ; 250 

A son was sent, the son so much desired, 

But soon upon the mother’s knees expired. j 

' The troubled seer approached the mournful door, ; 

Ran, prayed, and sent his pastoral staff befoie, j 

Then stretched his limbs upon the child, and mourned, ’ 255 
Till warmth and breath and a new soul returned. 

Thus Mercy stretches out her hand, and saves ! 

Desponding Peter sinking in the waves. § j 

As when a sudden storm of hail and rain 
Beats to the ground the yet unbearded grain. 260 

Think not the hopes of haivest are destroyed 
On the flat field and on the naked void ; 

The light unloaded stem, from tempest freed, 

Will raise the youthful honours of his head ; j 

And, soon restored by native vigour, bear 265 j 

The timely product of the bounteous year. 

^ The sudden false report of the Prince’s death.” „ ^ , 

t “ Those giants are failed to have grown fifteen ells every day ” What Bryden here refers 

t ** In the Second Book of Kings, chap.‘iv.’', 

§ St Matthew, chap. xiv. 
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Nor yet conclude all fiery trials past, 

For Heaven -will exercise ns to the last ; 

Sometimes will check ns in our full career, 

With doubtful blessings and with mingled fear ; 270 

That, still depending on his daily grace, 

His every mercy for an alms may pass ,* 

With sparing hands will diet us to good, 

Preventing surfeits of our pampered blood. 

So feeds the mother-bird her craving young 275 

With little morsels, and dela3rs them long. 

True, this last blessing was a royal feast. 

But where’s the wedding-garment on the guest ? 

Our manners, as religion were a dream, 

Are such as teach the nations to blaspheme. 280 

In lusts we wallow, and with pride we swell, 

And injuries with injuries repd ; 

Prompt to revenge, not daring to forgive, 

Our lives unteach the doctrine we believe. 

Thus Israel sinned, impenitently hard, 285 

And vainly thought the present ark their guard ; ^ 

But when the haughty Philistines appear. 

They fled, abandoned to their foes and fear ; 

Their God was absent, though his ark was there. 

Ah I lest our crimes should snatch this pledge away, 290 
And make our joys the blessing of a day ! 

For we have sinned him hence, and that he lives 
God to his promise, not our practice, gives. 

Our crimes would soon weigh down the guilty scale, 

But James and Mary and the Church prevail. 295 

Nor Amalek can rout the chosen bands, 

While Hur and Aaron hold up Moses’ hands, t 
By living well let us secure his days ; 

Moderate in hopes and humble in our ways. 

No force the free-born spirit can constrain, 300 

But charity and great examples gain. 

Forgiveness is our thanks for such a day ; 

’Tis god-like God in his own coin to pay. 

But you, propitious Queen, translated here 
From your mild heaven to lule our rugged sphere, 305 

Beyond the sunny walks and circling year jt 
You, who your native climate have bereft 
Of all the virtues, and the vices left ; 

Whom piety and beauty malce their boast, 

Though beautiful is well in pious lost ; 310 

So lost as star-light is dissolved away 
And melts into the brightness of the day, 

Or gold about the regal diadem, 

Lost to improve the lustre of tlic gem. 


* “ 1 Saniuol iv to.” 

1 *‘ExoJ. xvii 8 ” Compare ** Versos to fl)e DuJiosl of Yoik,” 2 (;. p jj 
t See note on “Threnodia Augustalis,” line •353 
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What can we add to your triumphant day ? 

Let the great gift the beautious giver pay ; 

For should our thanks awake the rising sun, 

And lengthen, as his latest shadows run. 

That, though the longest day, would soon, too soon, be 
Let angels’ voices with their harps conspire, 

But keep the auspicious infant from the quire ; 

Late let him sing above, and let us know 
No sweeter music than his cries below. 

Nor can I wish to you, great Monarch, more 
Than such an annual income to your store ; 

The day which gave this unit did not shine 
For .a less omen than to fill the trine. 

After a Prince, an Admiral beget ; 

The Royal Sovereign wants an anchor yet 
Our Isle has younger titles still in store, 

And when the exhausted land can yield no more, 

Your line can foice them from a foreign shore. 

The name of Great your martial mind will suit ; 

But Justice is your darling attribute : 

Of all the Greeks, ’twas hut one hero’s due, 

And in him Plutarch prophesied of you. 

A prince’s favours but on few can fall, 

But justice is a virtue shared by all. 

Some kings the name of conquerors have assumed, 
Some to be great, some to be gods presumed ; 

But boundless power and arbitraiy lust 
Made tyrants still abhor the name of Just ; 

They shunned the praise this godlike virtue gives, 

And feared a title that reproached their lives. 

The Power from which all kings derive their state, 
Whom they pretend at least to imitate, 

Ts equal both to punish and reward ; 

For few would love their God, unless they feared. 

Resistless force and immortality 
Make but a lame, imperfect deity ; 

Tempests have force unbounded to destroy, 

And deathless being even the damned enjoy ; 

And yet Heaven’s attributes both last and first, 

One without life, and one with life accurst : 

But Justice is Heaven’s self, so strictly lie 
That, could it fail, the Godhead could not be. 

This virtue is your own ; but life and state 
Are one to Fortune subject, one to Fate : 

Equal to all, you justly frown or smile ; 

Nor hopes nor fears your steady hand beguile ; 

Your self our balance hold, the world’s our Isle. 


315 


done. 

320 


325 


330 


335 


340 


345 


350 


355 


i 


* Aristides ; see his Life in Plutarch.” 



EPISTLES 

AND 

COMPLIM, ENTARY ADDRESSES. 



GENERAL INTRODUCTION. 


This second division of Diydej-^s Poems^ •which has been headed Epistles and 
Complimentary Addresses, consists almost entirely of short pieces ; the only two 
of any length being the Address to Sir Godfrey Kneller and the Epistle to his 
cousin folm JOriden, A large poiiion of the Addresses was written, according 
to the cttstom of the times, as cotnplmcnfary testimonies for author friends to he 
placed at the beginning of newlyfublished works; the praise, as it is called tn 
Hisdihras, ** of witdnsiiringfnendP The dates of publication of the pieces in this 
division range from 1650, whenDryden in his nineteenth year vouched for ihepoetiy 
of his schoolfellow John Hoddesdon, to 1700, when he published wi% his “ Fables^'' 
his Epistle to his cousin. They are pri^ited in chronological order of pubJicaiion, 
**A familiar Epistle to Mr. Julian, Secretary to the Muses f which was printed, 
and ascribed to Dry den, in the sixth volume of the editioii of the Miscellany 
Poems''"^ of i*j 16, may be unhesitatingly rejected as not Drydeiis. The same poem 
•was published as George Villiers Duke of Buckingham's in a collection of his Poems 
printed in 1714. An allusion to Dry den himself in the poem would seem sufficient 
to prove him not the author: 

** Less art thou helped by Dryden*s bed-rid age i 
Thai drone has left his sting upon the stage ” 

It was an abuse of Dryderds name by the publisher to represetit as his any volume 
or edition of the Miscellany Poems''' piblished after his death; and no text or 
ascription of authorship in any of these subsequent publications can he relied on as 
regards Dryden. 

Dryden's occasional brief notes are always printed between mai'ks cf quotation. 



EPISTLES AND COMPLIMENTARY ADDRESSES. 


I 

I 


TO JOHN HODDESDON, 

ON HIS DIVINE EPIGRAMS.* 

Thou hast inspired me with thy sotil, and I, 

Who ne’er before could ken of poetry, 

Am grown so good proficient I can lend 
A line in commendation of my friend. 

Yet ’tis but of the second hand ; if aught 5 

There be in this, ’tis from thy fancy brought 
Good thief who darest, Prometheus-like, aspire^ 

And fill thy poems with celestial fire, 

Enliv(fnfedb£^esb r^iys 

AdTa Jin^njistfe , to ' thy cronm of bayj|, ro 

Young'TagietrWho thy nest thus soon forsook, 

So lofty and divine a course hast took 

As all admire, before the down begin 

To peep as yet upon thy smoother chin j 

And, making Heaven thy aim, hast had the grace 15 

To look the Sun of Righteousness in the face. 

What may we hope, if thou goest on thus fast ? 

Scriptures at first, enthusiasms at last I 
Thou hast commenced betimes a saint ; go on, 

Mingling diviner streams with Helicon, 20 

That they who view what Epigrams here be, 

May learn to make like, in just praise of thee. 

Reader, I’ve done, nor longer will withhold 
Thy greedy eyes j looking on this pure gold, 

Thou’lt know adulterate copper, which, like this, 25 

Will only serve to be a foil to his. 

* This is Dryden’s second known poem, the first being the poem on the death of Lord Hastings. | 
These lines were prefixed to a small volume of religious poetry published in 1650, by John 
Hoddesdon, a youth of eighteen, and probably a Westminster schoolfellow and Cambridge fellow- J 
collegian of Dryden. The lines were signed Dryden of Trinity C.” Dryden completed his j 
nineteenth year in August 1650. Hoddesdon’s hook was called ‘‘Sion and Panin&sus, or { 
Epigrams on several Texts of the Old and New Testament, to which are added a Poem on the i 
Passion, a Hymn on the Resun cction, Ascension, and Feast of Pentecost." ! 



;oo 


TO SIR ROBERT HOWARD, 


TO MY HONOURED FRIEND SIR ROBERT HOWARD, 

ON HIS EXCELLENT POEMS.* 

As there is music uninformed by art 
In those wild notes, which with a merry heart 
The birdvS in unfrequented shades express. 

Who, better taught at home, yet please us less. 

So in your verse a native sweetness dwells, 5 

Which shames composure + and its art excels. 

Singing no more can your soft numbers grace 
Than paint adds cliarnis unto a beautious face. 

Yet as, when mighty rivers gently creep, 

Their even calmness does suppose them deep, 10 

Such is your Muse ; no metaphor swelled high 
With dangerous boldness lifts her to the sky : 

Those mounting fancies, when they fall again, 

Show sand and dirt at bottom do remain. 

So firm a strength, and yet withal so sweet, 15 

Did never but in Samson^s riddle meet. J 
’Tis strange each line so great a weight should bear 
And yet no sign of toil, no sweat appear. 

Either your art hides art, as Stoics feign 

Then least to feel when most they suffer pain j 20 

And we, dull souls, admire but cannot see 

What hidden springs within the engine be . 

Or ’tis some happiness that still pursues 
Each act and motion of your giaceful Muse. 

* Sir Robert Howard, to whom this poem is addressed, was a younger son of ihc Fail of 
Berkshire, with whom Dryden became intimate about the time of the Restoration, .'tnd by whom 
he was much befriended Shadwell, in his ** Medal of John Bayes,” has made Howard’s kiudiic s 
to Dryden a subject of attack : 

** Then by the assistance of a noble knight 
Thou hadst plenty, ease, and liberty to write : 

First like a gentleman he made thee live, 

And on his bounty thou didst amply thrive.” 

And a note on “noble knight” explains, “Sir R. H., who kept him generously at his own house.” 
Sir Robert Howard, like his father, was a zealous Royalist. The volume of poems which occa- 
sioned this Address from Dryden, was published almost immediately after the Restoration : and 
Dryden^'s poem appeared at the beginning of the book. Not long after, Dryden manied a sister 
of Sir Robert’s, Lady Elizabeth Howard. In the Preface to “Annus Mirabilis,” which is 
addressed to Sir Robert Howard, Dryden expresses in warm terms his personal obligations to his 
brother-in-law. But soon after they had an angry public controversy, arising out of a critici'»m by 
Sir Robert on Dryden’s “Essay of Dramatic Poesy.” Dryden replied in a tone of severe irony, 
with contemptuous remarks on Sir Robert Howard in striking contrast with some of the corapli- 
jnents in this poem. Sir Robert was a member of Parliament, and held the lucrative office of 
Auditor of the Exchequer. He died in 1698 at the age of 72. The contents of the volume to 
which this poem of Dryden is prefixed, are : A Panegyric to the King , Songs and Sonnets , The 
Blind Lady, a Comedy ; Translations of the Fourth Book of Virgil’s ^neid and of the Achilleis of 
Statius ; and a Panegyric to General Monk. Dryden’s name at the end of the poem is printed 
JDridefi. 

t CoTJiposure^ for composition. The word is used by Diy'den in the sense of reconciliation, in 
Ihe Preface to “Absalom and Achitophel,” p 90, 

X Judges xiv. 14, 18. 
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Or is it Fortune’s work, that in your head 25 

The curious net that is for fancies spread* 

Lets through its meshes eveiy meaner thought, 

V/hile rich ideas there are only caught ? 

Sure that’s not all ; this is a piece loo fair 

To be the child of chance, and not of caie. 30 

No atoms casually together hurled 

Could e’er pioduce so beautiful a world ; 

Nor dare I such a doctrine here admit 
As would destroy the providence of wit. 

’Tis your strong genius then, which does not feel 35 

Those weights would make a weaker spirit reel. 

To carry weight, and run so lightly too, 

Is what alone your Pegasus can do. 

Great Hercules himself could ne’er do more 

Than not to feel those heavens and gods he boie. 40 

Your easier Odes, which for delight wcie penned, 

Yet our instmetion make their second end ; 

We’re both enriched and pleased, lilce them that woo 
At once a beauty and a fortune loo. 

Of moral knowledge Poesy was queen, 45 

And still she might, had wanton wits not been, 

Who, like ill guardians, lived themselves at large, 

And, not content with that, debauched llieir climge. ' 

Like some brave captain, your successful pen 

Kestores the exiled to her crown again, 50 

And gives ns hope, that having seen the days 

When nothing flourished but fanatic bays, 

All will at length in this opinion rest, 

A sober Prince’s government is best. 

This is not all ; your art the way has found 55 

To make improvement of the richest ground. 

That soil which those immortal laurels lx)ic 
That once the sacred Maro’s temples wore.f 
Elisa’s} griefs are so expressed by you, 

They are too eloquent to have been true. 

Had she so spoke, JEneas had obeyed 
What Dido latlier than what Jove had said. 

If funeral rites can give a ghost repose, 

Your use so justly has discharged those, 

Elisa’s shade may now its wandering cease 65 

And claim a title to the fields of peace. 

But if Aineas be obliged, no less 
Your kindness great Achilles doth confess. 


“Rete MiraHlc,’^ is Bryden’s note on the curious net” of this line. Reie mtmhh is the 
name given to the network of blood-vessels at the base of the brain of quadrupeds (Honpcrs 
Medical Dictionary). Derrick has a note, which some succeeding editors nave copied, explaining 
that this line is a compliment to a poem of Sir Roberts, entitled Rete Mirabile. But there is 
no such pbem of Sir Robert’s. . j 

+ Referring to the translation of the Fourth Book of the ^noid, “ Of the Loves of Dido and 
iEneas,” in Sir R. Howard's volume. 

X EEsa, another name of Dido. 
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Who, dressed by Statius in too bold a look,’*' 

Did ill become those virgin robes he took. 70 

To understand how much we owe to you, 

We must your numbers with your author’s view : 

Then we shall see his work was lamely rough, 

Each figure stiff, as if designed in buff : 

liis colours laid so thick on every place 75 

As only showed the paint, but hid the face. 

But, as in pcispcctivef we beauties see, 

Which in the glass, not in the picture, be,J 
So here our sight obligingly mistakes 

That wealth, which his your bounty only makes. So 

Thus vulgar dishes are b}?' cooks disguised, 

More for their dressmg than their substance piizetl. 

Your curious Notes § so search into that age, 

When all was fable but the sacred page, 

I That, since in that dark night we needs must stray, S5 

! We are at least misled in pleasant way. 

; But what we most admiie, your verse no less 

I The prophet than the poet doth confess. 

. Ere our weak eyes discerned the doubtful streak 

Of light, you saw great Charles his morning break. 90 
So skilful seamen ken the land from far, 

Which shows like mists to the dull passenger. 

To Charles your Muse first pays her dutious love, 

As still the ancients did begin from Jove ; 

With Monk you end, whose name preseived shall be, 11 95 

As Rome recoided Rufus’ memo ly, IT 

* The translation of the ** AchiUeis” of Statius. 

+ The accent IS on the first syllable ol perspective. See the Address to Sir Godfrey Kneller, 
37, 39, and Elegy on Mrs. Kilhgrew, 115. 

j t The use of be for are which occurs twice in this poem (see line 22) is severely censured by 
' Dryden in Ben Jonson m the part of his “ Defence of the Epilogue to the Conquest of Granada,” 
j where he enumerates several of Ben Jonson’s faults of grammar. 

I When we, whose wishes conquered thee, 

j Thus by thy vices ruined be,” 

i is a couplet in Ben Jonson’s ‘‘Catilme ” Dryden says, Be there is false English for are, though 
I the rhyme hides it.” See also line ai of Poem to Hoddesdon 
I § '‘Annotations on Statius.” 

11 Sir R. Howard’s volume of poems begins with a Panegyric on Charles and ends with one on 
Monk. 

, IT “ Hie situs est Rufus, pulso qui Vindice quondam 

, Imperium asseruit non sibi sed patri® ” 

This epitaph, composed by Vir^nius Rufus for himself, is preserved in Pliny's Letters (vi. 10, and 
[ IX. ig). Rufus was Governor of Germany in the last year uf Neru’s reign (a.d. 68), when Julius 
’ Vmdex, wopiaitor of Gaul, revolted from Nero and offered the enipeiorship to Oalba, then m 
Spain. Rufus was urged by his own soldiers to try to make himself emperor ; he refused, and he 
marched against Vindex and defeated him Then his soldiers again urged him to make himself 
emperor : again he refused. When Nero perbhed, Galba was lecogmsed emperor by the Senate. 
Rufus accompanied Galba to Rome. Galba soon perished, and v/as succeeded by Otho, who soon 
. committed suicide. Then again. Rufus was entreated and urged by his soldicrt, to make himself 
emperor; and on his refusing again, they threatened him, and their love so turned to hate that 
when he was accused of taking part in a conspiracy against Vitellius, they flocked the Emperor 
J to demand the death of Rufus. At the age of 83 he was made Consul for the second time by the 
Emperor Nerva, a.i>. 97. He had been Consul for the first time, thirty-four years before, with 
I Caius Memmius. 
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Wlio thought it gie^itcr honour to obey 
IIU country's intercbt than the world to sway. 

But to write worthy things of worthy men 

Is the peculiar talent of your pen. 100 

Vet let me take your mantle up, and I 

Will ventuie in your right to prophesy : 

This woik, by mciit last of fame secure. 

Is likewise ha[»py 111 its genuine ; 

Koi, s lice ’tis bom when Charles ascends the throne, 105 
It shares at once Ins foitune and its own. 


TO MY HONOURED FRIEND DR. CHARLETON, 

ON LEARNED AND USEFUL WORKS, AND MORE PARTICULARLY 
THIS OF liTONEHENCE, BY HIM RESTORED TO THE TRUE FOUNDERS/' 

'/HE longest tyranny that over swayed 
\Vas th.it wherein our aiicostois betiayed 
'/heir fieo-born leason to the Stagirite, 
jVnd made his torch their umvcrsal light. 

So truth, while only one supplied the state, 5 

Grew scarce and dear, and yet sophisticate ; 

Until ’tAvast bought, like empiik warea or charms, 

Hard words sealed up with Aristotle’s arms. 

Columbus was the first that shook his throne, 

And found a temperate in a torrid zone, 10 

'The feverish air fanned by a cooling breeze, ' 

The fruitful vales set round with shady trees, 
i ^Vnd guiltless men, that danced away their time, 

[ Fresh as their groves and happy as tkeir clrnie. 

Had we still paid that homage to a name 1$ 

^Vllich only Cxod and Natuie justly claim, 

The western seas had been our utmost bound, 

\ Where poets still might dream the sun was drowned, 

I And all the stars, that shine in southern skies. 

Had been admired by none but savage eyes. 20 

This pocni is prefixed to a work in which Dr. Charleton entlcavouied to pipve that Stonehenge 
was a work of the Dane's, in opposition to Inigo Joue.s, who assigned its origin to the Romans 
I t;ii;ulelon's work, which bears the date 1663 ou the title-page, was probably published in the end of 
I iCide. The <U dication to the King bears date April 27, 1662, and it was licensed September si, 
)l 1662. Its full I’tleis “ Chorea Gigantiiiu, or the most j&uutms antiquity of Gre.it Britain, Stonehenge, 
standing on S iHsbuiy Pj.iin, re^tOled to the D.aiies, by Walter Cluuleton, M.D. and Physician in 
3 Ordinary to hi'. Majesty.’’ Charleton washoin in ibiq ; ho had been physician to Charles I ; he was 
^ a man of science, and author of several woiks ; he died in 1707. Drydeu’s poem is here printed as it 
y originally appeared in Dr, Charleton’s work, 1663. The i>oeiu was repiiblishcdin 1704, after Dryden’t, 

I do.ith, in the l-’ifthPart of the “Miscellany Poems,” with sonic variati<ms, most of which are not 
iiiilirovemcnts, but which have been generally followed by subsequent editors. The poeuiissigned 
“JohnD^iV/.v/.” 

t l/uiS/ fmrsf in origin.il edition changed into izll ii was in ** Miscellany Poems/’ and by 
Derrick, followed by Scott, into still it was; which spoils the sense. 
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TO DR, CHARLETOK 


Among the asserteis of free lea&on’s claim. 

The English are* not the least in worth or fame. 

The world to Bacon does not only owe 
Its present knowledge, but its future too. 

Gilbert shall live,+ till loadstones cease to draw 25 

Or British fleets the boundless ocean awe, 

And noble Boyle, J not less in nature seen. 

Than his great brother, read in states and men. 

The circling streams, once thought but pools, of blood 
(Whether nfe’s fuel or the body’s food), 30 

From dark oblivion Harvey’s name§ shall save ; 

While Ent I 1 keeps all the honour that he gave. 

Nor are you, learned friend, the least renowned ; 

Whose fame, not circumscribed with English ground, 

Flies like the nimble journeys of the light, 35 

And is, like that, unspent too in its flight. 

Whatever truths have been by art or chance 
Redeemed fiom error or from ignorance. 

Thin in their authors, like rich veins in ore, 

Your works unite, and still discover more. 40 

Such is the healing virtue of your pen 
To perfect cures on books as well as men. 

Nor is this work the least : you well may give 
To men new vigour, who make stones to live. 

Through you the Danes, their short dominion lost, 45 

A longer conquest than the Saxons boast. 

Stonehenge, once thought a temple, you have found 
A throne where kings, our eaithly gods, were ciowned; 

Where by their wondering subjects they were seen. 

Joyed with^ their stature and their princely mien. 50 

Our Sovereign here above tlie rest might stand, 

And here be chose again to sway the land. 

These luins sheltered once his sacred head. 

Then when from Worcester’s fatal field he fled ; ** 

Watched by the genius of this royal place, 55 

And mighty visions of the Danish race, 

His refuge then was for a temple shown : 

But, he restored, ’tis now become a throne. 

T/i* EngUsJt are of the original edition replaced in the “Miscellany Poems” by “Our 
nation’s.” This change is an improvement ; but it is not necessary, and there is no proof that Bryden 
authorized the changes in this piece which appeared when Tonson reprinted it after his death 
i Dr. William Gilbert, chief physician to Queen Elizabeth and James He was author of a 
treatise on the magnet, and inventor of an instrument for calculating the latitude. 

t Robert Boyle, the famous natural philosopher, son of the Eail of Cork. “His great brother, 
read in states and men,” was Roger, Earl of Orrery, known as Lord Broghill before the Rcstoratii»n 
Dryden dedicated to Lord Orrery his play of “ The Rival Ladies,” published in 1664, in a similar 
strain of high panegyric. Lord Orreiy was a poet as well as a politician. 

§ Dr William Harvey, the discoverer of the circulation of the blood 

It Dr. George Ent, an eminent physician, knighted by Chailes TL He was an intimate friend 
of I-Ia^ey, and edited Harvey’s last work, entitled “Exercitatio de Gencratiune Animalium/’ pub- 
lished in x6si. He also wrote a defence of Harvey’s theory of circulation. 

IT Scott states that the first edition contains the words chose hy instead cA joyed wU 7 i: but tl e 
statement appears to be a mistake. 

** This line was changed, when reprinted in the “ Miscellany Poems,” into 
“ When he from Worcester’s fatal battle fled.” 
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TO THE LADY CASTLEMAINE, 

UPON HER ENCOURAGING HIS FIRST PLAY* 

As seamen, shipwracked on some happy shore, 

Discover wealth in lands unknown before, 

And what their art had laboured long in vain 
By their misfortunes happily obtain. 

So niy much-envied Muse, by storms long tost^ 5 

Is tin own upon your hospitable coast, 

And finds more favour by her ill success 
Than she could hope for by her happiness. 

Once Cato’s virtue did the gods oppose. 

While they the victor, + he the vanquished chose : 10 

But you have done what Cato could not do, 

To choose the vanquished and restore him too. 

Let others still triumph and gain theii cause 
By their deserts or by the world’s applause ; 

Let meiit crowns, and justice laurels give, 15 

But let me happy by your pity live. 

True poets empty fame and pinise despise ; 

Fame is the trumpet, ‘bitt y bur smiTe thc^’rize. 

You sit above, and see vain ihen below ' 

Contend for what you only can bestow ; 20 

But those great actions others do by chance, 

Are, like your beauty, your mhenlance ; 

So great a soul, such sweetness joined in one, 

Could only spiing from noble Grandison. 

You, like the stars, not by reflection bright, 25 

Are born to your own heaven, and your own light ; 

Like them are good, l^ut from a nomer cause, 

P'loniyour own knowledge, not from Nature’s laws. 

Your power you never use but for defence, 

To guard your own or others’ innocence : 3 ^ 

Lady Cnbtlemaine was daughter of Viscount Grandison. She married Roger Palmer, Esq. who 
was created by Charles 11 . Earl of Castlemaine. She became Chailes II ’s mistress immediately 
after the Restoration, and maintained lor a long time favour and po»ver She was ultimately niade 
Duchess of Cleveland Diydeu’s fust play, The Wild Gallaut,” produced in the beginning of 
1663, was not successful on Uie stage : but it pleased the King, as Dryden informs us in his Pieface 
on the publication of the play, and his hlajesty may have been uilliu need by his mistress, Lady 
Castleniame, who, it appears fiom this poem, consoled Dryden m his failure by her encouragement 
1 In a “Sc.ssioii of the Poets,’' in imitation of Suckling's poem, printed in the State Poems (vol 1. 
1 p. 20C), Diyden is named with this poem : 

‘ Dryden, who one would have thoiight had more wit, 

I The censure of eveiy ni.in did disd.un, 

\ Pleading some pitiful ihymcs he had u rit 

In praise of the Countess of Castleniame ” 

This noem was reprinted by Dryden in his third volume of Miscellany Poems,” 1693. 

Victrix causa Deis placuit, sed victa Catoni ” ^ 

^ Ovid, Fast i, 525. 

X 
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TO NATHANIEL LEE, 


Your foes are such as they, not you, have made, 

And vii'tue may repel, though not invade. 

Such courage did the ancient heroes show, 

Who, when they might prevent, would wait the blow ; 

With such assurance as they meant to say, 35 

We will o’ercoine, but scorn the safest way. 

What farther fear of danger can there be ? 

Beauty, which captives all things, sets me free. 

, Posterity will judge by my success 

I had the Grecian poet’s happiness, 40 

Who, waving plots, found out a better way ; 

Some god descended and preserved the j^lay. 

When first the triumphs of your sex were sung 
By those old poets. Beauty was but young. 

And few admired the native red and white, 45 

Till poets dressed them up to charm the sight ; 

So Beauty took on trust, and did engage 
For sums of praises till she came to age. 

But this long growing debt to poetry 

You justly, Madam, have discharged to me, 50 

When your applause and favour did infuse 

New life to my condemned and dying Muse. 


TO MR. LEE, 

ON HIS ALEXANDER.* 

The blast of common censiue could I fear, 

Before your play my name should not appeal ; 

For ’twill be thought, and with some colour too, 

I ][ 5 ay the bribe I first received from you ; 

That mutual vouchers for our fame we stand, 5 

To play the game into each other’s hand ; 

And as cheap pen’orths to ourselves afFoid, 

As Bessus and the brothers of the sword, t 
Such libels private men may well endure. 

When States and Kings themselves aic not secure ; :o 

For ill men, conscious of their inward guilt, 

Thiiik the best actions on by-ends are built. 

♦ This complimentary poem was prefixed to Nathaniel Lee’s nagedy ‘*Thc Rival Queens, or the 
Death of Alexander, .the Great,” published lu 1677 It has been pi intcd by Broughton, Dcmck, and 
other editors with several small inaccuracies, which are here corrected from the first publication. 
,Lee had a few years before addressed a complimentary poem to Dryden, which was prefixed to 
“ I'he State of Innocence : ” this is referred to m the opening lines of this poem. In 1679, Diyden 
and Lee jointly produced ‘*CEdipus,"and in 1683 *‘Tne Duke of Guise.” 

+ In Beaumont and Fletcher’s “ King and No King,” Bessus and the two swordsmen certify to 
each other’s courage, alicr having been all thrasKod and kicked by Bacurius {act 4, scene 3). 
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And yet my silence had not scaped llieir spite ; 

Then envy had not suffered me to wiite, 

For, since I could not ignorance pretend, 15 

Such worth I must or envy or commend. 

So many candidates theie stand for wit, 

A place in comt is scarce so hard to get : 

In vain they crowd each other at the door ; 

For even reversions are ail begged before : 20 

Desert, hovv known soe’ei, is long ddayed ; 

And tlieii, too, fools and knaves aie better paid. 

Yet, as some actions bear so great a name 
That courts themselves are just for fear of shame, 

So has the mighty merit of your play 25 

Extorted praise and forced itself a way. 

’Tis here as ’tis at sea ; who faithest goes 
Or dares the most makes all the rest his foes. 

Yet when some virtue much outgrows the rest, 

It shoots too fust and high to be opprest,’^ 30 

As his heroic worth struck envy dumb, 

Who took the Dutchman and who cut the hoom.f 
Such praise is youis, while you the passions move, 

That ’tis no longer feigned, kis real love. 

Where natuie triumphs over wretched art ; 35 

We only warm the head, but you the heart. 

Always you waim ; and if the using year, 

As in hot regions, bring the sun too near, 

*Tis but to make youi flagrant spices blow, 

Which in our colder climates will not grow. 40 

They only think you animate your theme 

With too much fire, who are themselves aU phlegm ; 

Prizes would be for lags of slowest pace, 

Were ciipples made the judges of the race. 

Despise those drones, who praise while they accuse 4$ 

The too much vigour of your youthful Muse, 

That humble style which they their virtue malce 
Is in your power ; you need but stoop and take. 

Your beautious images must be allowed 

By all but some vile poets of the crowd. 5 ® 

But hovv should any sigii-post dauber know 

The worth of Titian or of Angelo ? 

Hard features every bungler can command ; 

To draw true beauty shows a mastei’s hand. 


I * Oppress, the reading of the first edition r in the second edition of 1694, exprest appears, but it 
is probably a misprint, for it is not consistent with the context Scott has printed 
I t Scott explains this as referring to an ex ploit of Sir EUw aid Spragge m i6« on the Medigrrai^an 
i against the Algerines: but tliat c.nmot be, as Diydcu sjys, “took the Dutchman. Mr. Molt 
i White, in his hlS.' notes, suggests that the reference niav be to the attack on the Datcn in the 
1 harbour of Berghen in 16O5 ; there one of the captains who, under Teddiman’s orders, ipassed the 
' boom, might have earned this glory ; but thete is no record of it. As this was wrUtcai in 1077, 
j is perhaps more likely tliat the reference is to some exploit in Charles II.’s second Dutch war. 
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TO THE EARL OF ROSCOMON, 


TO THE EARL OF ROSCOMON, 

ON HIS EXCELLENT ESSAY ON TRANSLATED VERSE.^ 

Whether the fruitful Nile or Tyrian shore 
The seeds of aits and infant science bore, 

’Tis sure the noble plant, translated, first 
Advanced its head in Grecian gardens nurst. 

The Grecians added verse ; their tuneful tongue f, 

Made Nature first and Nature’s God their song 
Nor stopped translation heie : for conquering Rome 
With Grecian spoils brought Grecian numbers home ; 

Enriched by those Athenian Muses more 
Than all the vanquished world could yield before. lo 

Till barbarous nations and more barbarous times 
Debased the majesty of veise to rhymes ; 

Those rude at first ; a kind of hobbling prose, 

That limped along and tinkled in the close, f 

But Italy, reviving from the trance 15 

Of Vandal, Goth, and monkish ignorance. 

With pauses, cadence, and well-vowelled woids, 

And all the graces a good ear affords, 

Made rhyme an art, and Dante’s polibhcd page 

Restored a silver, not a golden age 20 

Then Petrarch followed, and in him we see 

What rhyme improved in all its height can be j 

At best a pleasing sound and fair baibaiity. 

The French pursued their steps ; and Britain last 

In manly sweetness all the rest surpassed. 25 

The wit of Greece, the gravity of Rome, 

Appear exalted in the British loom : 

The Muses’ empire is restored again, 

In Charles his reign, and by Roscomon's pen. 

Yet modestly he does his work survey, 30 

And calls a finished Poem an Essay ; 

For all the needful rules are scattered here ; 

Truth smoothly told, and pleasantly severe \ 

So well is art disguised for nature to appear. 

The Earl of Roscomon’s ** Essay on Translated Verse” was puhlislled in 1684, with this 
complimentary Address by Dryden prefixed A second edition, conected and enlarged, appealed 
in 1685 Roscomon returned Dryden’s favour with a complimentary poem on his “ Religio Laici,” 
which Dryden prefixed to that publication Roscomon, born in 1635, died in January 1685. He 
and Dryden had at one time joined in projecting a scheme of refining and fixing the English 
language. Pope, who elsewhere is not sparing of jiraise for Dryden, has in a well-known couplet 
justly blamed the coarseness of his verse by comparison with Roscomon . 

“ Unhappy Dryden ! in all Charles’s days 
Roscomon omy boasts unspotted lays.” 

Translahons of Horace ^ 2 Epist. i. 213. 

^ + Andrew Marvel uses the expression ‘tinkling rhyme ” in his lines to Milton on his ** Paradise 

'' Well mightst thou scorn thy readers to allure 
With imkhng rhynie, of thy own sense secure. ” 
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Nor need those rules to give tianslation light 
His own example is a flame so bright 
That he who but arrives to copy well 
Unguided will advance, unknowing will excel. 

Scarce his own Horace could such rules ordain 
Or his own Virgil sing a nobler strain. 

H ow much in him may rising Ireland boast, 

How much in gaining him has Biitaiii lost ! 

Their island in revenge has ours reclaimed ; 

The more instructed we, the more we still are shamed. 
’Tis well for us his generous blood did flow, 

Deiived from Biitish channels long ago, 

That here his conquering ancestors were nurst,+ 

And Ireland but translated England first : 

By this reprisal we regain our right, 

Else must the two contending nations fight 
A nobler quarrel for his native earth 
Than what divided Greece foi Homeris birth. 

To what perfection will our tongue airive, 

IIow will invention and tianslation thrive, 

When authors nobly born will bear their jiart, 

And not disdain the inglorious praise of art ! 

Great generals thus, descending from command, 

■With their own toil provoke the soldier’s hand. 

IIow will sweet Ovias ghost be pleased to hear 
Ills fame augmented by a British peer 
IIow he embellishes his Helen’s loves, 

Outdoes his softness and his sense improves ! 

When these translate, and teach translators too, 

Nor firstling kid nor any vulgar vow 
Should at Apollo’s grateful altar stand : 

Roscomon writes ; to that auspicious hand, 
hluse, feed the bull that spunis the yellow sand. 
Roscomon, whom both court and camps commend, 
True to hiS Prince and faithful to his friend ; 
Roscomon first in field of honour known, 

First in the peaceful triumphs of the go^^m ; 
lie both Minervas justly makes his own. 

Now let the few beloved by Jove, and they 
Whom infused Titan formed of better «lay,§ 


35 


40 


45 

SO 

55 

60 

65 

;o 


^ The meanin!^ is, “1101 aie those niles needed ^ ^ 

t In the first edition this line was printed “That heie his conquering ancestors was nurst. 
Dryden, in a letter to Jacob 'J’onson, complanis of the toas as a printer’s error, The same letter 
gives information as to the success of I.ord Roscomon’s poem : “ I am of your opinion,' says 
Dryden ; “you should reprint it, and that yon may safely vcntuie on a thousami more.” 

:|: “d'ho Earl of hlulgrave.” He had joined Dryden in a ti.uisUtiun of Ovid's Epistle of 
Helen to Paris, which had been puhlished in 1680. . 

§ “ Infused 'litan,” Prometheus, vm of lapetus, one of the Titans It was an ancient fable 
that Piometheiis made the first man and woman with clay, animating them with fire stolen from 
heaven. Dryden here copies au application of that fable from Juvenal : 

Forsitan haic speniant juvenes, quibus aite benigna 
Et meliore luto fin.\it prmcordia Titan ” 

Sat, xiv. 34. 
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TO 3m. NORTIILEXGH, 


On equal terms with ancient wit engage^ 75 

Nor mighty Homer fear, nor sacred Virgir^ page; 

.Our English palace opens wide in state. 

And without stooping they may pass the gate. 


TO MY FRIEND MR. NORTHLEIGH, 

author of the paratael, 

ON HIS TRIUMPH OF THE BRITISH MONARCHY* * * § 

So Joseph, yet a youth, expounded well 
The boding dream, and did the event foretell, 

Judged by the past, and tlrew the Parallel. 

Thus early Solomon the tnitli explored, 

The right awarded, and tlie babe restored.t 5 

Thus Daniel, ere to prophecy he gi*ew, 

The perjured Presbyters did first subdue, 

And freed Susanna from the canting crew. 

Well may our monarchy triumphant stand, 

While warlike James protects both sea and land ; 10 

And, under covert of his sevenfold shield, • 

Thou sendst thy shafts to scour the distant field. 

By law thy powerful pen has set us free ; 

Thou studies! that, and that may study thee. 


TO MY INGENIOUS FRIEND, HENRY HIDDEN, ESQ.J 

ON HIS TRANSLATION OF THE TENTH SATIRE OF JUVliNAT,. 

Xli£.,Grecian Wits, who Satire first began, 

Were pleasHit Pasquinsl'‘bhThe^i?e 61 man ; 

At mighty villains who the State opprest 

They durst not rail perhaps ; they laughed I| at least, 

And turned them out of office with a jest. 5 

* John. Northleigh, a student of law, who afterwards became a physician, published in 1685 
the political work to which this complimentary poem of Dryden was prefixed. It was. entitled 
^Tne Triumph of our Monarchy over the Plots and Principles of our Rebels and Republicans, 
being Remarks on their most eminent Libels, .by John Noithleipih, LL.B. author of the Parallel 
8vo. 1685.” Northleigh was twenty-eight when he published this work He had published in 
1682 “ The Parallel, or the new specious Association, an old relielhoiis Covenant, closing with a 
disparity between a true Patriot and a factious Associator." Bryden’s oilubions to his youth may 
have been excited by his earlier publication. 

+ This illustration is used by Dryden m “Annus Mirabilis,” stanra 43 

t_Mr. Higden was a lawyer, a member of the Middle Temple. His Translation of the Tenth 
Satire *of Juvenal was published in idSy, having been Hceii‘-Ld June a, 168(1; so this jioeni of 
Dryden was probably written in 168G. iJerrickand Scott, neither of whom liad seen Mr. fligden’s 
work, have wiongly conjectured a later dale for die poem. 

§ Pasgums; jesters. 

II X^aughed was improperly changed by Demck into lashed, which appears in all following 

editions. 
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No fool could peep abroad, but ready stand 
The drolls to clap a bauble in his hand. 

Wise legislators never yet could draw 
A fop within the reach of common law ; 

For posture, dress, grimace, and affectation, 10 

Though foes to sense, are harmless to the nation. 

Our last redress is dint of verse to try, 

And Satire is our Court of Chancery. 

This Tvay took Horace to refonn an age, 

Not bad enough to need an author^s rage r 15 

But yours,* who lived in more degenerate times, 

Was forced to fasten deep, and worry crimes. 

Yet you, my friend, have tempered him so well, 

You make him smile in spite of aU his zeal : 

An art peculiar to yourself alone, 20 

To join the virtues of two styles in one. 

Oh I were your author’s principle received, 

Half of the labouring world would be relieved, 

For not to wish is not to be deceived : 

Revenge would into charity be changed, 25 

Because it costs too dear to be revenged ; 

It costs our quiet and content of mind, 

And when ’tis compassed leaves a sting behind. 

Suppose I had the better end of the .staff, 

Why should I help the ill-natured woild to laugh? 30 

’Tis all alike to them who gets the day ; 

They love the spite and mischief of the fray. 

No, I have cured myself of that disease, 

Nor will I be provoked but when I please : 

But let me half that cure to you restoie ; 35 

You gave the salve, I laid it to the sore. 

Our kind relief against a rainy day. 

Beyond a tavern or a tedious play, 

We take your book, and laugh our spleen away. 

If all your tribe, too studious of debate, 40 

Would cease false hopes and titles to create. 

Led by the rare example you begun, 

Clients would fail and lawyers be undone. 


A LETTER TO SIR GEORGE ETHEREGE.t 

*.Tu you who live in chill degree, 

I As map informs, of fifty-three, 

|! And do ill'll much for cold alone 
j By bringing tliitlier fifty-one, 

^ ** Juvenal.” 

t Sir George Kthcrege, a man of wit and plea.'iurc. and a writer of comedies, had obtained by his 
writings the favour ot Mary, the Queen of James II., and was in Jame.s\s reign appointed suc- 
cessively minister at Hamburg and lo the Diet at Ratisbon 'I'hc escact date of this poem is not 
known, but it was written some time during the reign of James II. It appears to have been 
occasioned by a poetical epistle in the same style ftpm Sir George Etherege to the Earl of Middleton, 
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Methinks all climes should be alike, 5 

From tropic even to pole artique ; 

Since you have such a constitution 
As nowhere suffers diminution. 

You can be old in grave debate, 

And young in love-affairs of state ; 10 

And both to wives and husbands show 
The vigour of a plenipo. 

Like mighty missioner you come 
Ad Paries Infidelium ; 

A work of wondrous merit suie, 15 

So far to go, so much to endure ; 

And all to pieach to German dame, 

Where sound of Cupid never came. 

Less had you done, had you been sent 

As far as Drake or Pinto went, 20 

For cloves or nutmegs to the line-a, 

Or even for oranges to China : 

That had indeed been charity, 

Where love-sick ladies helpless lie, 

Chapped, and for want of liquor dry. 25 

But you have made your zeal appear 
Within the circle of the Bear. 

Wliat region of the earth’s so dull, 

That is not of your labours full 

Triplolemus (so sung the Nine) 30 

Strewed plenty from his cait divine ; + 


Seerctaryof State, which is printed ui the Miscellany Poems ” (vol. li. ed 1716). It would socm 
from the beginning of the poem, where latitude 53 is mentioned, that Ethciege was at Hamburg 
when this letter was -wTitten to him , but in the body of the poem, Ratisbon, where the Diet 
assembled, is clearly indicated The commencement of Etherege’s letter to Middleton, to which 
the beginning of Dryden’s letter seems to refer, is also difficult to explain geographically , as the 
change from London to Ratisbon, two degrees further south, would be rather a gain than a loss. 
Etherege begins : 

“ Since love and verse as well as wine 
Are brisker where the sun does shine, 

’Tis something to lose two degrees 
Now age itself begins to freeze, 

Yet this I patiently could bear. 

If the rough Danuhe^s beauties were 

But onb’’ two degrees less fair 

Than the bright nymphs of gentle Thames." 

The latitude of London is si" is' N,, that of Ratisbon 48" 58', the difference I i/. Dryden has 
made a mistake in speaking of latitude 53 , which would indeed have done for Hamburg, whose 
latitude is S3- Etherege is said to have been bom about 1636; and if his age were now fifty-one, 
as Dryden says, this poem would have been written in 1CS7, which is probably the date of its com- 

S osition. A second ;^etical epistle from Etherege to Middleton in the same style is also printed 
1 the “ Miscellany Poems ” ‘(vol. ii. of ed 1716). The diplomatist and his chief, the Secretary 
of State, seem to have been on very pleasant familiar terms : and it maybe concluded that Dryden 
was a friend of Middleton. Etherege is called *‘.gentlc George" in “ Mac Flecknoe," 15X, and 
see the compliment to him in the Poem to Congreve, 29. 

Quae regio in terns nostrinon plena laboris 

ViRG, jEu. i, 460. 

1 It is fabled that Ceres gave Triptolemus her chaiiot, drawn by two dragons, and that he 
travelled in it all over the earth, distributing com'to all the inhabitants of the world. 
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But spite of all these fable-makers, 

He never sowed on Almain* acres. 

No, that was left by Fate’s decree 
To be performed and sung by thee. 35 

Thou breakst through forms with as much ease 
As the French king through articles. 

In ginnd affairs thy days are spent, 

In waging weighty compliment 

With such as monarchs represent. 40 

They, whom such vast fatigues attend, 

Want some soft minutes to unbend, 

To show the world that now and then 
Great ministers are mortal men. 

Then Rhenish rummers walk the round, 45 

In bumpers every king is croVned ; 

Besides three holy mitred Hectors, 

And the whole college of Electors, f 
No health of potentate is sunk 

That pays to make his envoy drunk. 30 

These Butch delights I mentioned last 
Suit not, I know, your English taste : 

For wine to leave a whore or play 
Was ne’er your Excellency’s way. 

Nor^need this title give offence, 55 

For here you were your Excellence ; 

For gammg, writing, speaking, keeping, 

His Excellence for all but sleeping. 

Now if you tope in form, and tieat, 

’Tis the sour sauce to the sweet meat, Co 

The fine you pay for being ^eat. 

Nay, here’s a harder imposition, 

Which is indeed the Court’s petition, 

That setting worldly pomp aside, 

Which poet has at font denied, 65 

You would be pleased in humble way 
To write a trifle called a Play. 

This truly is a degradation, 

But would oblige the crown and nation 
Next to your wise negotiation. 


If you pretend, as 'well you may, ; 

Your high degree, your friends will say, 

The Duke St Aignon made a play.:|: J 

If Gallic wit con'dnee you scarce, 

His Grace of Bucks has made a farce ; 75 

And you, whose comic wit is terse all, 

Can hardly fall bclow^ Rehearsal. 

^ .(4 the old English form ol AUema^nc. It occurs mBrydun’spluy of ‘'The Assignation.” 
The old Almain recreation,” (Act a, sc i.) 

t There wcie three bishops among the Electors, the Bishops of Treves, Cologne, and Mentz. 
j Francois de Bcauvillier, Due de St. Aignon, a distinguished Fxench soldier and patron of 1 
literature, wrote a tragi-comedy called “ Brada«nante.“ i 
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TO SOUTHEJRN. 


Then finish what you have began, 

But scribble faster if you can : 

For yet no George, to our discerning, 8o 

Has writ without a ten years’ w^arning.'^ 


TO MR, SOUTHERN, 

ON HIS COMEDY CALLED THE WIVES’ EXCUSE.t 

Sure there’s a fate in plays, and ’tis in vain 
To write while these malignant planets reign. 

Some very foolish influence rules the pit. 

Not always kind to sense or just to wnt ; 

And whilst it lasts, let buffoonry succeed 
To make us laugh, for never vras more need. 

Farce in itself is of a nasty scejot. 

But the gain smells hot of the excrement. 

The Spanish nymph, a wit and beauty too. 

With all her charms bore but a single show ; 

But let a moubter Muscovite appeal*. 

He diaws a crowded audience round the year.J 
May be thou hast not pleased the box and pit, 

Yet those who blame thy tale commend thy -wit ; 

So Terence plotted, but so Terence writ, 
like his, thy thoughts are tnie, thy language clean ; 

Even lewdness is made moral in thy scene. 

The hearers may for want of Nokes repine, § 

But rest secure, the readers wnll be thine. 

Nor was thy laboured drama damned or hissed. 

But with a kind civility dismissed ; 

* The Duke of Buckingham was taunted with having been ten year« eriiploycd on “ Tiic 
Rehearsal A similar taunt occurs m a poem on the Duke in the State Poems,’' there ascribed, 
but probably wrongly, to Dryden : 

I come to his farce, which must needs be well done, 

For Troy was no longer before it was won, 

Smee 'tis more than ten yeais since this farce v/as begun ” 
t '‘’The Wives' Excuse, or Cuckolds make Themselves,” produced in 1692, was Southern's third 
comedy, and was ill received. Dri’^den had written the Prologue to Southern’s first pla}', the 
tragedy of The Loyal Brother,” which had aiipeared ten years before, when the author was 
only in his twenty-third year, and which had had immense success T\\ 0 comedies by Southern, 
The Disappointment, or the Mother in Fashion,” and “ Sii Anthony Love,” had also had great 
success , and for the first of these Dryden liad also furnished the I'rologiie In this poem Dryden 
consoles his fneud under his failure, and ascribes the want of success to the had taste of the 
audience, and to anything but want of merit in the play, .Southern printed the play, prefixing 
this poem; and he announced that Dryden, in speaking of if, had said that the public had been 
kind to “ Sir Anthony Love," and were only required to he just to this play. He further stated 
that, on the strength of the merits of this play, Dryden had submitted to him the completion of 
his own Cleomenes.” Southern was horn in 1659 ; he died in his eighty-seventh year, in 1746. 

$ Compare the poem addicssed to Mi. Granville, line. *3, 

§ Nokes was a favourite actor, skilled in parts of low humour. 
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With such good manneis, as th» Wife* did use. 

Who, not accepting, did hut just refuse. 

There was a glance at paiting, such a look 

As bids thee not give o^er for one rebuke. 25 

But if thou wouldst be seen as well as read, 

Copy one living author and one dead : 

The standard of thy style let Ethcrege be; 

For wit, the imnioital spiing of Wyclierly. 

Learn, after both, to draw some just design, 30 

And the next age will learn to copy thine. 


1 TO MY DEAR FRIEND, MR. CONGREVE, 

I ON HIS COMEDY CALLED THE DOUBLE DEALER.t 

i 

I Well then, the promised hour is come at last. 

The present age of wit obscures the past : 

Strong were our sires, and as they fought thoj' wiit, 

Conquering with force of arms and dint of wit : 

Theirs was the giant race before the flood : 3 

And thus, when Charles retuincd, our empire stood. 

Like Janus,^ he the stubborn soil manured, 

With niles of husbandry the rankness cured ; 

Tamed us to manners, when the .stage was rude, 

And boisterous English wit with art endued. 10 

Our age was cultivated thu.s at length, 

put what we^gained in skfll we lost in strength. ' 

Our buiUrerrweie with want of genius’ curst ; 

The second temple was not like tlie first ; 

Till you, the best Vitruvius, come at length, 15 

Our beauties equal, but excel our strength. 

Firm Doric pillars found your solid base, 

The fair Corinthian crowns the higher space ; 

Thus all below is strength, and all above is grace. 

In easy dialogue is Fletcher’s praise ; * 20 

lie moved the mind, but had not powei to raise. 

* The Wife in the play, Mrs, Friendall.” 

t Congreve’s ** Double Dealer” was first acted in November 1693. and was indifferently received 
on the stage. It was his second play : the first, I’lic Old Bachelor,” had obtained great applause 
Dryden had seen The Old Bachelor” in manusnipl, and he had said to Southern, who showed 
it to him, that he had never seen such .a fnst play, anti he aided to adapt it to the stage. The 
])iesent poem was addressed to Congreve to console cud ercourap.c him under the unfavourable 
leccption of “ The Double Dealer.” This is one of Diyden’s best pieces The pr.aise is sinceie 
i He wrote in a letter to Walsh, which has been prc-eived, m commendation of this play when it » 
I first appeared : Congreve’s * Double Denier’ is mudi c uied by the greater part of the town, 
and is defcnflcd only by tbe best jnilues, who, y(.ii hnow, arc to»nnionlv the brawst. Yet it gains 
giound daily, and has already bei-n acleU eight times” Tlie omcluding lines of the poem, in 
which he charges Congreve with the defence of lu> f.nu ; when he is dead, are fine and touching. 
Congreve fulfilled Dryden’.s ch.vrge l>y an edition of hi. plays. 

I Janus, the falded first FCing of Italy, who c.nue liom Tln«.saly ; with the aid of Saturn, who, 
driven by Jupiter from heaven, cuine to him and shaied his throne, he taught the Italians 
aguculture and other arts. 


3 i6 to CONGREVE. 


Great Joiison did by strength of judgment please, 

Yet, doubling Fletcher’s force, he wants his ease. 

In differing talents both adorned their age, 

One for the study, t’other for the stage. 25 

But both to Congreve justly shall submit, 

One matched in judgment, both o’ermatchcd in wit. 

In him all beauties of this age we sec, 

1 Etherege his courtship, Southern's purity, 

' The satire, wit, and strength of manly Wychcrly. 30 

All this in blooming youth you have achieved ; 

Nor are your foiled contemporaries grievedL 
So much the sweetness of your manners move, 

We cannot envy you, because we love. 

Fabius might joy in Scipio, when he saw 35 

A beardless Consul made against the law. 

And join his suffrage to the votes of Rome, 

Though he with Hannibal was overcome. 

Thus old Romano bowed to Raphael’s fame, 

And scholar to the youth he taught became. 40 

O that your brows my laurel had sustained 1 
Well had I been deposed, if you had reigned : 

The father had descended for the son, 

For only you are lineal to the throne. 

Thus, when the State one Edward did depose, 45 

A greater Edward in his room arose : 

But now, not I, but poetiy is curst ; 

For Tom the second reigns like Tom the first.* 

But let them not mistake my patron’s part 

Nor call his charity their own desert. 50 

Yet this I prophesy, — Thou shall be seen, 

Though with some shox't parenthesis between, 

High on the throne of wit, and, scaled thcie. 

Not mine — that’s little — but thy laurel weai. 

Thy first attempt an early promise made J. 55 

That early promise this has more than paid. 

So bold, yet so judiciously you dare, 

That your least praise is to be regular. 

Time, place, and action may with pains be wrought, 

But genius must be born, and never can be tanght. 6 :> 

This IS your portion, this your native store : 

Heaven, that but once was prodigal before, 

To Shakespeare gave as much ; she could not give him moic. 

Maintain your post ; that’s all the fame you need ; 

For ’tis impossible you should proceed. 65 

* Thomas Shadwell, who had succeeded Dryden as Poet Lauieat and Hi'-tonocfiapher Roynl, 
had died in 1692 : he was succeeded as Poet Laurcat hy Nahum Tate, and as Historioprapher by 
Thomas Rymer, who is here probably alluded to as *'Tom the Second ” Rymer, who is he.st 
known as the editor of the had written .a poor tragedy, called “ Edgar ” when finst pub- 

lished in 1678, and afterwards "The English Monarch,” m a new edition in i6yi This hue 
doubtless suggested Pope’s : 

" Still Dunce the second reigns liKL Dance the first ” 

Dvjidad, i. 6, 



TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER. 
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Already I am worn with cares and age, 

And just abandoning the ungrateful stage : 

Un]-)rofitably kept at Heaven's expense, 

I live a rent-charge on His providence : 

But you, whom every Muse and grace adorn, yo 

Whom I foresee to better foitune born, 

Be land to my remains ; and oh, defend. 

Against your judgment, your departed friend ! 

Let not the insulting foe my fame pursue, 

But shade those laurels which descend to you : 75 

And take for tribute what these lines express ; 

You merit more, nor could my love do less. 


TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 

PRINCIPAL PAINTER TO HIS MAJESTY.f 

Once I beheld the fairest of her kind. 

And still the sweet idea charms my mind : 

True, she was dumb ; for Nature gazed so long, 

Pleased with her work, that she forgot her tongue, 

But smiling said, She still shall gain the prize ; 5 

I only have transfeiTed it to her eyes.” 

Such are thy pictures, Ivncller, such thy skill, 

That Nature seems obedient to thy wiB^ 

Conies out, and meets thy pencil in the draught, 

Lives there, and wants but words to speak her thought. 10 
At least thy pictuies look a voice j and we 
Imagine sounds, deceived to that degree, 

We think 'tis somewhat more than just to see. 

Shadows are but privations of the light ; 

Yet, when we walk, they shoot befoie the sight, 15 

With us approach, retire, arise, and faU, 

Nothing themselves, and yet expressing all. 

Such are thy pieces, imitating life 

So near, they almost conquered in the strife ; 

And from their animated canvas came, 20 

Demanding souls, and loosened from the frame. | 

Prometheus, were he heie, would cast away I 

His Adam, and lefuse a soul to clay, | 

Dryden is very seveie on Ben Jonson for usmcf kh with reference to Heaven , he calls it “ill 
gianimar,” (Defence of Epilogue to Conquest of Gianada.) If il is an olFeiice, Dryden frequently 
coininits It , and in this poem (hue 63) she is used foi Heaven 

i 'L'his poem was fust published by Diyden in the Third Pait of hu. “Miscellany Poems,” puh- 
lished in 1694, and was piobably wntten xn 1C193 It nuiy, as Scott supposes, have been addressed to 
Kneller as a compliment in 1 eturn for his j:;ift to Di yden of a copy of aportuut of Shakespeare painted 
by himself, alluded to in line 73. But, as Kneller painted Diyden seveial tunes, it ib equally likely 
that the poem may have been addre.ssed to the jiaintcr after the completion of one of the portraits 
of the poet. When this poem was repiinted in Toubon’s folio volume of 1701, after Dryden’s 
death, some pabsages weie omitted; and the poem has been always since printed as given in 
I'cmson’b folio. The omitted pasbages arc here restored ; there is no evidence of Dryden’s having 
autixorized their suppression, and Tonson is irat to be relied on. 


TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 
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And either would thy noble work inspire 
Or think it wann enough without his fire. 

But vulgar hands may vulgar likeness laise 5 
This is the least attendant on thy : 

From hence the rudiments of art began , 

A coal or chalk first mutated man : 

Perhaps the shadow taken on a wail 
Gave outlines to the rude original ; 

Ere canvas yet was strained, before the grace 
Of blended coloins found their use and place, 

Or C3rpress tablets first leceived a face. 

By slow degrees the godlike art advanced ; 

As man grew polished, picture was enhanced : 
Greece added posture, shade, and perspective, ’ 
And then the mimic piece began to live. 

Yet perspective was lame, no distance true. 

But all came forward in one common view : 

No point of light was known, no bounds of art ; 
When light was there, it knew not to depart, 

But glaring on remoter objects played ; 

Not languished and insensibly decayed. 

Rome raised not art, but barely kept alive, 

And with old Greece unequally did strive • 

Till Goths and Vandals, a rude northern race, 

Did all the matchless monuments deface. 

Then all the Muses in one ruin lie, 

And ihyine began to encivate poetry. 

Thus, in a stupid military state, 

The pen and pencil find an equal fate. 

Flat faces, such as would disgrace a scieen, 

Such as in Bantam’s embassy were seen,t 
Unraised, unrounded, were the lude delight 
Of brutal nations only bom to fight. 

Long time the sister arts in iron sleep 
A heavy sabbath did supinely keep ; 

At length, in Raphael’s age, at once they lise, 
Stretch all their limbs and open all their eyes. 

Thence rose the Roman and the Lombard line ; 
One coloured best, and one did best design. 
Raphael’s, like Homer’s, was the nobler part, 

But Titian’s painting looked like Virgil’s art. 

Thy genius gives thee both 5 wheie true design. 
Postures unforced, and hvely colours join. 
Likeness is ever there ; but still the best, 

Like proper thoughts in lofty language drest, 
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* The accent on first syllable of Jierspeciive. See poem to Sir R. Howard, 1. 77 and note 
t Eight ambassadors from the King of Bantam were in England m ^C 82 . The Enfjish 
East India Company had then a factory there, which, in the reign of James II., was expelled by 
the Dutch, who also deposed the King. The Bantam ambassadors had been treated with tlls- 
tinction by Charles II ; he knighted two of them when they had their audience of leave 'I he 
faces of the ambassadors were well known by portraits and engravings. Ibee Granger’s Bijg a- 
phical History of England, vol. vi. p. 35.) 
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Where light, to shades descending, plays, not stiives, 
Dies by degrees, and by degrees revives. 

Of various paits a perfect whole is wrought ; 

Thy pictures think, and we dinne their thought. 

Shakespeare, thy gift, I place before my sight ; * 
Witlx awe I ask his blessing ere I write ; 

With reverence look on his majestic face ; 

Proud to be less, but of his godlike race. 

I'lis soul inspires me, while thy praise X write, 

And I, like Teucer, under Ajax fight ; 

Bids thee, through me, be bold ; with dauntless breast 
Contemn the bad and emulate the best. 

Like his, thy critics m the attempt are lost : 

When most they rail, know then they envy most. 

In vain they snarl aloof ; a noisy crowd, 

Like women’s anger, impotent and loud. 

While they their barren industry deplore, 

Pass on secure, and mind the goal before. 

Old as she is, my Muse shall march behind, 

Bear off the blast, and intercept tlie wind. 

Our arts are sisters, though not twins in birth, 

For hymns were sung in Eden’s happy earth 
By the first pair, while Eve was yet a saint, t 
Before she fell with pride and learned to paint. 
Forgive the allusion ; ’twas not meant to bite, 

But Satire vdll have room, wheie’er I write. 

For oh, the painter Muse, though last in place, 

Has seized the blessing first, like Jacob’s race. 
Apelles’ art an Alexander found, 

And Raphael did with Leo’s gold abound, 

But X-Iomer was with bairen laurel crowned. 

Thou hadst thy Charles a while, and so had I, 

But pass we that unpleasing image by. 

Rich in thyself, and of thyself divine. 

All pilgrims come and offer at thy shrine, 

A gi aceful truth thy pencil can command ; 

The fair themselves go mended from thy liand. 
Likeness appears in every lineament ; 

But likeness in thy work is eloquent. 

Though Nature there her true resemblance beai-s, 

A nobler beauty in thy piece appeals. 

So warm thy work, so glows the generous frame, 
Flesh looks less living m the lovely dame. 

Thou paintst as we describe, impioving still. 

When on wild natuie wc engrait our skill, 

Yet not creating beauties at our will. 


* ** Shakespe.iro*-. picture drawn by Sir Godfrey Kneller and given to the author.” This 
was a copy liy Kneller of the Cluindos pox trait of Shalcespeare This copy xs now in Eail 
FitrwiUiaiu’h posses'- inn. 

t Liiich 511-94 omitted, and the first word of line 95, changed to inTonson’s folio, 1701, 
and in all subsequent editions. 
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TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER. 


Some other hand perhaps may reach a face ; ^ 1 15 

But none like thee a finished figure place ; 

None of this age, for that’s enough for thee, 

The first of these inferior times to be ; 

Not to contend with heroes’ memory. 

Due honours to those mighty names we grant, 120 

But shi*ubs may live beneath the lofty plant ; 

Sons may succeed their greater parents gone ; 

Such is thy lot, and such I wish my own. 

But poets are confined in narrower space, 

To speak the language of their native place ^ * 125 

The painter widely stretches his command ; 

Thy pencil speaks the tongue of every land. 

From hence, my friend, all climates are your own. 

Nor can you forfeit, for you hold of none. 

All nations all immunities will give 130 

To make you theirs, where’er you please to live ; 

And not seven cities, but the world, would stixve. 

Sure some propitious ‘planet then did smile 
When first you were conducted to this isle; 

Our Genius brought you here, to enlarge our fame ; 135 

For your good stars are ever3rvvhere the same. 

Tby matchless hand, of every region free, 

Adopts our climate, not our clhnale tlice. 

Great Rome and Venice early did impait 
To tliee the examples of their wondious art.f 140 

Those masters, then but seen, not undci stood, 

With geneious emulation fired thy blood ; 

For what in nature’s dawn the child admired. 

The youth endeavoured, and the man acquired 
If yet thou hast not reached their high degice, 145 

’Tis only wanting to this age, not thee. 

Thy genius, bounded by the times, like mine, 

Drudges on petty draughts, nor dare design 
A more exalted work, and more divine. 

Fdi- what a song or senseless opera 1 50 

Is to the living labour of a play, 

Or what a play to Virgil’s work would be, 

Such is a single piece to history. 

But we, who life bestow, ourselves must live : 

Kings cannot reign unless their subjects give j 155 

And they who pay the taxes bear the mle : 

Thus thou sometimes art forced to draw a fool; 

But so his follies in thy posture sink, 

The senseless idiot seems at last to think. 

Good Heaven ! that sots and knaves should be so vain, 1 60 
To wish their vile resemblance may remain, 

And stand recorded at their own request, 

To future days, a libel or a jest I 

* Lines 115-123 omitted in Tonbon^s folio, 1701, and in all subsequent editions, 
t He travelled very young into Italy.” 
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Mea’i tune while jus.! encouragement you want,* 

You only paint to hve, not live to paint. 165 

Kli^c shouUl we see 5^our noble pencil trace 
Our unities of action, time, and place; 

A whole composed of parts, and those the best, 

With every various chaiacter exprest ; 

Heroes at large, and at a nearer view ; 170 

Less, and at distance, an ignobler crew ; 

While all the figuies in one action join. 

As tending to complete the main design. 

htore cannot be by moital art expiest ; 

But veneiable age shall add the rest : 175 

For Time shall witli his ready pencil stand, 

Retouch your figuies with his ripening hand, 
hlellow your colours, and embrown the teint, 

Add eveiy grace, which time alone can grant ; 

To fntuic ages shall your fame convey, 180 

And give more beauties than he takes away. 


TO MR. GRANVILLE, t 

ON HIS EXCELLENT TRAGEDY, CALLED HEROIC LOVE. 

Auspxcrou.s poet, wert thou not my friend, 

How could I envy what I must commend I 
But since ’tis Nature’s law in love and wit, 

Tliat youth should reign and withering age submit, 

With less regret those laurels I icsign, 5 

Which, dying on my hiows, revive on thine. J 
With better grace an ancient chief may yield 
The long-contended honours of the field 
Than venture all his fortune at a cast, 

And fight, like Hannibal, to lose at last lO 

Young piinces, obstinate to win the prize, 

Though yearly beaten, yearly yet they rise : 

Old monarchs, though successful, still in doubt, 

Catch at a peace, and wisely turn devout. 

Thine be the laurel then ; thy blooming age 15 

Can best, if any can, support the stage ; 

Which sc riccliwQs, that shortly we may see 
Players pid plays reduc.cd to second infancy ; 

Lines iC>^, 1^5, omitted in 'l‘onson’<i folio and in subsequent editions, 
t George Ginnvillc, aftexwardsa SenreUuy of State, and created Lord T^ansdowne by Queen 
Anne in 171 x, when twelve peers wexc created to secuio a majority for the Ministry in the House 
of Lords Granville’s play <iif ** fleioic Love, or the Ciuel Separation,” which gave occasion to 
this conniUixicntaiv poem of Drydeu, was piodurcd on the stage in t6o 8, and was received with 
much applause. r\>pc in one ol his e.'ulicst poems couples him with Waller, who was his model. 

“ Waller’s strains 01 Gianville's moving lays.*' 

PastoralSi Spring, 46. 

t Diydcu had already once bequeathed his laurels to Congreve. See the poem to Congreve. 

Y 
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TO MR, MOTTEUX, 


Sharp to the world, but thoughtless of renown, 

They plot not on the stage, but on the town, 

And, in despair then empty pit to fill. 

Set up some foreign monster m a bill. 

Thus they jog on, still tucking, ne\er thiiving, 

A'lid murdeiing plays, which they miscall reviving ^ 
Our sense is nonsense, through their pipes conveyed ; 
Scarce can a poet know the play he made, 

’Tis so disguised m death ; nor thinks ’lis he 
That suffers in the mangled tiagcdy. 

Thus Itys fiist was killed, and after diessecl 
For his own sire, the chief invited guest. t 
I say not this of thy successful scenes, 

Where thine was all the glory, theiis the gams. 

With length of time, much judgment, and more toil, 
Not ill they acted what they could not spoil. 

Their setting siinj still shoots a glimmering ray, 

Like ancient Rome, majestic m decay; 

And better gleanings their worn soil can boast 
Than the Qj;al>yinhage of the neighbouiing coast, § 
This differencTyet the judging world will see ; 

Thou copiest Homer, and they copy thee, 
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TO MY FRIEND MR. MOTTEUX, 11 

ON HIS TRAGEDY, CALLED JDEAUTY IN DISTRESS, 

’Tis hard, my friend, to wiite in such an age 
As damns not only poets, but the stage. 

That sacred art, by Heaven itself infused. 

Which Moses, David, Solomon have use^ 

Is now to he no more : the Muses’ foes 5 

Would sink their Maker s piaises into prose. 

* This i.«5 an attack on the players of Diury Lane, whose perfoimances Dryden desi^^nates as 

crab-vmtage/’^as he explains in a note of his own The accusation of “murdeiing pla\'s, which 
they miscall reviving,” refers to a revival of Drydeu’s “Almanzor” at Drury Lane, vhich hud 
displeased him. This attack on the Druiy Lane company provoked a retoit fioni one of them, 
George Powel, in a Preface to a tragedy called “ The Fatal Discoveiy, or Love in Ri ms,” 410. 
1698. After a slap at “Almanzor,” Powel says : “I confess he is a little seveie, when he will 
allow oar best performance to beai no better fiuit than a crab vintage Indeed, if young 
actors spoke but half as sourly as his old gall scribbles, we should be ciab all over.” 

+ Killed by Procne, his mother. fO\ad, Metam. vi 020.) 

t “Mr. Betterton’s company in Lincoln’s Inn Fields.” There had been a sepal at’ vin of the 
actors into two companies in 1695. 

§ “ Drury Lane Play-house ” 

^ II Peter Anthony Motteux was a French Huguenot who came over to England on the Revoca- 
tion of the Edict of Nantes, and hecamo a bookseller and merchant in London, and had also a 
place in the Post Office He transUted “ Dun Quixote” into English, he also was editor of the 
“Gentleman’s Journal.” His knowledge of the English language was fully equal to Diyden’s 
praise in this poem. Motteux’s tragedy, “llevnutym Distiess,” was published in June 1698, with 
this conmlimentary poein prefixed. Jeremy ColHci’s attack oii “the iinmoiality and jirofaneness 
of the English stage,” in which Diydcn was severely handled, had appealed in the previous 
March : Dryden retaliates m this poem, and excuses himself for his attacks on the cleigy. In his 
Epilogue to “The Pilgrim,” written vc’y shoitly before Ins death, Dryden defended himself 
against Collier ; but it must be admitted that his self-defence is not complete or satisfactory. 



TO MR, MOTTEUX. 
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Were they coiuciit to piune the lavish vme . 

Of straggling branches, and iinpiove the wine, } 

Who but a madman would hi^ thoughts defend? j 

All would submit, ior ail but fools will mend. lo 1 

But when to common sense they give the he, j 

And turn distoited words to blasphemy, ! 

They give the seaiidai ; and the wise discern j 

Their glosses teach au age, too apt to learn. I 

What I hn,ve loosely or profanely writ 15 ' 

Let them to fiiei., their due doseit, commit : 

Nor, when accused by me, let them complain ; 

'riieir faults, and not their fimcdoa, I arraign. 

Rebellion, worse than wnchcraft, they pm sued ; - 

The pulpit preached the crime, the people rued. 20 

The stage was silenced ; for the saints would see ® 

In fields performed trelr plotted tragedy. j 

But let us fiist refoiin, and tliea so live 

That wo may teach our Icaeliers lo forgive ; ' 

Our desk be placed below ilieir lofty chaiis; 25 

Ours be the practice, as the precept theirs. 

The moral part at least we may divide, 

Humility rewaitl and punish pride; 

Ambition, intcicsc, avarice, accuse; 

Tliesc aie tlie province of the tiagic Muse. 30 

These hast thou chosen ; and the public voice 
Has ecpiallcd thy peiformancc with thy choice. 

Time, action, aie so preserved by tliee 

That even Corneille might with envy seef 

The alliance of his tripled Unity. 35 

Thy incidents perhaps too thick are sown; 

But so much plenty is thy fault alone ; 

At least but two can that good crime commit, 

Thou m design, and Wycherly in wit 

Let thme own Gauls condemn thee, if they dare ; 40 

Contented to be thinly legular : 

Born there, but not for them, our fruitfal soil 
With more increase rewards thy happy toil. 

Their tongue, enfeebled, is refined too much ; 

And, like pure gold, it bends at every touch : 45 

Our sturdy Teuton yet v/ili an obey. 

More fit for manly ihought, and stieiigthened with allay. . 

But whence art thou imTnired, and ihou alone, 

To ilourish in an idiom not thy own ? 

TL m.iVes our wonder, ihat a foreign guest 50 

Should overmatch the inosl, utkI match the best. 

In under-]milsitig i!*y shseits, f wrung ; 

Here find the first deficiciicc of our longue : 

Words, once my st«)clc, are wanting to commend 

So great a poet and so good a friend, 55 

* “ For njbollion k as the sin of vviLchci.itt.” (e Saui \v. 33.) 

t Corfic /7A', a word of three syllaLIos, u-* proiioTincud in Fionch. Some modem editors have 
wrongly px inted it Conmlk, is to ho pronounced as one syUabk, 
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TO yOHiV DRIDEK, 


TO MY HONOURED KINSMAN, JOHN DRIDEN/* 


OF CHESTERTON, IN THE COUNTY OF HUNTINGDON, ESQ. 

How blessed is he who leads a countiy life. 

Unvexed with anxious cares and void of strife ! 

Who, studying peace and shunning civil rage, 

Enjoyed his youth and now enjoys his age T 

All who deserve his love he makes his own ; 5 

And, to be loved himself, needs only to be known. 

Just, good, and wise, contending neighbours come 
From your award to wait their final doom, 

And, foes before, return in friendship home. 

Without their cost you terminate the cause 10 

And save the expense of long litigious laws, 

Where suits are traveised, and so little won 
That he who conquers is but last undone. 

* The spelling Driden has always been preseived for the poet’s cousin, to whom this poem is 
addressed It has been seen that Dryden often spelt his own name with an i: this spelling occurs 
111 one of Tonson's title-pages as late as 168S ^ Ihc spelling of names at that time was ver> 
unceitam The difference of spelling is convenient, to distinguish the two Johns I’his John 
Diiden was the poet’s first cousin, being the second son of Su John Dryden, the cider brother of 
the poet’s father Erasmus He was a man of wealth, having inherited from his mother the 
property on which he resided Chesterton, near Stilton, in Huntingdonshire He was inenilicr 
for the county, and was an independent member of Pailianient I’his poem was written in JG99 
and published in the “ Fables” in the beginning of the next year Wo know by letters of Diyden 
that he bestowed ^eat care on the finishing of this poem, and was verj-- proud of it He writes to 
his cousin, Mrs Steward, November 7, “The Eail of Dorset and your cousin Montague 

have both seen the two poems, to the Duchess of Oimond, and my worthy cousin Dnden, and 
aie of opinion that I never writ better My other friends are divided in their judgments, which to 
prefer ; but the greater part are for those to my dear kinsman, which I have corrected with so 
much care, that they will now be worthy of his sight, and do neither of us any dishonour after our 
death.” In a letter vrntten to the .same lady, after the publication of the volume, April 11, 1700. 
he says : “ I ahyays thought my verses to my cousin Driden were the be.st of the whole, and, to 
my comfort, the town thinks them so ; and he, which pleases me most, is of tlijp same judgment, 
as appears by a noble present he has sent me, which surprised me, because I did not in the least 
expect It.” The present is said to have been 500/ Dryden’s intimacy with his cousin appears to 
have grown up towards the close of his life , his established fame probably excited his cousin’s 
pride, and there was now political sympathy The member for Huntingdonshire was in opposition 
to King William’s minist^ Dryden was now hoping foi something from the favour of Montague, 
who was the First Commissioner of the Trea.sury and Chancellor of the Exchequer, and he wrote 
to Montague, October 16^, sending him this poem before publication, and deprecating offence at 
hi.s political sentiments. Some lines reflecting on the Dutch valour in the war lately terminated 
he had omitted, he says, by the advice of his cousin, who thought them disrespectful to King 
> William “ My cousin Driden saw them in the country, and the greatest exception he made to 
them was a satire against the Dutch valour in the last war He desired me to omit it (to use his 
own words) * out of the respect he had to his soveieign.’ I obeyed his commands, and left only the 
praises which I think are dufr to the gallantry of my own countrymen In the description which 
I have made of a Parliament-man, I think I have not only drawn the features of my worthy 
kinsman, hut have also given my own opinion of what an Englishman in Pfirliament ought to be , 
and deliver it as a memonal of my ovm principles to all posterity. I have consulted the judgment 
of my unbiassed friends, who have .some of ^hem the honour to be known to you : and they" think 
there is nothing which can justly give offence in that part of the poem. I say not this to cast a 
blind on free judgment (which I could not do, if I endeavoured it), but to assure you that nothing 
relating to the public shall stand without your permission ; for it were to want common sense to 
desire your patronage, and resolve to disoblige you ” 


TO JOHN DR WEN, 


Such are not your decrees ; but so designed, 

The sanction leaves a lasting peace behind, X5 

Like your own soul serene, a pattern of your imnd. 

Promoting concord and composing strife, 

Lord of yourself, uncumbered with a wife ; 

Wheie, for a year, a month, perhaps a night, 

Long penitence succeeds a short delight : 2Q 

hlinds are so hardly matched that even tire first. 

Though paned by Heaven, in Paradise were cursed. 

For nian and woman, though in one they grow, 

Yet, first or last, return again to two ; 

Fie to God's image, she to his was made ; 25 

So farther from the fount the stream at random strayed. 

How could he stand, when, put to double pain, 

He must a weaker than himself sustain ? 

Each might have stood perhaps, but each alone ; 

Two wrestlers help to pull each othei down. 30 

Not that my verse would blemish all the fair ; 

But yet, if some be bad, ’tis wisdom fe) beware, 

And better shun the bait than struggle in the snare. 

Thus have you shunned and shun the manied state, 

Trusting as little as you can to Fate. 35 

No porter guards the passage of your door, 

To admit the wealthy and exclude the poor ; 

For God, who gave the riches, gave the heart 
'I'o sanctify the whole by giving pait. 

Heaven, who foresaw the will, the means lias wrought, 40 
And to the second son a blessing brought ! 

The first-begottcn had his father’s share. 

But you, like Jacob, are Rebecca’s heir.* 

So may your stores and fruitful fields inciease. 

And ever be you blessed, who live to bless. 45 

As Ceres sowed wheie’ er her chariot flew, 

As Heaven 111 deserts rained the bicad of dew, 

So free to many, to relations most, 

You feed with manna your own Isiael host. 


With ciowds attended of your ancient race, 50 

You seek the champiant sports or sylvan chace ; 

Witk well-bieathed beagles you surround the wood, 

Even then industrious of the common good 

And often have you brought the \vily fox 

To suffer for the firstlings of the flocks ; 55 

Chased even amid the folds, and made to bleed, 

Like felons, where they did the murderous deed. 

Mr. Dnden, to whiitn tins poem is arldicbsed, w.as second son of Sir John Drydcn, and 
inhented from lus mother, daughter of Sir Robert Bevile. 

1 Champmuy an old En}»hsh spelling of the word, formed from the Ficnch campagne. The 
same spelHng ocems in a ])assago m Shakespeare’s ** Twelfth Night,” in the fiist Uvo folios 
“ Daylight and chamiiian discovers not ” lacl 2, scene 5). Another old spelling hchawpiotu See 
Halliweli’s “ Dictionary of Aiohuic and Piovmcial Woids ” 

^ I Compare “ludustiious of the needle and tlie choit” (The Hmd and the Panther, part c, 
line £71 ). 




TO jor/y mvjDTy 327 I 


The -wise for cure on exeicisc depend ; 

God never made hi'^ work for man to mend. 95 

Tl:c tree of knowledge, once in Eden placed, 

Was easy found, but was forbid the taste ; 

O, had our giandsire walked without his wife, 

He first had sought the better plant of life ^ 

Now both are lost : yet wandering in the datk, lOO 

Physicians for the tree have found the bark ; 

They, laboimng for relief of human kind, 

With shaipencd sight some remedies may find ; 

The apothecary-tiain is wholly blind. 

From files a random recipe they take, 105 

And many deaths of onie prescription mako. 

Garth,* generous as his Muse, prescribes and gives ; 

The shopman sells, and by destruction lives : 

Ungrateful tribe ! who, like the viper’s brood, 

From Medicine issuing, suck their mother’s blood ‘ no 
Let these obey, and let the learned prescribe, 

That men may die without a double bribe j 
Let them, but undei their supenois, kill, 

When doctors first have signed the bloody bill : 

He scapes the best, who, nature to repair, 115 

Draws physic from the fields in diaughts of vital air. 

■\’’ou hoard not health for your own private use, 

But on the public speml the rich produce. 

When, often urged, unwilling to be gieat. 

Your country calls you from yoiu loved retreat, 120 

And sends to senates, charged with common care, 

Wliich none moie shuns, and none can better bear : 

Where could they find another foimed so fit 
To poise with solid sense a sprightly wit? 

Weie these both wanting, (as they both abound,) 125 

Whexe could so firm integiity be found? 

Well-boin and wealthy, wanting no support, 

You steer betwixt the country and the couit ; 

Nor gratify whate’er the great desire, 

Nor giudging give what public needs require. 130 

Part must be left, a fund when foes invade ; 

And part employed to roll the watexy trade ; 

Even Canaan’s happy land, wdxen worn with toil, 

Required a sabbatii-year to mend the meagre soil. 

Good senators (and such aie+ you) so give, 135 

That kings may be supplied, the people thrive ; 

And he, when want rc([iuios, is truly wise, 

Who slights not foreign aids nor over-buys, 

But on our native strength ni time of need relies. 


Carthi the celebrated physician, Sir Samuel Gai'th, author of “The DxspensaTv” Garth's 
establishment of the dispensaiy for supplying advice and medicines gratuitously to the poor is the 
generosity alluded to. This dispctisaiy was opposed by many doctors, which led Umth to write 
his witty satire. 

t Such as is printed in Scott's and other editiorts, incorrectly 
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TO JOHN DRWEN 


Munster was bought, we boast not the Access f 140 

Who fights for gain for greater makes his peace.t 
Our foes, compelled by need, have peace embraced ; 

The peace both parties want is like to last ; 

Which if secure, securely we may trade. 

Or not secure, should never have been made. 145 

Safe in our selves, -while on our selves we stand. 

The sea is ours, and that defends the land. 

Be then the naval stores the nation’s care, 

New ships to build, and battered to repair. 

Observe the war in every annual course ; 150 

What has been done was done with British force, 

Namur subdued is England’s pakn alone; 

The rest besieged, but we constrained the town : t 
We saw the event that followed our success ; 

France, though pretending arms, pursued the peace, 155 
. Obliged by one sole treaty to restore 

What twenty years of war had won before. 

Enough for Europe has our Albion fought : 

Let us enjoy the peace our blood has bought. 

When once the Persian king was put to flight, 160 

The weary Macedons refused to fight : 

Themselves their own mortality confessed, 

And left the son of Jove to quarrel for the rest. 

Even victors are by victories undone : 

Thus Hannibal, with foreign laurels won, 165 

To Carthage was recalled, too late to keep his own. 

While sore of battle, while our wounds are green, 

Why should we tempt the doubtful die again ? 

In wars renewed uncertain of success. 

Sure of a share, as umpires of the peace. 170 

A patnot both the king and country serves, 

Prerogative and privilege preserves. 

Of each our laws the certain limit show ; 

One must not ebb, nor t’ other overflow. 

Betwixt the Prince and Parliament we stand ; 175 

The barriers of the State on either hand : 

May neither overflow, for then they drown the land. 

When both arb full, they feed our blessed abode. 

Like those that watered once the Paradise of God. 

Some overpoise of sway by turns they share ; 180 

In peace the people, and the prince in war : 

^ The Btshi^ of Mimster, who joined England in consideration of a large subsidy in 
Charles II 's first Dutch war, and afterwards deserted us and made a separate peace with 
Holland. This is referred to in ** Annus Mirahilis,” stanza 37 : 

Let ^lunstcrts prelate ever be accurst, 

' In whom we seek the German faith in vain *’ 

See the note on that passage, 
t The Peace of Ryswick. 

t The taking of Namur by William III, in 1695, aftora siege of one month. Here probably 
Dryden * introduced the lines reflecting on Dwch valour, which he told Montague he had 
omitted by the advice of his cousin. 


TO JOHN DRIDEN. 


Consuls of moderate ]:)o\voi in calms were made ; 

When the GauU came, one solo Dictator swayed. 

Patriots in peace as^eit llie ]icople’s right, 

With noble stub! lunin ess resisting might : 185 

No lawless mandates from the tourt leccive, 

Nor lend by fuice, but in a b'> ly give. 

Sueh was your generous gui nhshe, free to giant 
In puibui’ j.’ts that weighed then ihlncc’s want : 

Ihit so toiiochius of the comm si cause 190 

As not to lend the king against Ids laws ; 

And, in a lualhsomc tbmgcv.ii dnouicd to lie, 

In bonds lelaiiiccl hi& but a I'gld libeity, 

And shamed oppression, till i' set him free.* 

() true descendant of a ]'nliiot line, 195 

Who, while thou sharcst iLcir lustre, Icndst them thine, 

Vouchsafe this picture of tliv soul to see ; 

’Tis so far good as it resembles thee. 

The beauties to the original I ovve, 

Which when I miss, my own defects I show. 200 

Nor think the kindred Muses thy disgrace ; 

A poet is not born in every race. 

Two of a house few ages can afford, 

One to perform, another to record. 

Praiseworthy actions are by thee embraced ; 205 

And ’tis my jiraisc to make thy jiiaises last. 

For even when death dissolves our human frame, 

The soul returns to Heaven from whence it came, 

Knrth keeps the body, verse ]iiescrves the fame. 

Scott, f dlowng Malone, has explained thi'? as refernnff to John Dnden’s maternal grand- 
father, Sii RolKsrt Bevile, who, it is said,* “appeals to nave been impiisoncd in the time 
of Charles 7 . for resisting some irregular levy of money,” but this is apparently a conjecture 
resting exclusively on this passage of Dryden’s poem The laborious and accurate Mr Holt 
White, in hi-» MS. notes, ascertained that Sir Erasmus Dryden, the common grandfather of the 
two cousins, is referred to , and he refers to a list m RushwortVs “ Historical Collections” (i. 473) 
where occurs the name of Sir Eiasmus Draiton, as one of those sent to prison on account of 
the loan-mon 'y. liberated on the eve of the general election for Charles 1 ’« third parliament, 
1628 Sir Ei ismus Dryden died May 22, 1632. 



ELEGIES AND EPITAPHS. 



GENERAL INTRODUCTION. 

The jhoems in ihis division^ beginning with Diyden^s first poem on the death of the 
youngs Lo7‘d Hastings^ arc anangcd in chronolo^cal order, with the exception of four 
at the end, the dates of the composition of which have not been ascertained. It has 
been necessary to correct the texts of almost all of them by collation with the fiist 
publications. The poem of Eleonora,*' zohich is longer and mo?‘e ambitious than 
any of the others, and was piiblnhed separately by Diydeu, ?j piintcd with a separate 
title-page and introduction. 


ELEGIES AND EPITAPHS. 


UPON THE DEATH OF THE LORD HASTINGS.* 

Must noble Hastings immaturely die, 

The honour of his ancient family ? 

Beauty and learning thus together meet 

To bring a winding for a wedding sheet ? i 

Must Virtue prove Death’s harbinger ? must she, 5 j 

With him expiring, feel mortality ? I 

Is death, sin’s wages, grace’s now ? shall art | 

Make us more learned, only to depart ? j 

If merit be disease, if virtue death, 1 

To be good not to be, who’d then bequeath 10 

Himself to discipline? who’d not esteem 
Labour a crime, study self-murder deem ? 

Our noble youth now have pietence to be 
Dunces securely, ignorant healthfully. 

Rare linguist 1 whose worth speaks it self ; whose praise, 15 
Though not his own, all tongues besides do raise ; 

Than whom gi'eat Alexander may seem less, * ; 

Who conquered men, but not their languages. ( 

In his mouth nations spake ; his tongue might be 
Interpieter to Greece, France, Italy. 20 

Ilis native soil was the four paits of the earth ; 

All Europe was loo narrow foi his birth. 

A young apostle ; and (with levcrence may 
I speak it ?) inspired with gift of tongues as they. 

Nature gave him, a child, what men m vam 25 

Oft strive, by art though furthered, to obtain. 

* This is Bryden’s first written in 1649, when he was seventeen and at Westmmstei 

School. Lord Hastings had been his schoolfellow, and died June 24, 1649. at the age of nineteen, 
of small-pox This young nobleman i^as the eldest son of the Earl of Huntingdon, his extra- 
ordinary precocity and learning made his early death deeply and widely deplored A volume of 
poems, containing thirty-three Elegies on his death, was published at the close of the year, bearing 
the title “ Lachrymte Musarum, the Tears of the Muses expressed in Elemes written by divers 
persons of nobility and worth upon the death of the most hopeful Henry, Lord Ht^tmgs, eldest 
son of the Right Honourable Ferdmando, Earl of Huntingdon, heir-general of the lugh-born 
Rnnce, George Buke of Clarence, brother to King Edwaid the Foutth.” In this volume Brydens 
poem appeared It also contains poems by Herrick, I )enhan , and Marvel The young nobleman 
was engaged to be married to a daughter of Sir Theodore Mayeme, a famous ijhysician, who 
attended him in his illness This poem is characteristic of a schoolboy full of classical erudition, 
and carries to an extiemc the scholastic pedantry, discernible also, though in less oegree, in 
Bryden’s early political poems. The rhythm also of som*- of the lines is imperfect. This poem 
was reprinted in vol. i. of the edition of the “ Miscellany Poems ” of 1716. A few errors of conse- 
cuence have crept into the text, as it has appealed in Scott^s .uitl other late editions : the text is 
here corrected from the original publication, whsch Scott had not seen. ^ 
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C^POX THE DEATH OF LORD HASTINGS, 
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His body was an orb, ^ his sublime soul 
Did move on virtue’s and on learning’s pole : 

Whose regular motions better to our view 

Than Archimedes’ sphere the heavens did shew. 30 

Giaces and viitues, languages and aits, 

Ueauty and learning, filled up all the parts. 

Heaven’s ^fts, which do, like falling stars, appear 
Scattered in otheis, all, as in their sphere, 

Weie fixed and conglobate in his soul,t and thence 35 

Shone through his body with sweet influence ; 

Letting their glories so on each limb fall, 

The whole frame rendered was celestial. 

Come, learned Ptolemy, and trial make, 

If thou this hero’s altitude canst take : 40 

But that transcends thy skill ; thrice happy all, 

Could we but prove thus astronomical. 

Lived Tycho J now, struck with this ray which shone 
More bright in the morn than others beam at noon, 

He’d take his astrolabe, and seek out heie 45 

What new star ’tv/as did gild our hemisphere. 

Replenished then with such i*are gifts as these, 

Wneie was room left for such a foul disease ? 

The nation’s sin hath drawn that veil which shrouds 
Our day-spring in so sad benighting clouds. 50 

Heaven would no longer trust its pledge, but thus 
Recalled it, rapt § its Gan)unede from us. 

Was there no milder way but the small-pox, 

The very filthiness of Pandora’s box ? 

I So many spots, like nccvcs,(( our Venus soil? 55 

1 One jewel set off with so many a foil ? 

i Blisters with pnde swelled, which through his flesh did &piout 

I Like rosebuds, stuck in the hly-skin about, 

{ Each little pimple had a tear in it, 

To wail the fault its rising did commit ; 60 

Orh. Compare Eleonora,” 272 ; 

j ” The figure was with full perfection crowned, 

1 Though not so large an orb, as truly round.” 

I Also Absalom and Achkophel,” S 39 , and note 

I t This line has been usually printed incorrectly, the and being omitted- The second syllable of 
congidbaie is short It is mistakenly said in Todd^s edition of Johnson*s Dictionary, that Diydcn 
in this passage has put the accent on the second syllable : the mistake arose out of the ouiishion of 
and. There is an obvious imitation of this passage in Oldham's first poem, also an Elegy on the 
doath by small-pdx of a young friend (Mi Cliailes iVlorvveat) : 

; ' Those parts which never in one subject dwell, 

j But some uncommon excellence foretell, 

I Like stars, did all constellate here, 

' And met together in one sphere '' 

j t Tycho Brahe. 

1 § snatched , the Latin rapi'its 

1 II a Latin word which piobiOly occurs nowheie else in English literature : spots, moles, 

' or small excrescences of the body This line lias been usually incorrectly printed, and the note of 
I interrogation dropped ; it was changed for the worse by Derrick into 

“ So many spots like n»ves on Venus’ soil." 

Dryden calls Lord Hastings Venus, as the perfection of beauty. 
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UPON THE DEATH OF LORD HASTINGS, 

Which, rebel -like, with its own loul at strife, 

Thus made a i iiisiiriection gainst his life. 

Or were thes • gems sent to adorn his skin, 

The cabinet c f a riche i soul within ? 

No comet iie^ d foretell lus change drew on, 

Whose coips might seem a constellation.* 

Oh ! liad he ('led of old, how great a strife 
Had been, w! o fiom his death should draw theii life. 
Who should 1 / one iich di aught become whatever 
Seneca, Cato, Nuina, Cmsar, wcie, 

Learned, viitu pious, great, and have by this 
An universal Metempsychosis !t 
Must all these aged sires in one funeral 
Expiie? all di ' m one so young, so small. 

Who, had he 1 red his life out, his great fame 
Had swollen ’Love any Greek or Roman name? 

But hasty wintk r with one bkat hath bi ought 
The hopes of autumn, summer, spang, to nought. 

Thus fades the oak in the sprig, in the blade the coin ; 
Thus without young this phucnix dies, new-boin. 

Must then old t' nee-legged gre> -beards, t with their goat, 
Catarrhs, rheur's, aches, § li\e three ages out? 

Time’s offals, o ly ht for the hospital, 

Or to hang an i iitiipiary’s H rooms withal 1 
Must tlrunkards. lechers spent with sinning, live 
With such helps as bioths, possets, physic give? 

None live but such as should die ? shall we meet 
With none Imt ^'.hostly fathers in tlie street’ 

Giicf makes me rail, souow will force its way, 

And showeis of tears tempestuous sighs best lay. 

The tongue may fail ; but ovciilowmg eyes 
Will weep out k sting streams of elegies. 

But thou, 0 v*. -gill widow, left alone, U 
Now thy belove-i, heaven-ravished spouse is gone, 

Whose skilful sii ‘ in vain strove to apply 
hledicines, when thy balm was no remedy ; 

With gi eater than Platonic love, O, wed 
His soul, though not his body, to thy bed : 


For this ihyine ot lonstdlai m see the poem to Charles II. on his Coronation, line 70, and 
note. Another e\a:4iple occuis 1 \ Drydea’s Epilo^jae to “Sir Alartin Marall,” 1667 ; 

“ Ab Ci< uitiy -v'crirs, when Ll‘e scimun’s done. 

Run 1 uddling to tlu- benediction.’' 

Moimi ib a of llu'e ‘ .yliuU . in “Thienudia Aunustalis/’ line 64 
t Metemjhythos'ii, I'lie thinl lul foiutli syllables both lonji, as in Creek 
t “ Threc-fetr^etl jiJoy boanlo ” ‘J'liii U pait of Uie L'.phm\'s iiddle guessed by CEdipus; the 
old m?n’s stick bcinj^ the liiud le^ 

[ § Ac/:es is hero a ivonl two ^ dlables, to be pionoimccd aiiutes, 

■ II This Hue has fued ill in !• piiiUin” this poem, beini? omitted and the plural genitive 
S 1)0111)4 punted. Tt is unfed m the ouy:hul an antitj/Mirh’s: aHiigua 7 \ie is 

^ old spcllmj4, and the apostrophe (or the f»eiutivo was then not printed; the ati detei mines the 
‘ biiij^ular number 

Hole Dry den addresses the >oun)4 lady to whom laud HaMin^s was betrothed, and whose 
^ “^skilful sire,” Sir Theodore Muyc ne, attended hiiiui in his illness. 


336 OiV THE MARQUIS OF WIXCHESTEIt 

Let that make thee a mother ; bring thou fortli 
The ideas of his virtue, knowledge, woith ; lOO 

Transcribe the original in new copies ; give 
Hastings of the better part : so shall he live 
In his nobler half ; and the great grandsire be 
Of an heroic divine piogeny : 

An issue which to eternity shall last, 105 

Yet but the irradiations which he cast. 

Erect no mausoleums ; for his best 
Monument is his spouse’s marble breast. 

ON THE MONUMENT OF THE MARQUIS OF 
WINCHESTER.^* 

He who in impious times undaunted stood 
And midst rebellion durst be just and good, 

Whose arms asserted, and whose sufferings more 
Confirmed the cause for which lie fought before, 

Rests here, rewarded by an heavenly prince 5 

For what his earthly could not recompense. 

Pray, reader, that such times no more appear ; 

Or, if they happen, learn true honour here. 

Arkf of thy age’s faith and loyalty, 

Which, to preserve them. Heaven confined in tliee. to 
Few subjects could a king like thine deserve ; 

And fewer such a king so well could serve. 

Blest king, blest subject, whose exalted state 
By sufferings rose and gave the law to fate ! 
wSuch souls arc rare, but mighty patterns given 15 

To earth weie meant for ornaments to Heaven. 


EPITAPH ON SIR PALMES FAIRBORNE’S TOMB, 

IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY. J 

Ye sacred relics, which your marble keep, 

Flere, undisturbed by wars, in quiet sleep ; 

Discharge the trust, which, when it -was below, 

Fairborne’s undaunted soul did undergo, 

And be the town’s Palladium from the foe. 5 

* John Powlet, Marquis of Winchester, a famous Royalist of the Civil War, whose mansion at 
Basing after a siege of two^ years was t^en by Cromwell and burnt in October 164s, and who 
was then made a prisoner, died in 1674, in his seventy-seventh year He was buried at Englefield, 
in Berkshire; and this epitaph by Dryden, the former eulogist of Cromwell and the '^rebellion,” 
was engraved on the monument erected by his widow, the last of three wives. This epitaph was 
printed in Pope^s volume of Miscellanies, 1712 

+ ArJi; h.a<i been changed, probably ongiually by a misprint, into as/c, which appears m Scott's 
and all modern editions. 

t The tomb of Sir Palmes Fairborne in Westminster Abbey, on which this epitaph is inscribed, 
bears also the following inscription , — ** Sacred to the immortal memory of Sir Palmes Fairlinrne, 
Knight, Governor of Tangier , m execution of which cornmand he was mortally wounded by a 
shot from the Moors, then besieging the town, injthe forty-sixth year of his age. October 24, 1680.” 
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Alive and dead these walls he will defend : 

Gieat actions great examples must attend. 

The Caiidian siege his early valour knew, 

Where Tiiiidsh blood did his young hands imbrue. 

From thence returning with desciwed applause, lo 

Against the Moois his welUleshed sword he draws ; 

The same the courage, and the same the cause. 

His youth and age, his life and death, combine, 

As in some great and regular design, 

All of a piece thioughout, and all divine. 15 

Still nearer Heaven, his virtue shone more blight, 
lake lising flames expanding in their height ,* 

The martyr’s glory crowned the soldier’s fight. 

More bravely British general never fell, 

Nor general’s death was e’er revenged so well ; 20 

Which his pleased eyes beheld before theii close, 

Followed by thousand victims of his foes. 

To his lamented loss for times to come 
His pious widow conbecrates this tomb. 


TO THE MEMORY OF MR. OLDHAM.^ 

Farewell, too little and too lately known, 

'Whom I began to think and call my own : 

For sure our souls were near allied, and thine 

Cast in the same poetic mould as mine 

One common note on either lyre did stiike, 5 

And knaves and fools u e both abhorred alike. 

I'o the same goal dul both our studies drive : 

The last set out the soonest did aiiive. 

Thus Nisus fell upon the slippery place, 

Whilst his young fuend perfoimed and won the race.t 10 

( ) early ripe ! to thy abundant store 

What could advancing age have added more? 

It might (what nature never gives the young) 

Have taught the numbers of thy native tongue. J 

But satire needs not those, and wit will shine 15 

Through the harsh cadence of a mgged line. 

A noble erroi, and but seldom made, 

When poets aie by too much force betrayed. 


* John Oldham, the .nuhor of the “ S.itives an the Jesuits,” died in 168^, at the early age of 
twority-ninc. 'riiese Satiics, written in 1670, and pubhshed in the height of the excitement .igoiust 
tlie Roman Catholics, had mode Oldham siuUlenlv f-mums. Drydeu in these excellent lino.s gives 
just niaise to his fvlltnv satiriit. Waninig Orydeii’s pulibh, lie sometimes even exceeds Drydeu in 
stiength as a salinst. Oldham had evuleutly m 1 in youth admired aiut studied Diyden’s piiems. 
imitations by him of passae,es in Ih'-den's caihcst poems are menuoued in the notes to “ Amius 
Mirabilis,” stan/a 4, and the iHieui on the* Death of Lord Uastiugs. 

+ j^neis, V. 328 , , , , - 

t The wold in this line is imwanantahly chan ejed into m the repniitb of 

the poem prefixed to the cditioib of OldhaiiA WoiU, 1722 and 1770, 
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TO THIS MEMORY OF MRS. A.YNE KI LUCRE W. 


Thy generous fruits, though gathered ere their prime, 

Still showed a quickness ; and maturing time 20 

But mellows what we write to the dull sweets of rhyme, 

Once more, hail, and farewell ! farewell, thou young, 

But ah ! too short, Maicellus of our longue ! 

Thy brows with iv}' and with lauiels bound ; 

But fate and gloomy night encompass thee around. 25 


TO THE PIOUS MEMORY OF THE ACCOMPLISHED YOUNG LADY 

MRS. ANNE KILLIGREW,-'^ 

EXCELLENT IN THE TWO SISTER ARTS OF POESY AND PAINTING. 

AN ODE. 

I 

Thou youngest virgin-daughter of the skies. 

Made in the last promotion of the blest j 
Whose palms, new’ plucked from Paradise, 

In spreading branches more sublimely I’ise, 

Rich with immortal green above the rest : 5 

Whether, adopted to some neighbouring star, 

Thou rolls! above us in thy wandering 1 ace, 

Or m procession fixed and regular 
hloved with the heaven’s majestic pace, 

Or called to more superior bliss, 10 

Thou treadst with seraphims the vast abyss : 

Whatever happy region be thy place, 

C'case thy celestial song a little space ; 

'fJiou wilt have time enough for hymns divine. 

Since Heaven’s eternal year is thine. 15 

Hear then a mortal Muse thy praise rehearse 
In no ignoble verse, 

But such as thy own voice did practise here, 

When thy first fruits of poesy were given, 

To make thyself a welcome inmate there ; 20 

While yet a young probationer, 

And candidate of Heaven. 


1 (or, as would now he said, Miss; Anne Kilhfrrew vras daughter of the Rev Dr, Henry 

I Killigiew, ]\Iastcr of the Savoy, and a Prebendary of Westminster Her father had in early life 
j w utten a tiagedy, and Diydcn alludes to him as a poet in the second stanza of this poem 

Thomj^ KilHgrew, the court wit, and Sir William Killigrcw, both play-wntcrs, were his brothers, 
and Miss Killigrew’s uncles. She was maid of honour to the Duchess of York, afterw'ards Queen 
She died of small-pox m 1685, in the twenty-fifth year of her age Her poems were collected and 
published after her death, in a quarto volume, 168G, with this poem of Dryden prefixed, and with 
the motto on the title-page, Immodicis brevis cstmtas, et raia senectus” (Martial, vi. 29). The 
poem was leprintcd by Diydcn in his third Miscellany volume, 1C94. The text heic is corrected 
from the first publication and the reprint m 1694. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF MRS, ANNE KILLIGREW, 


2 

If by tiaduction came thy mind. 

Our wonder i's the less to find 

A soul so charming from a stock so good ; 25 

Tliy father was transfused into thy blood : 

So wert thou born into the tuneful strain, 

(An early, rich, and inexhausted vein.) 

But if thy pre-existing soul 

"Was formed at first with myriads more, 30 

It did through all the mighty poets loll 
Who Greek or Latin laurels wore, 

And was that Sappho last, which once it was before. 

If so, then cease thy flight, O heaven-bom mind ! 

Thou hast no dross to purge from thy rich ore : 35 

Nor can thy soul a fairer mansion find 
Than was the beautious frame she left behind : 

Return, to fill or mend the quire of thy celestial kind. 


3 

May we presume to say that, at thy birth, 

New joy was sprung in heaven as well as here on earth ? 40 
F or sure the milder planets did combine 
On thy auspicious horoscope to shine, 

And even the most malicious were in trine. ^ 

Thy brother-angels at thy birth 

Stning each his lyre, and tuned it high, 45 

That all the people of the sky 
hlight know a poetess was bom on earth ; 

And then, if ever, mortal ears 
Had heard the music of the spheres. 

And if no clusteiing swarm of bees 50 

On thy sweet mouth distilled their golden dew, 

’Twas that such vulgar miracles f 
Heaven had not leisure to renew : 

For all the blest fraternity of love 
Solemnized there thy birth, and kept thy holiday above. 55 


4 

O gracious God I how far luve %ve 
Profaned thy heavenly gift of Poesy ! 

IVIadc prostitute and profligate the Muse, 

Pebased to each obscene and impious use, 

Whose hamiony was first oulained above, 60 

For tongues of angels and for hymns of love ! 

* Another •allusion to trines .as of linppy auspice is in “ Annus Mirabilis,” stanza 292, where 

t here rhymes with h'n. See notes on Asiiasa Redu.\,” loC; *‘The Medal,*’ 164; 

and Threnodia Augustalis,” 414* 
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TO THE MEMORY OF MRS, ANNE KILLIGREW, 


Oh wretched we ! why were we hurriLd down 
This lubriC* and adulterate age, 

(Nay, added fat pollutions of our own,) 

To increase the steaming ordures of the stage ? 65 

What can we say to excuse our second fall ? 

Let this thy Vestal, Heaven, atone for all : 

Her Arethusian stream remains unsoiled, f 
Unmixed with foreign filth and undefiled ; 

Her wit was more than man, her innocence a child. 70 

5 

Art she had none, yet wanted none, 

For Nature did that want supply; 

So rich in treasures of her own, 

She might our boasted stores defy : 

Such noble vigour did her verse adorn 75 

That it seemed borrowed, where ’twas only born. 

Her morals too were in her bosom bred. 

By great examples daily fed. 

What in the best of books, her fathei’s life, she lead. 

And to be read herself she need not fear ; 80 

Each test and every light her Muse will bear. 

Though Epictetus with his lamp were there. 

Even love (for love sometimes her Muse exprest), 

Was but a lambent flame which played about her breast ; 
Light as the vapours of a morning dream, 85 

So cold herself, whilst she such warmth exprest, 

’Twas Cupid bathing m Diana’*- stream 

6 

Born to the spaciQus empire of the Nine, 

One would have thought she should have been content 
To manage well that mighty govermnent ; 90 

But what can young ambitious souls confine ? 

Xp the next realm she stretched her sway, 

For PaintureJ near adjoining lay, 

A plenteous province and alluring prey. 

A Chamber of Dependences was framed, 95 

As conquerors will never want pretence, 

(When armed, to justify the offence), 

And the whole fief in right of I^oetry she claimed. 


* The old French spelling luhrique has here been preserved inconsistently in all editions to the 
latest In the poem to Sir George Etheicge, Ime 6, me spelling artique for arctic is needed for 
the rhyme. 

t “ Her Arethusian stream.” One of Dryden’s forced classical allusions. Arethusa, according 
I to the anc;|ent fable, was changed by Diana into a fountain to save her from the amorous pursuit 
of Alpheus, the god of the river of that name in Elis. Alpheus then mingled the waters of his 
river with those of Arethusa. Diana opened a secret passage under the earth and the sea, 

, through which the waters of Arethusa, disappearing in Elis, rose in the island of 0/tygia, ueur 
Sicily. The river Alpheus followed her also under the sea, and rose in Ortygia 
t, Painture, a word from the French ^einiure^ iiow obsolete. In the poem, to Sir Godfrey 
Kneller, Dryden uses the word ** picture for the art of painting. 



TO THE MEMORY OF MRS, AHNE JCILLIGREW, 

The country open lay without defence ; 

For poets frequent inroads there had made, loo 

And perfectly could represent 
The shape, the face, with every lineament, 

And all the large demains* which the dumb Sister swayed ; 
All bowed beneath her government. 

Received in triumph wheresoe’er she went. 105 

Her pencil drew whate’er her soul designed, 

And oft the happy draught suipassed the image in her mind. 
The sylvan scenes of herds and flocks 
And fruitful plains and barren rocks ; 

Of shallow brooks that flowed so clear, 1 lo 

The bottom did the top appear ; 

Of deeper too and ampler floods 
Which, as m mirrors, showed the woods ; 

Of lofty trees, with sacred shades 

And perspectives of pleasant glades, 115 

Where nymphs of brightest form appear, 

And shaggy satyrs standing near, 

Which them at once admire and feai. 

The rums too of some majestic piece, 

Boasting the power of ancient Rome or Greece, 120 
Whose statues, friezes, columns, broken lie, 

And, though defaced, the wonder of the eye j 
What nature, art, bold Action, e’er duist frame, 

Her forming hand gave featuic to the name.+ 

So strange a concourse ne’er was seen before, 125 

But when the peopled ark the whole creation bore. 


7 

The scone then changed ; with bold erected look 
Our martial Kmg the sight with reverence strook ; 

For, not content to express his outward part, 

Her hand called out the image of his heart 130 

His wailike mind, his soul devoid of fear, 

His high-designing thoughts were figured there, 

As when by magic ghosts are made appear. 

Our phoenix queen was poitrayed too so bright, 

Beauty alone could beauty take so right : 135 

Her dress, her shape, her matchless grace, 

Were all observed, as well as heavenly face. 

With such a peerless majesty she stands, 

As in that day she took the crown from sacred hands j 

* Dryden's spelling, drmaius, is here preserved, 
t In the original edition this line stood ; 

“ Her forming hand gave shape unto the name.” 

It was altered in the republication of 1694 to what is printed above. ^ , . . 

t Mrs. Killigicw painted James 11 . ; stogd in the first edition instead of substituted 
in x694i 
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Before a train of heioines was seen, 140 

In beauty foremost, as in laiik the queen.’' 

Thus nothing to her genius was denied. 

But like a ball of fire, the faither thiown. 

Still with a greater blaze she shone, 

And her bright soul broke out on every side. 145 

What next she had designed, Heaven only knows : 

To such immoderate growth her conquest rose 
That Fate alone its progress could oppose. 

8 

Now all those charms, that blooming grace, 

The well-proportioned shape and beautious fice, 150 

Shall never more be seen by moital eyes ; 

In earth the much-lamented virgin lies. 

Not wit nor piety could Fate prevent ; 

Nor was the cruel Destiny content 

To finish all the murder at a blow, 1 55 

To sweep at once her life and beauty too ; 

But, like a hardened felon, took a pride 
To work more mischievously slow, 

And plundered first, and then destroyed. 

O double sacrilege on things divine, ifio 

To rob the relic, and deface the shrine I 
But thus Orindat died : 

Heaven by the same disease did both translate ; 

As equal were their souls, so equal was their fate. 

9 

Mean time, her warlike brother on the seas 165 

His waving streameis to the winds displays, 

And vows for his return with vain devotion pays. 

Ah, generous youth ! that wish forbear. 

The winds too soon will waft thee here ! 

Slack all thy sails, and fear to come ; 1 70 

Alas I thou knowst not, thou art wrecked at home. 

No more shalt thou behold thy sister’s face, 

Thou hast already had her last embrace. 

But look aloft, and if thou kenst from far, 

Among the Pleiads, a new-kindled star, 1 75 

If any sparkles than the rest more bright, 

’Tis she that shines in that propitious light. 

* This passage was considerably altered in 1694 from the first edition, where it stood : 

“ As in that day she took from sacred hands 
The crown, ’mong numerous heroines was seen 
More yet in beauty than in rank the queen ” 

t Orinda ; the name given to Katharine Philips, a poetess, who died of small-pox in 1664, in 
her thirty-third year. Her poems were published in 1667, with the title, “ Poeni'. by the most 
desejryedly admired Mrs. Katharine Philips, the matchless Orinda and Anne Killigiew wrote 
some verses in her honour. 

L— ^ 



UPON THE VISCOUNT OF DUNDEE, 343 


lO 

When 111 mid-air the golden trump shall sound, 

To laise the nations under ground ; 

When in the Vallsy of Jehosophat i8o 

The judging God shall close the book of Fate, 

And there the last assizes keep 

For those who wake and those who sleep ; 

When lattling bones together fly 

From the four corneis of the sky ; 1S5 ' 

When sinews o’er the skeletons are spread, [ 

Those clothed with flesh, and life inspires the dead ; j 

The saciecl poets fust shall hear the sound, i 

And foremost from the tomb shall bound, | 

For they are covered with the lightest ground ; 190 J 

And straight, with inborn vigour, on the wdng, 

Like mounting larks, to the new morning sing. 

Tliere thou, sweet saint, befoie the quire shalt go, j 

As hail linger of Heaven, the way to show, ' 

The way which thou so well hast learned below. 195 j 

1 

1 


UPON THE DEATH OF THE VISCOUNT OF DUNDEE/*' j 

1 

On last and best of Scots I who didst maintain 
Thy country’s freedom from a foreign reign ; 

New people fill the lainl, now thou art gone. 

New gods the temples, and new kings the throne. 

Scotland and thou did each 111 other live, 5 

Nor wouldst thou her, nor could she thee survive. 

Faiewell ! who dying didst support the State, 

And couldst not fall but with thy country’s fate. 


This is a free translation by Dryden of a Latin epitaph on the famous Claverhousc by Dr. 
Pitcairn John Graham of Claverhouse, made Viscount Dundee in 1688, was killed in 1689, hghtmg 
for James II at Kilhcianlcie, and in the moment of achieving victory over General Mackay's 
force The death of Dundee was the ruui of James’s cause in Scotland. The following is the 
original Latin epitaph ; — 

“ Ultime Scotoriim ’ Potuit, quo so'spite solf>, 

Libcrtas patriie salva fuissc tuce , 

Te monente novos accepit Scotia elves, 

Accepitque novos, te monente, Deos. ^ 

Ilia tibi supeicssc negat, tu non potes illl, 

Ergo Caledonim nomen inane, vale * 

Tuque vale, geutis pnsem fintissimc duettu-, 

Ultime Scotouim, atq'ie uliimc Grab-ue, vale I” 



EPITAPH ON THE LADY WHITMORE.* 


Fair, kind, and trac, a trcasuie each alone, 

^ A wife, a mistress,, and a fiicnd in one, 

" Rest in tins tomb, raised at thy husband’s cost, 
ller^e’^ sadly summnu'ij what he had, and lost. 

Come," VII gins, ere in equal bands ye join, 5 

Come first and ofier at hei sacied shrine ; 

Pi ay but for half the virtues of this wife, 

Compound for all the rest with longer life ; 

And wish your vows, like heis, may be returned, 

So loved when living, and when dead so mourned. 10 

* Frances, wife of Sir Thomas Whitmore, baronet, of Bridgnorth, died in 1690, and was buried 
at I'vvickeniiAiTi. This epitaph by Dryden is on the monument m Twickenham Church. 



ELEONORA : 

A PANEGYRICAL POEM. 

DEDICATED TO THE MEMORY OF THE LATE COUNTESS OF 

ABINGDON. 


“ Superas evadere ad auras, 

Hoc opus, hie labor est Pauci quos aequus amavit 
Jupitei, aut ardens evexit ad asthcra virtus, 

Dus geniti potuere. 


ViRG vi. 128. 



INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 

Eleonora^ Countess of Abingdon^ daughter of Sir Hmry Lee ^ baronet^ of Ditchley^ 
in Oxfordshire^ died May 31, 1691. She died in her thirty -third year, and on 
WhiLimday nighty as is stated m a marginal note by Dry den to the poem ; and her 
death %oas very sudden ; it happened in the balWoom of her house. This poem 'ivas a 
task undertaken by, Bidden for a ha ndsow^ pecuniary reward. He says in the 
prefatory address to Lord Abingdon that he had never seen thj^ hdy.^MfUi 
acquainted with him. Under these circumstances, it is not si^tge that the poem 
waiits vigour and animation : it is perhaps the least successful of Drydeiis poems. 
There is a proud allusion to himself and his circumstances at the end of the poem, 
which he calls 

V This humble tribute of no vulgar Muse, 

' Who, not by cares or wants or age dearest, 

Stems a wild deluge with a dauntless breast,'* 


7 Vie poem was published zn quarto in 1692. The marginal indications are 
DryderCs oavn. 




TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 




THE EARL OF ABINGDON, &c. 

My Lord, — The commands "vvith which you honoured me some months ago are 
now performed : they had been sooner, but betwixt ill-health, some busmcsb, and 
many troubles, I was forced to defei them till this time. Ovid, going to his 
banishment, and writing fiom on shipboard to his fiiends. excused the faults of his 
poetry by his misfortunes, and told them that good verses never flow but from a 
serene and composed spirit. Wit, which is a kind of Mercuiy with wings fastened 
to his head and heels, ^ can fly but slowly in a damp air. I therefore chose rather 
to obey you late than ill : if at least I am capable of writing anything, at any time, 
which is worthy your perusal and your patiouage. I cannot say that I have 
escaped from a shipwieck ; but have only gained a rock by haid swimming, wlicic 
I may pant a while and gather bieath ; for the doctors give me a sad assurance 
that my disease never took its leave of any man but •* a puipose to return.'' 
However, my Loid, I have laid hold on the interval, and iuenagedf the small stock 
which age has left me to the best advantage, in peiionmng this inconsiderable 
service to my Lady’s memoiy. We who aie priests oi Apollo have not the mspi- 
lation when we please; but must wait until the god comes rushing on us, and 
invades us with a fury, which we are not able to resist, which gives us double 
stiength while the fit continues, and leaves us languishing and spent at its departuic. 
Let me not seem to boast, my Loid, for I have really felt it on this occasion and 
piophcsied beyond my natural power. Let me add and hope to be believed, that 
the excellency of the subject contributed much to the happiness of the execution, 
and that the weight of thiity years was taken off me while I was writing I swam 
with the tide, and the water uiider me was buoyant. The reader will easily obseive, 
that I was transported by the multitude and variety of my similitudes, which arc 
generally the product of a luxuriant fancy, and the wantonness of wit. Had I 
called in my judgment to my assistance, I had certainly retrenched many of them. 
J3ut I defend them not ; let them pass for beautiful faults amongst ^he better soit 
of Clitics : for the whole poem, though written in that which they call heioic verse, 
IS of the Pindaric nature, as well in the thought as in the expiession, and, as such, 
requires the same grains of allowance for it. It was intended, as your Lordship 
sees in the title, not for an Eleg}'', but a Panegyric : a kind of apotheosis, indeed, if 
a heathen word may be applied to a Christian use. And on all occasions of piaisc, 
if we take the ancients for our patterns, we are bound by prescription to employ the 
magnificence of words and the foice of figiiies to adorn the sublimity of thoughts. 
Isocrates amongst the Grecian oratois, and Cicero and the younger Pliny amongst 
the Romans, have left us their precedents for oui scemity : foi I think 1 need not 
mention the inimitable Pindar, who sli etches on these pinions out of sight, and is 
carried upward, as it were, into another world. 

This, at least, my Lord, I may justly plead, that if I have not performed so well 
as X think I have, yet I have used my best enclcavouis to excel my self. One disacl- 

* The illness was pfout, which about this time prevented his finishing his play of “ Cleomenes,” 
and obliged him to call in Southern’s assistance fpr finishing it. 

t Dryden’s French spelling, mena^et is here preserved. 
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SLEOHORA. 


vantage I have had, v'hich is never to have known or seen my Lady ; and to draw 
the lineaments of her mind, fiom the description which 1 have received iiom 
others, is for a painter to set himself at work without the living original befoie 
him : which, the more beautiful it is, will be so much the more difficult for him to 
conceive, when he has only a relation given lum of such and such features by an 
acquaintance or a friend, without the nice touches, which give the best resemblance, 
and make the graces of the picture. Every artist is apt enough to flatter him self 
(and I amongst the rest) that tlieir own ocular observations would have discovered 
more perfections, at least olheis, than have been delivered to them : though I have 
received mine from the best hands, that is, frem persons who neither w-ant a just 
understanding of my Lady’s worth, nor a due veneiation for her memory. 

Doctor Donne, the greatest wit, though not the best poet, of our nation, acknow* 
ledges that he had never seen Mrs. Drury, whom he has made immortal in his 
admirable Anniversaries. I have had the same fortune, though I have not 
succeeded to the same genius. However, I have followed his footsteps in the 
design of his panegyric, which was to raise an emulation in the living, to copy out 
the example of the dead. And therefoie it was, that I once intended to have 
called this poem The Pattern ; and though, on a second consideration, T changed 
the title into the name of that illustrious person, yet the design continues, and 
Eleonora is still the pattern of charity, devotion, and humility ; of the best wdfe, 
the best mother, and the best of friends. . 

And now, my Lord, though I have endeavoured to answer your commands, yeti i 
could not answer it to the woild nor to my conscience, if I gave not your Lordship 
my testimony of being^ the best husband now living : I say my testimony only, 
for the piaise of it is given you by youi self. They who despise the lules of virtue 
both in their practice and their morals, will think this a veiy trivial commendation. 
But I think it the peculiai happiness of the Countess of Abingdon to have been 
so truly loved by you while she was living, and so gratefully honoured after she 
was dead. Few theie are who have eithci had, or could have, such a loss ; and 
yet fewer who carried their love and constancy beyond the grave. The exteiiois 
of mourning, a decent funeral, and black habits, arc the usual stints of common 
husbands : and perhaps their wives deseive no better than to be mourned with 
hypocrisy, and forgot with ease. But you have distingui§hecl j^ouiself from 
ordinary lovers by a real and lasting grief for tlie deceased, and by endeavouring 
to raise for her the most durable monument, which is that of verse. And so it 
would have pfoved, if the workman had been equal to the work, and your choice 
of the artificer as happy as your design. Yet, as Phidias, when he had made the 
statue of Minerva, could not forbear to engrave his own name, as author of the 
piece : so give me leave to hope, that, by subsenbing mine to this poem, I may 
live by the goddess, and transmit my name to posterity by the memory of hers. 
’Tis no flattery to assure your Lordshfp, that she is remembered, in the piosent age, 
by all who have had the honour of her conversation and acquaintance , and that I 
have never been m any company since the news of hei death was fust brought me, 
where they have not extolled her virtues, and even spoken the same things of her 
in prose which I have done in verse. 

1 therefore think myself obliged to thank your Lordship for the commission which 
you have given me : how I have acquitted my seif of it must be left to the opinion 
of the world, in spite of any protestation which I can enter against the piescnt 
age, as incompetent or corrupt judges. For my comfort, they are but Englishmen, 
and, as such, if they think ill of me to-day, they are inconstant enough to think 
well of me to-morrow. And after all, I have not much to thank my fortune that I 
was born amongst them. The good of^ both sexes aie so few in England, that 
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they stand like exceptions against general rules : and though one of them has 
deserved a gi eater commendation than I could gi\e her, they have taken care that 
I should not the my pen with ficquent exercise ou the like subject ; that praises, 
like taxes, should be appropiiated, and left almost as individual as the person. 
They say, my talent is satire : if it be so, his a fruitful age, and there is an extra- 
ordinary crop to gather. But a single hand is insufficient for such a harvest : they 
have sown the dragons’ teeth themselves, and it is but just they should reap each 
other in lampoons. You, my I^ord, who have the cliaractei of honour, though ’tis 
not my happiness to know you, may stand aside with the small remaindeis^ of the 
English nobility, truly sucli, and, unhiiit your selves, behold the mad combat. If I 
have pleased you and some few others, I have obtained my end. You see I have 
disabled myself, like an elected Speaker of the House : yet, like him, I have under- 
taken the charge, and find the burden sufficiently recompensed by the honour. Be 
pleased to accept of these my unworthy labours, this paper-monument ; and let 
her pious memory, which I am sure is sacred to you, not only plead the pardon of 
my many faults, but gain me your protection, winch is ambitiously sought by. 

My Lord, your Loidship’s most obedient servant, 

John Dryden. 


ELEONORA : 

A r^lNEGYRICAL POEM, 

DEDICATED TO THE MEMORY OF THE LATE COUNTESS OF ABINGDON. 


As when some great and gracious monarch dies. 
Soft whispers first and mournful murmurs rise 
Among the sad attendants ; then the sound 
Soon gathers voice and spreads the news around. 
Through town and country, till the dreadful blast 
Is blown to distant colonies at last j 
Who then perhaps were offering vows m vain 
Tor his long life and for his happy reign : 

So slowly, by degrees, imwillmg Fame 
Did matchless Eleonora’s fate proclaim, 

Till public as the loss the news became. 

The nation felt it in the extremest parts, 

With eyes o’erfiowing and with bleeding hearts ; 
But most the poor, whom daily she supplied, 
Beginning to be such but when bhe died. 

Foi, while she lived, they slept in peace by night. 
Secure of bread as of returning light, 

And with such firm dependence on the day, 

That need giew pampered and foigot to piay : 
vSo sure the dole, &o leady at their call, 

They stood prepareil to see the manna fall. 

Such multitudes she fed, she cluthc<l, she nur-A, 
That she her self mi;^\ht fear hei wantu^g fiioi. 


The hitro- 
ductwn 


5 


10 


Of her 
j ^ charity 


20 


* Compare for tlub use of the word remaindeij The Hind and the P*uithci," pait 3, line 602, 
and note on the hue. 
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Of her five talents other five she made ; 

Heaven, that had large^v given, -was bigely paid ; 25 

And in few lives, in wouurous few, we find 
A fortune better fitted to the mind. 

Hor did her alms fiom ostentation faU, 

Or proud desire of piaise ; tlie soul ga\e all : 

Unbnbed it gave , or, if a bribe appear, 30 

No less than Heaven, to heap huge treasures llicie. 

Want passed for merit at her open door : 

Heaven saw he safely might increase his poor, 

And trust their sustenance with her so well 

As not to be at charge of miracle. 35 

None could be needy whom .she saw or knew ; 

All in the compass of her sphere she drew : 

He who could touch her garment was as siuc, 

As the first Chiistians of the Apostles’ cure. 

The distant heard by fame her pious deeds, 40 

And laid her up for their extremes! needs, 

A futuie cordial for a fainting mind ; 

For what was ne’er refused all hoped to find. 

Each in his turn : the rich might freely come, 

As to a friend ; but to the poor ’twas home. 45 

As to some holy house the afflicted came, 

The hunger-starved, the naked, and the lame ; 

Want and diseusscs fled before her name. 

For zeal like hers her servants weie too slow ; 

She was the first, where need required, to go, 50 

Her 'self the foundress, and attendant too. 

Sure she had guests sometimes to cnteitain, 

Guests in disguise, of her great Master’s tiain : 

Her Lord him self might come, foi aught vre know, 

Since in a scivant’b form he lived beh/w j 55 

Beneath her roof he might be pleased to slay : 

Or some benighted angel in his vay 

Might ease his wings, and seeing I leaven appern 

In its beat work of mercy, think it there, 

Where all the deeds of charity and love 60 

Were m as constant method as above, 

All carried on ; all of a piece with theiis ; 

As free hei alms, a.s diligent hei caroa ; 

As loud her praises, and as v/aim her praycis 
Of her Yet was she not profuse ; but feared to wr«-te, 65 

fntdeiif And wisely managed, that the stock might la'it ; 

That all might be supplied, and she not giievo, 

When crowds appeared, she had not to relieve : 

Which to prevent, she still increased her store ; 

Laid up, and spared, that she might give tlie more. 70 

So Pharaoh, or some greater king than he, 

Provided for the seventh necessity 

A reference, not very correct, to Pharaoli’.s pro”-ision in the seven s’c.us of itloiitj f-.i the 
seven yeaib of famine (Genesis xli.) ^ 
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Taught from above his magazines to frame, 

That famine was prevented eie it came. 

Thus Heaven, though all-sufhcient, shows a thrift 
In Ills economy, and bounds Ins gift ; 

Cieating for our day one single light ; 

And his leflection too supplies the night. 

Perhaps a thousand other woilds, that lie 
Remote fiom us and latent in the sky, 

Are lightened by his beams, and kindly nurst ; 

Of which oiu earthly dunghill is the woi*st. 

Now, as all virtues keep the middle line, 

Yet somewhat more to one extreme incline, 

Inich. was her soul, abhorimg avarice, 

Countcous, but almost bounteous to a vice • 

Had she given more, it had piofusion been, 

And turned the excess of goodness into sin. 

These virtues raised her fabric to the sky ; 

For that which is next licaven is chanty. 

But as high turrets for their airy steep 
Require foundations in proportion deep, 

And lofty cedais as far up waul shoot 
As to the nether heavens they drive the root, 

So low did her secure foundation lie ; 

She was not humble, but humility 
Scarcely she knew that she was gi'cat or fair 
Or wise beyond what other women are, 

Or, which is better, knew, but never duist compare. 
For to be conscious of wh?t all admire, 

And not be vain, advances virtue higbei . 

But still she found, or rather tliouglit she found, 
Ilerjown woith wanting, othei-*’ to abound ; 
Ascribed above their due to every one, 

Unjust and scanty to hci self alone. 

Such her devotion was as might give rules 
Of speculation to disputing schools, 

And teach us equally the scales to hold 
Betwixt the two extremes of hot and cold ; 

That pious heat may moderately prevail, 

And we be warmed, but not be scorched with zeal. 
Business might shorten, not disturb lici prayer ; 
Heaven had the best, if not the greater share. 

An active life long oiaisons* forbids ; 

Yet still she prayed, for still she prayed by deeds. 

Tier every day was Sabbath ; only free 
From hours of prayer, for hours of charity. 

Such as the Jews froiij. servile toil rcleast, 

Where works of mercy were a part of rest ; 

Such as blest angels exercise above, 

Varied with sacied hymns and acts of love ; 


8o 
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Of her piety. 
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Dryden’s spelling, oraison^ is piesctved ; it is the Ficncb word, showing the origin from the 
Latin orarc^ to pray, which is not appaioiit 111 the -^orJ as now «>pelt, orison. 
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Such Sabbaths as that one she now enjoys, 

Even that pe^etual one, which she employs 
(For such vicissitudes in Heaven there are) 

In praise alternate and alternate prayer. 125 

All this she practised here ; that when she sprung 
Amidst the quires, at the first sight she sung ; 

Sung, and was sung her self, in angels’ lays ; 

For, piaising her, they did her Maker praise. 

All offices of Heaven so well she knew, 130 

Before she came, that notliing there was new ; 

And she was so familiarly leceived 
As one returning, not as one arrived. 

Muse, down again precipitate thy flight 
For how can mortal eyes sustain immortal light ? 135 

But as the sun in water we can bear, 

Yet not the sun, but his reflection tliere. 

So let us view her here in what she was. 

And take her image in this watery glass : 

Yet look not every lineament to see ; 140 

Some will be cast in shades, and some will be 
So lamely drawn, you scaicely know ’tis she. 

For where such various virtues we recite, 

’Tis like the milky way, all over bright. 

But sown so thick with stars, ’tis undistinguished light. 145 
Her virtue, not her virtues, let us call ; 

F or one heroic comprehends them all : 

One, as a constellation is but one, 

'fhough ’tis a train of stars that, 1 oiling on, 

Rise in their turn and in the Zodiac run, 150 

Ever in motion ; now ’tis faith ascends, 

Kow hope, now charity, that upward tends, 

And downwards with diffusive good descends. 

As in perfumes composed with art and cost, 

’Tis hard to say what scent is uppermost ; 155 

Nor this part musk or civet can we call, 

Or^amber, but a rich result of all ; 

So she was all a sweet, whose every pait, 

In due proportion mixed, proclaimed the Makei’s art. 

No single virtue we could most commend, 160 

Whether the wife, the mother, or the friend ; 

For she was all, in that supreme degree, 

That as no one prevailed, so all was she. 

The several parts lay hidden in the piece ; 

The occasion but exerted that or this. 165 

A wife as tender, and as true withal. 

As the first woman was before her fall : 

Made for the man, of whom she was a part ; 

Made to attract his eyes and keep his heait. 

A second Eve, but by no crime accurst ; 1 70 

As beautious, not as brittle as the first. 

Had she been first, still Paradise had been. 

And death had found no entrance by her sin. 
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So she not only had pieserved fiom ill 
Her sex and ours, but lived their pattern still. 171; 

Love and obedience to her lord she bore ; 

She much obeyed him, but she loved him more : 

Not awed to duty by superior sway, 

But taught by his indulgence to obey. 

Thus we love God, as author of our good ; i8o 

So subjects love just kings, or so they should. 

Nor was it with mgiatitude returned ; 

In equal fires the blissful couple burned ; 

One joy possessed them both, and in one grief they mourned. 

His passion still improved ; he loved so fast, 185 

As if he feared each day would he her last. 

Too true a prophet to foresee the fate 
That should so soon divide their happy state : 

When he to Heaven entirely must restore 
That love, that heart, where he went halves before. 190 
Yet as the soul is all in every part, 

So God and he might each have all her heart. 

So had her childien too ; for charity 
Was not more fruitful 01 moie kind than she ; 

Each under other by degrees they grew ; 

A goodly perspective of distant view, 

Anchises looked not with so pleased a face, 

In numbering o*er his future Roman race, 

And marshalling the heroes of his name, 

As in their order next to light they came.* 

Nor Cybelef with half so kind an eye 
Surveyed her sons and daughteis of the sky ; 

Proud, shall I say, of her immortal fmit ? 

As far as pride with heavenly minds may suit. 

Her pious love excelled to all she bore ; 

New objects only multiplied it more. 

And as the chosen found the pearly grain 
As much as every vessel could contain ; 

As in the blissful vision each shall share 
As much of glory as his soul can bear ; 

So did she love, and so dispense her care. 

Pier eldest thus, by consequence, was best, 

As longer cultivated than the rest. 

The babe had all that infant caie beguiles. 

And early knew his mother in her smiles : 

But when dilated organs let in day 
To the young soul, and gave it room to play, 

At his first aptness the mateinal love 
Tiioae rmhments of reason did improve : 

The teiuler age pliant to coiumand ; 

Like wax it yielded to the lonning hand : 

^ The praspo<'tive amiy uf h'u qoni.Mi dcjccndants displayed by Auchises to ^iieas in the 
shades below, m the sijvth b{H>k of the /Kneid. 

+ CyLele was wife of Saturn, and uiother uf Jupiter and other gods and goddesses. 
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True to the artificer, the laboured mind 
With ease was pious, generous, just, and kind \ 

Soft for impression, from the first prepared. 

Till virtue with long exercise grew hard : 225 

With every act confirmed, and made at last 
So durable as not to be effaced, 

It turned to habit ; and, from vices free, 

Goodness resolved into necessity.* 

Thus fixed she virtue’s image, that’s her own,. 230 

Till the whole mother m the children shone ; 

For that was their perfection ; she was such. 

They never could express her mind too much. 

So unexhausted + her perfections were, 

That for more children she had more to spare \ 235 

For souls unborn, whom her untimely death 
Deprived of bodies and of mortal Ijreath : 

And, could they take the impressions of hci iiiiuti, 

Enough still left to sanctify her kind. 

Of her ^ Then wonder not to see this soul extend 240 

friendship The bounds, and seek some other self, a fiiend : 

As swelling seas to gentle rivers glide. 

To seek repose, and empty out the tide, 

So this full soul, in narrow limits pent, 

Unable to contain her, sought a vent 245 

To issue out, and in some friendly breast 
Discharge her treasures, and securely lest : 

To unbosom all the secrets of her hcait, 

Take good advice, but better to impart. 

For ’tis the bliss of friendship’s holy state 250 

To mix their minds, and to communicate ; 

Though bodies cannot, souls can penetrate : 

Fixed to her choice, imdolably true, 

And wisely choosing, for she chose but few. 

Some she must have ; but in no one could find 255 

A tally fitted for so large a mind. 

Tl)^ souls of friends like kings in progress aie ; 

Still in their own, though from the palace far : 

Thus her friend’s heart her country dwelling was, 

A sweet retirement to a coarser place ; 260 

Where pomp and ceremonies entered not, 

Where greatness was shut out, and business well forgot. 

This is the imperfect draught ; but short as far 
As the true height and bigness of a star 
Exceeds the measures of the astronomer. 265 

She shines above, we know ; but in what place, 

How near the throne and Heaven’s imperial face, 

By our weak optics is but vainly guest j J 
Distance and altitude conceal the lest. 

For this use of the verb resohte compTre ‘'The Hind and the Panthei/’ pait 1, line > 
t Unejehansiedf so prlrited m the onglml edition, imd inexhansied in the Ode ouMi.s h ne 
KilUgrew, line 28. 
t Guestf spelt ^/tesi by Dryden. 
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Though all these rare endowments of the mind 
Were in a narrow space of life confined. 

The figure was with full perfection crowned, 

Though not so large an orb, as truly round.* 

As when in glory, through the public place, 

The spoils of conquered nations were to pass, 

And but one day for tiiumph was allowed. 

The Consul was constiained his pomp to crowd ; 

And so the swift procession hurried on, 

That all, though not distinctly, might be shown : 

So, in the straitened bounds of life confined. 

She gave but glimpses of hei glorious mind ; 

And multitudes of virtues passed along, 

Each pressing foremost in the mighty throng. 
Ambitious to be seen, and then make room 
For greater multitudes that weie to come. 

Yet unemployed no minute slipped away; 

Moments weie precious in so short a stay. 

The haste of Heaven to have her was so great 
That some were single acts, though each complete 
Tut evciy act stood ready to repeat. 

Her fellow saints with busy care will look 
For her blest name in Fate’s eternal book ; 

And, pleased to be outdone, with joy will see 
Numberless virtues, endlc.s& charity : 

Tut more will wonder at so short an age 
To find a blank beyond the thirtieth page ; 

And with a pious fear begin to doubt 
The piece imperfect, and the rest torn out. 

But ’twas her Saviour’s time ; and, could there be 
A copy near the original, ’twas she.f 
As precious gums are not for lasting fire, 

They but peifume the temple, and expire ; 

So was she soon exhaled, and vanished hence, 

A short sweet odour, of a vast expense. _ 

She vanished, we can scarcely say she died ; 

For but a nowj did heaven and earth divide : 

She passed serenely with a single breath ; 

This moment perfect health, the next was death . 

One sigh did her eternal bliss assure ; 

So little penance needs, § when souls are almost pure. 
As gentle dicams our waking thoughts pursue, 

Or, one dream passed, we slide into a new ; 
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^ For this simile of arr orb see notes on the poem on Oliver Cromwell, stanza s, Absalom and 
Acbitnphel,” S39, .and Ele^ on Lord Hastinsrs 

t Jesus Christ was crucified in his thirty-third year .. i r o 

X For this use of now, as a substantive for mo 7 Jie»t, compaie Threnodia Augustalis, ime aa 

T?it use of the verb to need for the passive to he needed is of very common occurrence. Sec, 
among other instances, 

But little leaining needs in noble blood " . . 

V/ft' Jliftd atid t/u' Pariker, m. 468. 
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So ciose they follow, such wild order keep, 

We think our selves awake, and are asleep ; 

So softly death succeeded life xn her, 315 

She did but dream of Heaven, and she was there. 

No pains she suffered, nor expired with noise ; 

Pier soul was whispered out with God’s still voice ; 

As an old friend is beckoned to a feast, 

And treated like a long famihai guest. 320 

Her pre- He took her as he found, but found her so, 

paredness one m hourly readmess to go ; 

° Even on that day, in all her trim prepared, 

As early notice she from Heaven had heaid. 

And some descending courtier from above 325 

Had given her timely warning to remove, 

Or counselled her to dress the nuptial room. 

She died For on that night the bridegroom was to come. 
cn Jf hit- jjg jjjg hour, and found her where she lay 
\nght^ Clothed all in white, the livery of the day ; 330 

Scarce had she sinned in thought or word or act; 

Unless omissions were to pass for fact ; 

That hardly Death a consequence could draw. 

To make her liable to Nature’s law. 

And that she died, we only have to show 335 

The mortal part of her she left below ; 

The rest (so smooth, so suddenly she went) 

Looked like translation through the firmament. 

Or like the fiery car on the third errand sent.f 
Apc'iUephe O happy soul ! if thou canst view fiom high, 340 

te her soul Where thou art all intelligence, all eye, 

■ If looking up to God, or down to us, 

Thou findst that any way be pervious, 

Survey the luins of thy house, and see 

Thy widowed, and thy orphan family ; 345 

Look on thy tender pledges left behind ; 

And, if thou canst a vacant minute find 
From heavenly joys, that interval afford 
To thy sad children and thy mourning lord. 

See how they grieve, mistaken in their love, 350 

And shed a beam of comfort from above ; 

Give them, as much as mortal eyes can bear, 

A transient view of thy full glories there ; 

That they with moderate sorrow may sustain 

And mollify their losses in thy gain. 3515 

* The word courtier in this line was chanpred into courier by Broughton, who has been follow'od 
by all succeeding editors In a note in the Wai tons’ edition courtier is treated Ub necessarily a 
misprint. is probably right In Di^^den’s Prolugue to the Duke of Yuik, he speaks 

of “ Heaven’s Whitehall,” and of the coiiiticrs asriouibicd thoro (p, A courtua from Heaven 

is as probable as a couner from thence. 

t This is an obscuie line It probably refers to Eliiab's asctiision, on the appearance of “a 
chariot of fire and horses of fire,” which pailed him uiui Elisha, “and Elijah went up by a whirl- 
wind into heaven ” (2 Kings ii, ii). In this case the two previrdis tk scents of fne iiom heaven : t 
I'liijah’s call to consume XNhaziah’s messengers probably explain Dri’den’s c’picsaion, “thini 
Cl rand.*’ 
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Or else divide the giief; for such thou -wcrt, 

That should not all relations bear a pait, 

It were ettough to break a single heart. 

Let this suffice : nor thou, great saint, refuse 
This humble tribute of no vulgar muse : 

Who, not by cares or wants or age deprest,"*^’ 

Stems a wild deluge with a dauntless breast ; 

And dares to sing thy praises in a clime 
Where vice triumphs and viitue is a ciimc ; 

Where even to draw the picture of thy mind 
Is satire on the most of human kind : 

Take it, while yet ’tis piaise ; before my rage, 
Unsafely just, break loose on this bad age ; 

So bad, that thou thy self liadst no defence 
From vice, but baiely by departing hence. 

Be what, and where thou art : to wish thy place 
Were in the best piesumption inoie than giace. 

Thy relics (such thy works of mercy aie) 

Have in this poem been my holy care. 

As earth thy body keeps, thy soul the sky, 

So shall this verse preserve thy memory. 

For thou shalt make it live, because it sings of tliec. 
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* This is an interesting reference to Dryden’s own circumstances in the end of the year 1691 , 

1 after he had lost his offices.of Ppet-Laureat and Historiographer B oyal, and when thei e was^o hope 
I “ for him of regaining Court* patronage.* Ldi'd Dorset's private munificence had prol 3 ahly compen- 
sated him for the loss drius'salaries. Theie may have been some intenfaon of defi ance m this 
passage. He received a very handsome. r,?)VAtd for this poem, and he was now certainly compelled 
to labour for profit. 
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ON THE DEATH OF MR. PURCELL.* 

1 

Mark how the lark and linnet sing : 

With rival notes 

They strain their warbling throats 
To welcome in the spring. 

But in the close of night, 5 

I When Philomel begins her heavenly lay, 

1 They cease their mutual spite, 

j Drink in her music with delight, 

And listening and silent, silent and listening, listening and 
silent, obey. 

2 

So ceased the rival crew, when Purcell came ; ic 

They sung no more, or only sung his fame : 

Struck dumb, they all admired 
The godlike man, 

Alas 1 too soon retired. 

As he too late began. 1 5 

We beg not Hell our Orpheus to restore ; 

Had he been there, 

Their sovereign’s fear 
Had sent him back before. 

The power of harmony too well they knew ; 20 

He long ere this had tuned their jarring sphere, 

And left no Hell below. 


3 

The heavenly choir, who heard his notes from high, 

Let down the scale of music from the sky ; 

<* They handed him along, 25 

And all the way he taught, and all the way they sung 
Ye brethren of the lyre and tuneful voice, 

Lament his lot ; but at your own rejoice : 

Now live secure, and linger out your days ; 

The gods are pleased alone with Purcell’s lays, 30 

Nor know to mend their choice. 


* Henry Purcell, the celebrated muaiclan, died in tdo*;, at the early age of thirty-seven He 
had set to muac several of the songs of iJryden’s plays This funereal ode of Diyden was set to 
oy Hr. Blow. The text has here been corrected from the original publication with Dr. 
Blow s music. Line 9 has been re.stored , in all modem editions it it* punted, 

. “ And listening silently obey.” 

Line 13 has been always printed with the words “the godlilce man’* after “admired,” the same 
words occurring in the next line The words are struck out with a pen in the copy in the British 
Museum ; and as ‘ admired” is clearly wanted to rhyme with retired,” the addition was probably 
a printers mistake. 
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ON THE MONUMENT OF A FAIR MAIDEN LADY/' 

WHO DIED AT BATH AND IS THERE INTERRED. 

Below this marble monument is laid 
All that Heaven wants of this celestial maid. 

Preserve, O sacred tomb, thy trust consigned, 

The mould was made on purpose for the mind ; 

And she would lose, if at the latter day 5 

One atom could be mixed with other clay. 

Such were the features of her heavenly face ; I 

Pier limbs were formed with such harmonious grace : \ 

So faultless was tlie frame, as if the whole t 

Had been an emanation of the soul, io | 

Which her own inward symmetry revealed ; ! 

And like a picture shone, in glass annealed ; 

Or like the sun eclipsed, with shaded light ; 

Too piercing else to be sustained by sight. 

Each thought was visible that rolled within, 15 

As through a crystal case the figured hours are seen. 

And Heaven did this transparent veil provide, 

Because she had no guilty thoughts to hide. 

All white, a virgm-samt, she sought the skies, 

For marriage, though it sullies not, it dyes. 20 

High though her wit, yet humble was her mind ; 

As if she could not, or she would not find 
' Plow much hei worth lianscended all her kind. 

Yet she had learned so much of Heaven below, 

That, when arrived, she scarce had moie to know ; 25 

But only to refresh the former hint, 

And read her Maker in a fairer print. 

So pious, that she had no time to spare 

For human thoughts, but seemed confiined to prayer. 

Yet in such charities she passed the day, 3 ^ 

’Twas wondrous how she found an hour to pray. 

A soul so calm, it knew not ebbs or flows, 
i Which passion could but curl, not discompose. 

A female softness, with a manly mind ; 

A daughter duteous, and a sister kind ; 35 

In sic^ess patient, and in death resigned. 

I * This lady vras Mrs. (Miss) Mary Frainpton, who was buiied in the Abbey Church at Bath 
! Dryden’s lines are 011 her mouunienl, with the following uiscript’on “ Heie lies the body of Marjs 
1 third daughtei of Richard Framptou, of Moreton iii Dorsetshire, csrpiire ■ and of Jane his wife, sole 
(laughter of Sir Francis Cottingtou of FounUiill in whcj was bom January r, 1C76, and died, 

' after seven weeks’ illness, on the 6th of Septetnbei, t 6(_;8. This mfinumentwas erected by Cathanne 
Frampton, hei second sister and cxeculns, in tc^tmiony of her grief, afiection, and gratitude 
Some enors. have ciept into this poem in successive editions, which are here corrected: in line 6, 
7mik had become of; in line 18, iJmtghi; mime 28, iJiati as; and in line 29, seemed, 

All the errors are to be found in Scott’s edition. Mr. Holt White collated Dernck s text with the 
inscription at Bath. The poem is printed quite (Correctly in the “ Annual Register” for 1761. 
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ON THE DEATH OF AMYNTAS. 


ON THE DEATH OF AMYNTAS. 

A PASTORAL ELEGY.* 

Twas on a joyless and a gloomy morn, 

Wet was the grass, and hung with pearls the thorn, 

When Damon, who designed to pass the day 
Wilh hounds and horns, and chase the flying prey, 

Rose early from his bed ; but soon he found 5 

The welkin pitched with sullen clouds around, 

An eastern wind, and dew upon the ground. 

Thus while he stood, and sighing did survey 
The fields, and cursed the ill omens of the day. 

He saw Menalcas come with heavy pace ; 10 

Wet were his eyes, and cheeiless was his face : 

He wrung his hands, distracted with his care, 

And sent his voice before him from afar. 

“ Return,” he cried, return, unhappy swain. 

The spungy clouds are filled with gathering rain : 15 

** The promise of the day not only crossed, 

“ But even the spiing, the spring it self is lost. 

“ Amyntas” — oh ! he could not speak the rest, 

Nor needed, for presaging Damon guessed. 

Equal with Heaven young Damon loved the boy, 20 

The boast of Nature, both his parents’ joy. 

His graceful form revolving in his mind ; 

So great a genius, and a soul so kind, 

Gave sad assurance that his fears were true ; 

Too well the envy of the gods he knew : 25 

For when their gifts too lavishly are placed, 

Soon they repent, and will not make them last. 

For sure it was too bountiful a dole, 

The mother’s features, and the father’s soul. 

Then thus he cried, The mom bespoke the news, 30 
“ Th» morning did her cheerful light diffuse, 

** But see how suddenly she changed her face, 

“ And brought on clouds and mins, the day’s disgrace : 

“Just such, Amyntas, was thy promised race. 

“ What charms adorned thy youth, where nature smiled, 35 
“ And more than man was given us in a child ! 

“ His infancy was ripe : a soul sublime 
“ In years so tender that prevented time ; 

“ Heaven gave him all at once ; then snatched away, 

“ Ere mortals all his beauties could survey, 40 

“ Just like the flower that buds and witheis in a day.” , 

4 

* Nothing appears to be known of the history of this poem, to whom it refers, or when it was J 
^composed. It was published after Dry den's death m'che fifth volume of ** Miscellany Poems," in 1704. S 
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MENALCAS. 

The mother, lovely, though with grief oppiest, 

Reclined his dying head upon her breast. 

The mournful family stood all aioimd ; 

One groan was heard, one universal sound : 45 

All were m floods of team and endless sorrow drowned. 

So dire a sadness sate on eveiy look, 

Even Death repented he had given the stroke. 

He grieved his fatal woik had been ordained, 

But promised length of life to those who yet remained. 50 
The mother’s and her eldest daughter’s giace, 

It seems, had bribed him to prolong their space. 

The father bore it with undaunted soul, 

Like one who durst his destiny control ; 

Yet with becoming grief he boie his part, 55 

Re.signed his son, but not resigned his heart. 

Patient as Job ; and may he live to see, 

Like him, a new increasing family I 

DAMON. 

Such is my wish, and such my prophecy ; 

For yet, my friend, the beautious mould remains ; 60 

Long may she exercise her fruitful pains ! 

But, ah ! with better hap, and bring a race 
More lasting, and endued with equal grace I 
Equal she may, but farther none can go ; 

For he was all that was exact below. 65 

MENALCAS. 

Damon, behold yon breaking purple cloud ; 

Hearst thou not hymns and songs divinely loud? 

There mounts Amyntas ; the young cherubs play 
About their godlike mate, and sing him on his way. 

He cleaves the liquid air; behold, he flies, 70 

And every moment gains upon the skies. 

The new come guest admires the etherial state, 

The sapphire portal, and the golden gate ; 

And now admitted in the shining throng, 

He shows the passport which he brought along. 75 

His passport is his innocence and grace, 

Well known to all the natives of the place. 

Now sing, ye joyful angels, and admire 

Your brother’s voice that comes to mend your quire ; 

Sing you, while endless teais our eyes bestow ; So 

For like Amyntas none is left below. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A VERY YOUNG GENTLEMAN 


ON THE DEATH OF A VERY YOUNG GENTLEMAN/' 

He who could view the book of destiny, 

And read whatever there was writ of thee, 

0 charming youth, m tlxe first opening i^agc, 

So many graces in so green an age, 

Such wit, such modesty, such strength of mind, 5 

A soul at once so manly and so kind, 

Would wonder, when he turned the volume o’er, 

And after some few leaves should find no more, 

Nought but a blank remain, a dead void space, 

A step of life that promised such a race.t lo 

We must not, dare not think, that Heaven began 
A child, and could not finish him a man ; 

Reflecting what a mighty store was laid 
Of rich materials, and a model made : 

The cost already furnished; so bestowed, 15 

As more was never to one soul allowed : 

Yet after this profusion spent in vain. 

Nothing but mouldering ashes to remain, 

1 guess not, lest I split upon the shelf, 

Yet, durst I guess, Heaven kept it for himself, 20 

And giving us the use, did soon recall, 

Ere we could spare, the mighty principal. 

Thus then he disappeared, was rarified. 

For ’tis improper speech to say he died : 

He was exhaled his great Cieator drew 25 

His spirit, as the sun the morning dew. 

’Tis sin produces death ; and he had none, 

But the taint Adam left on every son. 

He added not, he was so pure, so good, 

’Twas but the original forfeit of Ins blood ; 30 

And 'that so little, tliat the rivei ran 
More clear than the corrupted fount began. 


^ The history of this poem, as of the piecedin^ one, is unknown It was fir^t pnbl shed 
the preceding, and with the epitaph on “ young hir. Rogers,” which follows, in the filtli vulunic (.f 
the “ Miscellany Poems,” in 1704, after Diydcn’s death. The resemblance of some i»av.age'. tJ> 
passages in ‘^Eleonora” might lead to the inference that it was wutten about the same time 
that poem 

; t Compare in ** Eleonora,” sqi-6 : 

I ** Hei follow saints with busy caic will look 

For Iioi blest name in Fate’s eternal book ; 

I And, plcaied to be nutduue, with iuy will see 

Numbet less virtues, eiulkss chruity : 

But inme will wonder at so short an age 
To find a blank beyond the thirtieth page.” 
t Compare in ‘‘ Eleonora,” 303-5 : * 

So was she soon exhaled, and vanished hcncc, 

A short sweet odour, of a vast expense 
She vanished, wc can scarcely say she died.” 
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Nothing remained of the fiist muddy clay; 

The length of course had washed it in the way : 

So deep, and yet so clear, we might behold 35 

The gravel bottom, and that bottom gold. 

As such we loved, admired, almost adored, 

Gave all the tribute mortals could afford. 

Perhaps we gave so much, the powers above 
Grew angry at our superstitious love ; 

For when we moie than human homage pay. 

The charming cause is justly snatched away. 

Thus was the crime not his, but ours alone ; 

And yet we murmur that he went so soon, 

Though miracles are short and rarely shown ^3 

Hear then, ye mournful parents, and divide 
That love in many which in one was tied. 

That individual blessing is no more, 

But multiplied in your remaining store. 

The flame’s dispersed, but does not all expire : 50 

The sparkles blaze, though not the globe of flic. 

Love him by parts in all your numerous lace. 

And from those parts form one collected grace ; 

Then, when you have refined to that degree, 

Imagine all in one and think that one is He. 55 


UPON YOUNG MR. ROGERS 

OF GLOUCESTERSHIRE.* 

Of gentle blood, his parents’ only treasure, 

Their lasting sorrow and their vanished pleasure, 

Adorned with features, virtues, wit, and grace, 

A large provision for so short a lace: 

More moderate gifts might have prolonged his date, 5 

Too early fitted for a better state : 

But, knowing Heaven his home, to shun delay 
He leaped o’er age and took the shortest way. 


} ^ This young: c;entleman was probably a member of the old family of Rogers, of Dow deswell, 

I near Chcltcnhain , the date of the composition of thn epitaph is not known It wa^i nr-.t piintcd 
in the fifth volume of the “ JNlihcellany Poems/' 1704. The epitaph is not montioneu in Alkjns s 
I 01 Rudder’s Histoiy of Gloucesteishire 
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ON MRS. MARGARET PAS TON. 


ON MRS. MARGARET PASTON, 


OF BAE.NINGHAM, IN NORFOLK.* 

So fair, so young, s© innocent, so sweet, 

So ripe a judgment, and so rare a wil, 

Require at least an age in one to meet. 

In her they met ; but long they could not slay, 

’Twas gold too fine to fixt without allay. 5 

Heaven’s image was in her so well exprest, 

Her very sight upbraided all the rest ; 

Too justly ravished from an age like this, 

Now she is gone, the world is of a piece. 


^ Tins epitaph on Miss Margaret Paston, a young lady of an ancient Noifolk fan'-iv, was fiist 
piintotl m Pope’s Miscellanies in 17x2 The date of composition is not known. The epitaph is not 
nieiitinned m Bloomfield’s woik on Noifolk 
t The word Jix has been turned into /u^ in modem editions, including Scott’s. 



SONGS. ODES. AND LYRICAL PIECES. 



GENERAL INTRODUCTION. 


D}ydei^s two great Odes, or Soiigs Jor St. Ceciha^s Day, af>/>jar in this divismi 
among smaller and inferior pieces, inter viburna cupreasi. It is the same in ScoW^s 
edition. In the Aldine edition, lately reproduced by Messrs. Bell and Daldy, a fm 
songs are added from Drydeds Plays,— a small selection from the Songs of the Plays. 
The lascivious nature of many of the Songs of the Plays, and the connexion of 
many others with the stories, probably reduced the Aldine edition to a selection. It 
has been thought better to restrict the Songs published in this edition to those not 
belonging to the Plays : the others may be read by any one who rushes in collected 
editions of Drydeds Plays. The Secular Masque^''^ and the Song composed hv 
Dr)fden for insertion in Beaumont and Fletche7’''s Pilgrim,^'* on the occasion of 
a performance oj the Pilgrim for Drydeils benefit a few weeks before his death, 
are inserted in this division. 

A note by Dryden in his copy of Spenscs', which is in the Library of Trinity 
College, Cambridge, shows that he had had an idea of a Song for St. Cecilui's IMy, 
founded on a stanza of the Fairy Queen, which after all was not used by him. JIc 
has written the Words, Groundwoihfor a Song on St. Cecilia's Day,'' before the 
I2^th stanza of the *]th canto of the fragmentary [seventh) B(?ok. 

JVas never so great joyance since the day 
That all the gods •whilom assembled here 
On Htcmns hill in their divine a^'^'ay, 

To celebrate the solemn bridal cheer 
^Twixi Pelens and Dame Thetis pointed there: 

Where Pheebns' self, that god of poets highi, 

They say, did smg tJie spousal hymn fidl clear 
Thai all the gods wene ravished with delight 
Of his celestial song and mustds luofidrotts might 

The dates of composition of several of the Songs cannot he fixed , and in such cases 
the order of publication has been followed. 



SONGS, ODES, AND LYRICAL PIECES. 


SONG. 

FAREWELL, FAIR ARMIDA."* 

Farewell, fair Armida, my joy and my grief ! 

In vain I have loved you, and liope no relief. 

Undone by your virtue, too strict and bcvere, 

Your eves gave me love, and you gave me despair. 

Now called by my honour, I seel: with content 5 

The fate which in pity you would not pievciit. 

To languish in love \vere to find by delay 
A death that’s more welcome the speediest way. 

On seas 'and in battles, in bullets and hie, 

The danger is less than in hopeless desire. 10 

My death’s wound you give me, though far off I bear 
My fall from your sight, not to cost you a tear ; 

But if the kind flood on a wave should convey. 

And under your wdndow my body should lay, 

The wound on my breast wIkii you ha[;peii to see, 15 

\ou’li .^ay with a sigh — it was given by mo. 


SONG, 

IN ANSWER TO THE TRECEDING. 

Blame not your Armida, nor call her your giief ; 

’Twas honour, not she, that denied you relief. 

Abuse not her viitue nor call it severe ; 

Who loves without honour must meet with despair. 

* This song v'as assigned to Dryden by Malone, on account of a parody of the second stanza in 
The Rehearsal ” (act 3, scene x) put into the mouth of Mr Bayes ; and Scott has inserted it in 
his edition The song is printed in a collection called “Covent Gaiden Drollei>y’ published in 
sfij2, and with it is printed another song in reply, which is likely to be Dryden’s as the above. 
Both poen*s are therefore here piinted Malone, and Srott following him, say that the song was 
composed on the death of Captain I>igby, a younger son of the Earl of Bristol, ^^ho was killed in 
the naval engagement with the Dutch, May 28, 1G72, and that tlie lady of vhomhe was enamoured 
was the be autiful Ducliess pf jR-Tchm , p ntlj Fr.inf.es Stuart, ivhoq? .jCharles II. had vainly endea- 
marriage with the Unite of Richnidiid Incensed ‘the^Tctfl^. ’‘“^The 
■^''Reheaisal ” was first' acC6d ih December t6yt ; hut the pdfody did not appear in*tH(^1!rst copy ol 
the play, and chronology is not violated by the story that the s<mgs weie composed after Digby’s 
death in battle. The “Covent Garden hroHeiy'" contains *icveral of Dryden’s Prologues and 
Epilogues, and a song from His play of “ Marriage la Mode,” produced in the winter of 1672. 
Ills naxne is never given, «and it is likelv that other pieces of this collccdon may be Dryden’s 
Mr Bolton Corncy called attention in “ Notes and Qiicries” (Fust Senes, ix. 93) to a remarkable 
Piologue to Shakespeare’s “Julius Cmsai,” contencliiig that it mu^t be Dryden’s; and a song 
addressed to “ T)eai Revecchia,” Reeve, is probibiy liis. ''i'hcse two songs were also printed 
in another Miscellany of 1672, “New Conn bongs and l-’ocms, by R. V,, Gent,” 
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THE TEARS OF AMYNTA, 


Now prompted by pity, I truly lament e 

mourn for your fall winch I could not prevent ; 

I languish to think that your blood should defray 
The expense of a fall, though so noble a way. 

In seas and in battles that you did expire 

Was ‘the effect of your valour, not hopeless desire'; lo 

Of the fame you acquired I greeddy hear, 

And grieve when I think that it cost you so dear. 

And when dismal fate did your body convey 
By my window your funeral rites for to pay, 

I sigh that your fate I could not leveise, 15 

And all my kind wishes I show on your hearse. 


THE TEARS OF AMYNTA FOR THE DEATH OF DAMON.^ 

SONG. 


On a bank, beside a willow, 

Heaven her covering, earth her pillow, 
Sad Amynta sighed alone ; 

From the cheerless dawn of morning 
Till the dews of night returning, 
Singing thus she made her moan : 
j “ Hope is banished, 

I Joys are vanished, 

Damon, my beloved, is gone ! 


Time, I dare thee to discover 
Such a youth, and such a lover ; 
Oh, so true, so kind was he ! 
Damon was the pride of nature, 
Charming in his every feature ; 
Damon lived alone for me ; 

I Melting kisses, 

^Murmuring blisses ; 

Who so lived and loved as we J 


5 


10 


IS 


3 

Never shall we curse the morning, 

Never; bless the night returning, 30 

Sweet embraces to restore ; 

Never shall wc both 1 ic dying, 

Natmc failingi, love snp])lying 
AU the joys ho drained hi fore. 

Death, come end, mo, 25 

To befriend me ; 

LoVe and Damon are no more/' 

* This song was printed in Dryden’s, volujne of “ RlifacoUany Poems,” published in 16S4. 
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SONG. •• 


Sylvia the f.iir, la the bloom of riftceii 

Felt an innocent warmih, she lay on ilie green. 

She had heaid of a pleasure, and something she gvest 
By the towzing and tumbling and touching her breast : 

She saw the men eager, but was at a loss, 5 

What they meant by their sighing and kissing so close ; 

By their praying and whining, 

And clasping and twining, 

And panting and wishing, 

And sighing and kissing, lo 

And sighing and kissing so close. 

All ! she cried, ah ! for a languishing maid 
In a country of Christians to die without aid ! 

Not a Whig, or a Tory, or Trimmer at least, , 

Or a Protestant parson or Catholic priest, i % 

To instruct a young virgin that is at a loss 

What they meant by their sighing and kissing so close ; 

By their praying and whining, &c. 

Cupid in shape of a swain did appear. 

He saw the sad wound, and in pitj^ diew near, 20 

Then showed hei his arrow, and bid her not fear, 

For the pain was no more than a maiden may bear ; 

When the balm was infused, she was not at a loss 
What they meant by their sighing and kissing so close ; 

By their praying and whining, &c. 25 


A SONG FOR ST. CECILIA^S DAY.t 

NOVEMBER 23 , 1687. 

I 

From harmony, from heavenly harmony 
This universal frame began ; 

When Nature underneath a heap 
Of jarring atoms lay, 

And could not heave her head, 5 

The tuneful voice wns heaid froin high, 

„ Arise, yie more rhau dead. 

^ This song war. pnnfod wuh the name of “A New Sonq;” In Bryden’s second volume of “hUs- 
cellany Poenib,’' published m 

I* This ode was composed for the fe^-rival of St. Cecilia’., th.y, November 20, 1687, very shortly 
after the publication of ‘‘The Himl and the Panther.” Iiwu'. set Lo music by Braghi^.iuTtalian com- 
poser, St Cecilia was, accoulinK to the legend, a Pouian vii ?,in of lank, who embraced Chribliamty 
m the reign of Antoninus, anti whose virtue and devositimss obtmned for her the honour of visits from 
an angel She is said to have invtnited the organ, and she wa,s canonized as the guardian saint of 
Music A musical society was formed in London for the celebration of St Cecilia’s day in the 
vear From that tithe a f<*stival vv.is annuallv held «u the send of November, in Stationi‘rs’ 

Hall,' aiui an ode, coinpo:.ed f a- tlic occasion, wrCt# jUu^. in iou4, Oldham had composed the ode. 
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Then cold and hot and moist and dry 
In order to their stations leap, 

And Music’s power obey. 

From harmony, from heavenly haimony 
This universal frame began : 

From harmony to harmony 

1 Through all the compass of the notes it ran, 

! The diapason closing full in Man. 


What passion cannot Music raise and quell? ' 

When Jubal* struck the chorded shell, 

His listening brethren stood around, 

And, wondering, on their faces fell 
To worship that celestial sound : 20 

Less than a god they thought there could not dwell 
Within the hollow of that shell, 

That spoke so sweetly, and so well. 

What passion cannot Music raise and quell ? 

3 1 



The trumpet’s loud clangor 25 

Excites us to arms 
With shrill notes of anger 
And mortal alarms. 

The double double double beat 
Of the thundciing drum 30 

Cries, hark ! the foes come ; 

Charge, charge, ’tis too late to reticat. 

4 

The soft complaining flute 
In dying notes discovers 
The woes of hopeless lovers, 3$ 

Whose dirge is whispered by the v/arbliug lute. 

5 

Sharp violins proclaim 
Their jealous pangs and desperation, 

Fury, frantic indignation, 

Depth of pains and height of passion, 40 

For the fair, disdainful dame. 

6 

But oh ! what art can teach, 

What human voice can reach 
The sacied organ’s praise? 

Notes inspiring holy love, 45 

Notes that wing their heavenly ways 
To mend the choirs above. 

* Jubal, **the father of all such as handle the harp and organ.” (Genesis iv. 21 ) 
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7 

Orpheus could lead the savage race, 

And trees unrooted* left their place, 

Sequacious of the lyre ; 50 

But bright Cecilia raised the wonder higher : 

When to her organ vocal breath was given, 

An angel heard, and straight appeared 
Mistaking earth for heaven* 


GRAND CHORUS. 

As from the power of sacred lays 55 

The spheres began to move, 

And sung the great Creator’s praise 
To all, the blessed above ; 

So when the last and dreadful hour 

This crumbling pageant shall devour, 60 

The trumpet shall be heard on high, 

The dead shall live, the living die, 

And Music shall untune the sky. 


THE BEAUTIFUL LADY OF THE MAY.f 


1 

A QUIRE of bright beauties in spiing did appear, 

To choose a May-lady to govern the year ; 

All the i][ymphs were in white, and the shepherds in green, 
The garland was given, and Phillis was queen 5 
But Phillis refused it, and sighing did say, 5 

I’ll not w^eai a garland while Pan is aw'ay. 

2 

While Pan and fair Syrinx are fled from our shore, 

The Graces are banished, and Love is no moie : 

The soft god of pleasure that wanned our desires 

Has broken his bow, and extinguished his fires, 10 

And vows that himself and liis mother will mourn, 

Till Pan and fair Syrinx in triumph return. 


3 


Forbear your addresses, and court us no more, 

For we will peifoiin what the Deity swoic : 

But, if you dare think of dcseiving our chaims, 75 

Away with your sheephooks, and take to your aims ; 

Then laurels and myrtles youi brows shall adorn. 

When Pan and his son and fair Syrinx letiiin. 


* Unrooted is Dryden’s word in this line, imnccessanly changed into nj>iooted by all editors 

volume of the “Miscellany ^ 

C704, having thexe the title of “ 1 he Lady s Song It is printed in 1 

/iliiers, Duke of Buckingham’s Works, with the title here civcn, and it is Aere said to have been 
written by Dryden in 1691. The song refers to the exile of James II ana nis Queen. 


B B 2 
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TO A FAIR YOUNG LADY 



A SONG TO A FAIR YOUNG LADY 

GOING OUT OF TOWN IN THE SPRING * 


Ask not tlie cause, why sullen Spring 
So long delays her flowers to hear ; 

Why warbling birds forget to sing, 

And winter storms invert the year ; t 
Clilorist is gone, and Fate provides 5 

To make it spring, where she resides. 


Chloris is gone, the 'cruel fair ; 

She cast not ba«^i: a pitying eye ; 

But left her lover in despair, 

To sigh, to languisli, and to die. lo 

Ah, how can those fair eyes endure, 

To give the wounds they vill not cure ' 


3 

'Great god of love, why hast thou made 
A face that can all hearts command, 

That all leligions can invade, 15 

And change the laws of every land ? 

Where thou hadst placed such power before. 
Thou shouldst have made her mercy more. 


When Chloris to the temple comes, 

Adoring crowds befoic her fall ; 20 

She can restore the dead from tombs. 

And every life but mine recall. 

I only am by love designed 
To be the victim for mankind. 


^ This bong was pnntGti in Diyden’s third volume of “ Miscellany l'*ooms,” puhlishcd in 169-^, 
% “ Invert the year Y a phrase from Horace, applied to winter,— 

Simul inversura contristat Aquanub annum.” 

I Saf, t. -jd. 

See note on line 438 of “ The Hind and the Panther,” part 3. 
t Chloris, a Greek name of Flora. Chlont* emm quo; Flora vocoi.”— Ovm, Fast. v. 195. 
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ALEXANDER'S FEAST; 

OR, THE POWER OF MUSIC/ 

A SONG IN HONOUR OF ST. CECILIA’S DAY : 1 697. 

1 

’Twas at the royal feast for Persia won 
By Philip’s warlike son : 

Aloft in awful state 
The godlike hero sate 

On his imperial throne ; 5 

His valiant peers were placed around ; 

Their brows with roses and with myrtles bound : 

(So should desert in arms be crowned.) 

The lovely Thais, + by his side, 

Sate like a blooming Eastern bride, 10 

In flower of youth and beauty’s pride. 

Happy, happy, happy pair I 
None but the brave, 

None but the brave, 

None but the' brave deserves the fair. ’ 15 

CHORUS. 

Happy, happy, happy pairl 
None but the brave, 

None but the brave. 

None but the brave deserves the fair. 

2 

TimpthfittS, 4 ; placed., ou high 20 

,tuneful^<}uire, 

NVith flying fingers touched the lyre : 

*Th*e trembling notes ascend ’the sky, 

And heavenly joys insjiire. * j 

■’ Very soon after the publication qf the Translation of Virgil, Dryden was requested to furnish an | 
Ode for the festival of St. Cecilia of 1697, He complied with the request, and this great Ode wp the 
result. He is said to have been paid forty pounds for it. A story has been told, on the authopty 
of Lord Bolingbroke, that Dryden sat up the whole of one night, and finished this Ode at a sittm& 
(Essay on the Genius and Wntings of Pope, vol. ii. p 20, cited by Malone in his * Life of Dryden, 
page 285.) Ur. Biich, a very accurate man, has published, on the authority of a gentleman whom 
he name.s, and who had seen the letter, that Uiyden wrote to a friend that he was almost a fortnight 
in composing and correcting it. The latter story is the more probable, and yet there may nave ; 
been some foundation for Bolingbroke’s. In a letter to his sons at Rome, wntten from Sir William ' 
Bowyer’s at Denham Court, Bucks, September 3, 1697, he says that he was then wptmg a song for 
St. Cecilia's Feast, and adds, “ This is troublesome, and no way beneficial. But it does not follow . 

that Dryden did not afterwards receive a handsome present. 

t Dryden had made the mistake of writing Lais instead of Thais, but he wrote to Tonson to 
correct the error : Remember in the copy of verses for St. Cecilia to alter the name of I^is, which 
is given there, for Thais. Those two ladies were contemporaiies, which caused that small nustalce 

^I^Amusicimf of Bccotia, a favourite of Alex-inder the Gicat ; not the great musician, Timotheus, 
who died before Alexander was bom j unless Dryden has confused the two. 
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ALEXANDEIVS EE AST. 


The song began from Jove, 25 

Who left his blissful seats above, 

(Such is the power of mighty love.) 

A (iragon^s fiery form belied the god : 

Sublime on radiant spires* he rode, 

When he to fair Olympia pressed : 30 

And while he sought hei snowy breast, 

Then round her slender waist he curled, 

And stamped an image of himself, a soveieign of the world. 
The listening crowd admire the lofty sound, 

A present deity, they shout around ; 35 

A present deity, the vaulted roofs rebound : 

, With ravished ears 
The monarch hears, 

Assumes the god. 

Affects to nod, 40 

And seems to shake the spheres. T 


With ravished ears 
The monarch hears, 
Assumes the god, 

Affects to nod, 

And seems to shake the spheres. 


The praise of Bacchus then tlie sweet musician sung, 
Of Bacchus ever fair, and ever young. 

The jolly god in triumph comes ; 

Sound the trumpets, beat the dnims ; 

Flushed with a purple grace 
He shows his honest face : 

Now give the hautboys breath; he comes, he comes. 
JBacchus, ever fair and young. 

Drinking joys did first ordain ; 

Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure. 

Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure ; 

Rich the treasure. 

Sweet the pleasure, 

Sweet is pleasure after pain. 


Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure, 
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure ; 
Rich the treasure. 

Sweet the pleasure, 

Sweet is plea sure af ter pain. 


* Scott has substituted spheres for spir,cs, the change is perhaps a mispiint. 
+ “ Annuit et totuni nutu tremefecit Olympura,.”— Virg. x. xis. 
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slam. 

70 


75 


So 


^5 


CHORUS. 

Revolving in his altered houl 
The various tmns of chance below ; 90 

And, now and then, a sigh he stole, 

And teais began to flow. 

5 

The mighty master smiled to see 
That love was in the next degree ; 

’Twas but a kindred-sound to move. 

For pity melts the mind to love. 

{■Softly sweet, in Lydian measures, 

"Soon he soothed his soul to pleasures. 

War, he sung, is toil and trouble ; 

Honour but an empty bubble ; 

Never ending, still beginning, 

Fighting still, and still destioying : 

If the woild be worth thy winning, 

Think, O think it worth enjoying ; 

Lovely Thais sits beside thee, 

Take the good the gods provide llieo. 

The many rend the skies with loud applauiiC ; 

So Love was crowned, but Music won the cause 
The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 

Gazed on the fair 
Who caused his care, 


95 


no 


4 

Soothed with the sound the king grew vain ; 

Fought all his battles o’er again ; 

And thrice he routed all his foes, and thrice he slew the 
The master saw the madness rise, 

His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes ; 

And while he heaven and earth defied, 

Changed his hand, and checked his pride. 

He chose a moiirnfiil Muse, 

Soft pity to infuse ; 

He sung Darius great and ggod, 

By too severe a fate, 

Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen, 

Fallen from his high estate. 

And weltering in his blood ; 

Deserted at his utmost need 
By those his former bounty fed ; 

On the bare earth exposed he lies, 

With not a friend to close his eyes. 

With downcast looks the joyless victor sate. 

Revolving in his altered soul 
The various turns of chance below ; 

And, now and then, a sigh he stole, 

And tears began to flow. 
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And sighed and looked, sighed and looked, 

Sighed and looked, and sighed again ; 

At length, with love and wine at once oppressed, 



The vanquished victor sunk upon her breast. 

II 5 


CHORUS. 

The prince, unable to conceal his pain. 

Gazed on the fair ■ 

Who caused his care. 

And sighed and looked, sighed and looked, 



Sighed and looked, and sighed again ; 

At length, with love and wine at once oppressed, 

The vanquished victor sunk upon her breast. 

6 

Now strike the golden lyi‘e. again ; 

A louder yet, and yet a louder strain. 

120 


Break his bands of sleep asunder, 

And rouse him, like a rattling peal of thunder. 
Hark, hark, the honid sound 

Has raised up his head ; 

As awaked from the dead, 

125 


And amazed, he stares around. 

Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cues, 

See the Furies arise ; 

See the snakes that they rear, 

How they hiss in their hair, 

And the spaikles that flash from their eyes ! 
Behold a ghastly band, 

Each a torch in his hand 1 

Those are Grecian ghosts, that in battle were slain. 

And unbuned remain 

130 


13s 

i 

i 


Inglorious on the plain : 

Give the vengeance due 

To the valiant crew. 

Behold how they toss their torches on high, 

How they point to the Persian abodes, 

140 


And glittering temples of their hostile gods. 

The princes applaud with a furious joy ; 

And the king seized a flambeau with zeal to destroy ; 
Thais led the way, 

To light him to his prey, 

And, like another Helen, fired another Troy. 

CHORUS. 

And the king seized a flambeau with zeal to destroy ; 
Thais led the way, 

To light him to his prey. 

And, like another Helen, fired another Troy. 

145 


150 
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Thus long ago, 

Ere heaving bellows learned to blow, 

While organs yet weie mute, 

Timotheus, to his breathing flute 
And sounding lyre, 

Could swell the soul to lage, or kindle soft dcsiie. 

At last divine Cecilia came, 

Invcntiess of the vocal frame ; 

The sweet enthusiast, from hei sacied store. 

Enlarged the formei narrow bounds, 

And added length to solemn sounds, 

With Nature’s mother- wit, and arts unknown before. 
Let old TinVbtheus yield the prize, 

Or both divide the crown : 

’He raised a mortal to the skies ; 

She drew an angel down. 

GRAND CHORUS. 

At last divine Cecilia came, 

Invcntiess of the vocal frame ; 

The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store, 
Enlarged the former narrow bounds, 

And added length to solemn sounds, 

With Nature’s mother- wit, and arts unknown before. 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize. 

Or botli divide the crown : 

He raised a mortal to the skies ; 

She drew an angel down. 

A SONG.’^ 

I 

Go tell Amynta, gentle swain, 

I would not die, nor dare complain : 

Thy tuneful voice with numbers join, 

Thy words will more prevail than mine. 

To souls oppressed, and dumb with grief, 
The gods ordain this kind relief ; 

That music should m sounds convey 
What dying lovers dare not say. 


155 

160 

165 

170 

17s 

180 


A sigh or tear, peihaps, she’ll give, 

r>ut lo\c on pity cannot live. 10 

Toll her that hearts for hearts were made, 

And love with love is only paid. 

Tell her my pains so fast increase, 

That soon they will be past redress ; 

But ah ! the wretch, that speechless lies, 1 $ 

Attends but death to close his eyes. 

This song appears in the folio edition of Dryden’s Poems published by Tonson in 1701. 
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ROUNDELA.Y* 

1 

Chloe found Amyntas lying, 

All in teais, upon tlie plain, 

Sighing to himself, and crying, 

“ Wretched I, to love in vam ! 

“ Kiss me, dear, before my dying ; 5 

** Kiss me once, and ease my pain.” 

2 

Sighing to himself, and crying, 

Wretched I, to love in vain ! 

** Ever scorning, and denying 
‘‘To reward your faithful swain : lO 

“ Kiss me, dear, before my dying ; 

“ Kiss me once, and ease my pain I 

3 

“ Ever scorning, and denying 
“ To reward your faithful swain.” 

Chloe, laughing at his crying, 15 

Told him, that he loved in vain. 

“ Kiss me, dear, before my dying; 

“ Kiss me once, and ease my pain ’ ” 

I 4 

Chloe, laughing at his crying, 

Told him that he loved in vain ; 20 

But repenting, and complying, 

When he hissed, she kissed again : 

Kissed him up before his dying ; 
j Kissed him up, and eased his pain. 


THE FAIR STRANGER.f 

A SONG. 

1 

Happy and free, securely blest, 

No beauty could disturb my rest ; 

. My amorous heart was in despair. 

To find a new victorious fair : 

* Printed in Dryden's third volume of “ Mibcellany Poera";,” 1693. 

f This sonj? first appeared in “ A New Miscellany of Original Poems” by various authors, pub- 
lished in 1701 ; hut it is not printed in Tomon’s folio edition of that year Derrick said that the 
fair stranger” was Charles II ’s famous mistress, Louise de Querouailles, Duchess of Portsmouth, 
who came over from France with the Duchess of Orleans in 1G71 : but there is no authority for 
this statement, and Dryden's friend Mulgrave spoke disrespectfully of the Duchess in his '‘Essay 
on Satire,” and Dryden himself did so in “Absalom and Achitophel,” where she is called Bath- 
I sheha. It is more likely that the fair stranger was James 11 . *s queen, Mary of Modena ; or if it 
I must he a high persons^e, it may have been the Duchess of Mazann. But there is no proof that 
the song was composed in honour of any great lad*y. 
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2 

Till you, descending on oiir plains, 

With foieign force renew my chains ; 

Where now you rule wiLhout control. 

The mighty sovereign of my soul. 

5 

3 

Your smiles have more of conquering chams 
Than all your native countiy’s arms : 

Their troops wc can expel with ease, 

Who vanquish only when we please. 

1 

10 

! 4 

But in your eyes, oh, there’s the spell ! 

Who can see them, and not rebel ? 

You make us captives by your stay, 

Yet kill us if you go away. 


A SONG.^ 


I 

Fair, sweet and young, receive a prize 

Reserved for your victorious eyes t 

From crowds, whom at your feet you see, 

0 pity, and distinguish me I 

As I from thousand beauties more 

Distinguish you, and only you adore. 

5 

2 

Your face for conquest was designed, 

Your'^every motion chaims my mind ; 

Angels, when you your silence break, 

Forget their hymns to hear you speak ; 

But when at once they hear and view, 

Are loth to mount, and long to stay with you. 

iO 

3 

No graces can your form improve. 

But all are lost, unless you love ; 

While that sweet passion you disdain, 

Your veil and beauty are in vain : 

In pity then prevent my fate, 

For after dymg all reprieve’s too late. 

i 

IS [ 

\ 

Printed in the fifth volume of Miscellany Poems,” published after Dryden’ 

s death, 1704. j 
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A SONG* 

High state and honours to others impart, 

But give me your heart ; 

That treasure, that treasure alone, 

I beg for my own. 

So gentle a love, so fervent a fire, 5 

My soul does inspire ; 

That treasure, that treasure alone, 

I beg for my own. 

Your love let me crave ; 

Give me in possessing 10 

So matchless a blessmg ; 

That empire is all I would have. 

Love’s my petition, 

All my ambition ; 

If e’er you discover 15 

So faithful a lover, 

So real a flame, 

I’ll die, I’ll die, 

So give up my game. 


THE SECULAR MASQUE.f 

Enter Janus. 

JANUS. 

Chronos, Chronos, mend thy pace : 

An hundred times the rolling sun 

Around the radiant belt has run 
In his revolving race. 

Behold, behold, the goal in sight ; 5 

Spread thy fans, and wing thy flight. 

* Printed in the fifth volume of “ Miscellany Poems," published after Dryden's death, 1704 In 
the edition of the “Miscellany Poems” of 1716 (vol. 11 ) it is printed with the title, “An Ayrc on 
a Ground,” with some alterations in the text, and a different arrangement of the lines. 

t A representation was arranged at the Theatie Royal for Dryden’s benefit on March 25, itoo, 
only a few weeks before his death. He died on May i. Beaumont and Fletcher’s play of “The 
Pilgrim” was acted, altered for the occasion by Sir John Vanbiugh, and Dryden wrote this 
“ Secular Masque,” which was set to music, for the same occasion, and also contributed for The 
Pilgrim,” a Prologue and Epilogue and a Dialogue to be sung m the play The Dialogue here 
follows the “ Secular Masque : ” the Prologue and Epilogue are printed at the end of the next 
division; all these pieces were published m June, after Dryden’s death, with this title: “The 
Pilgrim, a Comedy, as it is acted at the Theatre Royal in Drury Lane, written originally by Mr. 
Fletcher, and now very much altered, with several additions ; likewise, a Prologue, Epilogue, 
Dialogue, and Masque, written by the late great poet, Mr. Dwden, just before his death, being 
the last of his works. Printed for Benjamin Tooke, near the Middle Temple Gate in Fleet Street, 
1700." “ The moral of this emblematical representation,” says Scott, “is sufficiently intelligible. 
By the introduction of the deities of the chase, of war, and of love, as governing the various 
changes of the seventeenth century, the poet alludes to the sylvan sports of James I., the 
bloody wars of his son, and the licentious gallantry which reigned in the courts of Charles II. and 
James his successor.” 
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Enter Chronos, with a scythe m h:s hand and a globe on his back^ 
which he sets down at his e?iiranse. 

CHRONOS. 

Weary, weary of my weight. 

Let me, let me chop my fi eight, 

And leave the world behind. 

I could not bear, 

Another year, 

The load of humankind. 

Eiiter Mom us, langhmg. 

MOMUS. 

Ila ! ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! well hast thou done 

To lay down Ihy pack, 


And lighten thy back. 

IS 

The world was a fool, e’er since it begun ; 

And since neither Janus, nor Chronos, nor I 

Can hinder the crimes 

j 

Or mend the bad times, 


’Tis better to laugh than to cry. 

20 : 

Chorus of all three. 

i 

’Tis better to laugh than to cry. 

JANUS. 

Since Momus comes to laugh below. 

Old Time, begin the show, 

That he may see, in every scene, 

What changes in this age have been. 

CHRONOS. 

Then, goddess of the silver bow, begin 

! 

1 

i 

25 

\lIornSy or huniing vmsic within. 

Enter Diana 

DIANA. 

With horns and with hounds I waken the day, 

And hie to my woodland- walks away : \ 

I tuck up my robe, and am bubkined soon, • 

And tie to my forehead a wexing moon.'^ 

I course the fleet stag, unkennel the fox, 

And chase the wild goat'-i o’er sum mils of ruck-., 

With shouting and hooting wo p.crce through ihe bky, 
And Echo turns huntei, and doubles the ciy. 

Cho} ’fs oj uH, 

30 

i 

t 

1 

i 

With shouting and hooting v/e pieioe thiough the sky, 
And Echo turns liuntei, and doubles the cry. 

33 ; 

1 

] 

Wex, Dryden's in his very last ph '■-* S "j note ** Annus Mirabilis," stanra 4. j 
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JANUS. 

Then our age was in its prime ; ^ 

CHRONOS. 

Free from rage : 


DIANA. 

And free from crime. ’ 

MOMUS. 

A very merry, dancing, drinking, 

Laughing, quaffing, and unthinking time. 40 

Chorits of dll. 

Then our age was in its prime, 

Free from rage, and free from crime, 

A very meny, dancing, drinking, 

Laughing, quaffing, and unthinking time. 

[Dance of Liana’s atiendar.is. 

Enter Mars. 

MARS. 

Inspire the vocal brass, inspire ; 45 

The world is past its infant age : 

Arms and honour, 

Arms and honour. 

Set the martial mind on fire. 

And kindle manly rage. 50 

Mars has looked the sky to red ; 

And Peace, the lazy good, ^ is fled. 

Plenty, peace, and pleasure fly ; 

The sprightly green 

In woodland-walics no more is seen ; 55 

The sprightly green has drunk llie Tynan dye. 

Chortis of all. 

Plenty, peace, and pleasure fly ; 

The sprightly green 
In woodland-walks no more is seen ; 

The sprightly green has drunk the Tyrian dye. 60 

MARS. 

Sound the trumpet, heal the drum ; 

Through all the world around, 

Sound a reveille, sound, sound, 

The warrior god is come. 


* Scott has changed good into God; an unnecessary change, to say the least 




The warrior god is come. 

MOMUS. 

Thy sword withm the scabbaid keep, 

And let mankind agree ; yo 

Better the world were fast asleep, 

Than kept awake by thee. 

The fools are only thinner, 

With all our cost and care ; 

Bui neither side a winner, 75 

For things are as they were. 

Chonts of all. 

The fools are only thinner, 

With all our cost and care ; 

But neither side a winner, 

For things are as they were. 80 

Enter Venus. 

VENUS. 

Calms appear when storms are past ; 

Love will have his hour at last : 

Nature is my kindly care ; 

Mars destroys, and I repair ; 

Take me, take me, while you may, 85 

Venus comes not eveiy day. 

Chorus of all. 

Take her, take her, while you may, 

Venus comes not eveiy day. 

CHRONOS. 

The world was then so light, 

I scarcely felt the weight ; 90 

Joy ruled tlie day, and Love the night. 

But, since the Queen of Pleasuie left the ground, 

I faint, I lag, 

And feebly drag 

The ponderous orb around. 95 

MOMUS. 

All, all of a piece throughout : 

Thy chase had a beast in view ; IPmnthig to Duwa, 
Thy wars brought nothing aliout ; [ 7 o Mars. 

Thy lovers were all untrue, [To Venus. 


3^4 


sojv^a 


JANUS. 

’Tis well an old age is out. loo 

CHRONOS. 

And time to begin a new. 

Chorus of all. 

All, all of a piece tliroughout : 

Thy chase had a beast in view ; 

Thy wars brought nothing about ; 

Thy lovers were all untrue. 105 

’Tis well an old age is out. 

And time to begin a new. 

\fiance of huntsmen^ nymphs ^ warriors, andloveis. 


SONG 

O'F A SCHOLAR AND HIS MISTRESS, WHO, BEING CROSSED BY THEIR 
FRIENDS, FELL MAD FOR ONE ANOTHER, AND NOW FIRST MEET 
IN BEDLAM.* 

' Music within. The Lovers entej' at opposite doors, each held by 
a Keeper. 

PHILLIS. 

Look, look, I see — I see my love appear t 
’Tis he — ^’tis he alone ; 

For like him theie is none : 

’Tis the dear, dear man, ’tis thee, dear ! 

AMYNTAS. 

Hark i the winds war ; 5 

-rThe foaming waves roar ; 

I see a ship afar, 

Tossing and tossing, and making to the shore : 

But what’s that I view, 

So radiant of hue, 10 

St. Hermo, St. Hermo, that sits upon the sails ?t 
Ah I No, no, no, 

St. Hermo never, never shone so blight ; 

’Tis Phillis, only Phillis can shoot so fair a light ; 

’Tis Phillis, ’tis Phillis that sa.'os ship alone, 15 

For all the winds arc Inched, ami ihc *lo:ni is ovei blown. 


^ This song was iutended for the madhouse scene m “ The Pilgiim ” (act 3, scene 7). A 
scholar is there, who, after bojng examined by two gentlemen, is pronounced sane, and is on the 
point of being discharged. The story of his lady-love xs Dryden’s invention , there is no Phdhs 
in Beaumont and Fletcher’s xday. 

i The lights of St. Hermu, 01 St. Elmo, lucteoric appeal anccs In the ?.lediterrauean 
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PHILLIS. 

Let me go, let me run, let me fly to his arms. 

AMYISTAS. 

If all the fates combine, 

And all the furies join, 

rU force my way to Phillis, and bieak through the charms. 20 
\ilerc they break from their keepers, npt 
to each other and embrace. 

PHILLIS. 

Shall I marry the man I love ? 

And shall I conclude my pains ? 

Now blessed be the powers above, 

I feel the blood bound in my veins ; 

With a lively leap it began to move, -5 

And the vapours leave my brains. 

AHYZrrAS. 

Body joined to body, and heart joined to heart ; 

To make sure of the cure, 

Go call the man in black, to mumble o’er his pait. 

PHILLIS. 

But suppose he should stay 30 

AMYNTAS. 

At worst, if he delay, 

’Tis a work must be done ; 

We’ll bonow but a day, 

And the better the sooner begun. 

Chorus of both. 

At worst, if he delay, 35 

’Tis a work must be done ; 

We’ll borrow but a day, 

And the better the sooner begun. 

f They run out together hand in hand. 
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GENERAL INTRODUCTION. 


Dryam^s Prologues and Epilogues, wrtUen either for Ins own or for others^ plays, 
are here given in chronological 07 ‘der: afid the collectio 7 i is complete, according to our 
knowledge of DrydeiHs authorship of suck pieces. It is possible that some of hu early 
Prologues and Epilogues, written hefote he had attained to much fame, may have been 
unclaimed by him m later years ; and it is therefore possible that some pieces in the 
collection called “ Covent Garden Drollery,^'* published in i6*j2, may be his, in 
addition to several there published, his authorship of which is known. It is dijficult 
io see why Dryden should have omitted to claim, if his, the admirable Prologue to 

Julius Ccesar,^"^ printed in the note atp. 299 , from Couent Garden Drollery^'* and 
confidently ascidbed io Dryden by so competent a critic as Mr. Bolton Corney ; hut 
less striking pieces he might not have cared to rescue from oblivion. The following 
series does much to illustrate the course of the English stage fivm immediately after 
the Restoratmi to within a few weeks of Dryden^ s death, and the history of his own 
forty yeai's^ literary life and connexion with the drama. The fipt Prologue was 
written in' the very beginning of 1663 for his own first play, ** The Wild Gallant,^' 
and the last m March 1700 , within six weeks of his death, for a performance 
aiTanged by his friends for his benefit. In respect of Drydeds connexion with 
dramatic literature, it may be here mentioned that a comedy called “ The Mistaken 
Husband*' was published in 1675 , as acted at the Theatre Royal, and that the pub^ 
Usher {R. Bentley) said in the Preface that it had been left by the author with Dryden, 
who, after twelve years, the author not returning io claim it, gave it to the players, 
having added a scene to it. Pepys mentions in his Diary a translation from the 
French by Dryden, produced at the Kinfs Theatre in Spf ember 1668 , called “ The 
Ladies a la Mode;" of which no mention is to he found anyzahere else ; it was entirely 
unsuccessful : so mea?i a thing," says Pepys, as, when they came to say it would be 
acted again to-morrow, both he that said it, Beeson, and the pit fell a laughing, there 
being this day not a quarter of the pit full." {Pepys* Diary, Sept. 15 , 1668 .) 

The Prologues and Epilogues composed by Dryden for others^, came.^ m aid of. his 
Eive^ guifieas wa,s the customary fee which contented him, till, in 1682 , 
he asked Boutherne den guineas for a Prologue to ^^ jfhe Loyal Bi'other, ” telling him 
that the players had hitherto had his goods too cheap, and from that time ten gidneas 
was his price. 

Th7*ee Prologues, made^for^ political occasions, have been separated from this collect 
tion, and printed tn the first division^ 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO “THE 
WILD GALLANT.’’^- 

1663. 

PROLOGUE. 

Is it not strange to hear a poet say, 

He comes to ask you how you like the play? 

You have not seen it yet ; alas ' ’tis tnte ; 

But now your love and hatred judge, not you. 

And ciuel factions, bribed by interest, come, 5 

Not to weigh merit, but to give their doom. 

Our poet, therefore, jealous of the event. 

And (though much boldness takes) not confident. 

Has sent me whither you, fair ladies, too 

Sometimes upon as small occasions go, 10 

And from this scheme, drawn for the hour and day, 

Bid me inquire the fortune of his play. 

The curtain drawn discovers hvo Astrologers; the Prologue is presented to their, 

1 Astroi, reads, A figure of the heavenly bodies in their several apaitmcnts, 
Feb. 5th, half an hour after tluee afternoon, f from whence you are to judge the 
success of a new play, called The Wild Gallant, 

2 Astroi, Who must judge of it, we or these gentlemen? We’ll not meddle 
I with it ; so tell your poet. Here arc, in this house, the ablc&t mathematicians in 
. Europe for his purpose. 

! They will resolve the question^ ere they part. 

I i Ast Yet let us judge it by the rules of art : 

First Jupiter, the ascendant’s lord disgraced, ^ 15 

In the twelfth house and near giim Saturn placed, 

Denote short life unto the play. 

2 AsL Jove yet, 

In his apartment Sagittary, set 

Under his own roof, cannot take much wrong. 

I Ast, Why then the life’s not very short, nor long 5 20 

^ “The Wild Gallant,” Dryden’s first play, a comedy, was nroduced at the King’s House or 
Theatre Royal, February 5 , 1663- It was not well received Pepys mentions that he saw it acted 
on February 23, and ill-acted. 'He adds : “ The play so poor a thing as T never saw in my life 
almost, and so little answering the name that, from the heermning to the end, I could not, nor can 
at this time, tell certainly which was the Wild Gallant The King did not seem pleased at all, the 
whole play, nor anybody else ” But the pUy was favoured by Lady Castlemainc, and, probably 
tbiough her interest, acted at Court Dryden addressed a poem to J^ady Castlemaine in 
, acknowledgment of her kindness to his first pkj'. See p 303 “The Wild Gallant ” was repioducctl 
' in 1G67, when Dryden wrote a new Prologue and ne>Y Epilogue, which arc printed later, p 396 
I This play was not published till 1669, 

•t The theatres opened at three in the afternoon. 
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2 Ast The luck not very good, nor very ill ; 

Prolo. That is to say, ’tis as ’tis taken still. 

1 Ast, But, brother, Ptolemy the learned says, 

’Tis the fifth house from whence we judge of plays. 

Venus, the lady of that house, I find 25 

Is Peregrine ; your play is ill designed ; 

It should have been but one coiitmued song, 

Or at the least a dance of three hours long.* 

2 Ast. But yet the greatest mischief does remain, 

The twelfth apartment bears the lord of Spain j 30 
Whence I conclude, it is your author’s lot, 

To be endangered by a Spanish plot.t 
Prolo, Our poet yet protection hopes from you ; 

But bribes you not with any thing that’s new. 

Nature is old, which poets imitate ; 35 

And for wit, those that boast their own estate 
Forget Fletcher and Ben befoie them went. 

Their elder brothers, and that vastly spent j 
So much, ’twill hardly be repaired again, 

Not though supplied with all the wealth of Spain. 40 
This play is English, and the growth your own ; 

As such it yields to English plays alone. 

He could have wished it better for your sakes, 

But that in plays he finds you love mistakes : $ 

Besides, he thought it was in vain to mend 45 

What you are bound in honour to defend ; 

That English wit, howe’ei despised by some, 

Like English valour, still may overcome. 

EriLOGUE. 

The Wild Gallant has quite played out his game ; 

He’s married now, and that wdll make him tame. 

Or if you think marriage will not reclaim him, 

The critics swear they’il damn him, but they’ll tame him. 

Yet, though our poet’s threatened most by these, 5 

They -are the only people he can please : 

For he, to humour them, has shown to-day 
That which they only like, a wretched play. 

But though his play be ill, here have been shown 

The greatest wits and beauties of the town ; 10 

And his occasion having brought yon here, 

You are too grateful to become severe. 

There is not any person here .so mean, 

But he may freely judge each act and scene. 

But if you bid him choose his judges, then 15 

He boldly names true English gentlemen ; 

* Malone mentions that this is probably a reference to Sir W. Davenant’s opera of “ The Siege 
of Rhodes/^ which was brought out m 1662 at the rival theatre, the Duke of York'b, and had great 
success. 

t The i^ot of ^^The Wild Gallant” was taken from the Spanish. 

t Malone suggests that tins is a reference to the niistakcs of Teague, an Iri«:h footra^ui, a 
character in Sir Robeit Howard’s comedy, The Committee,” which was veiy popular. 
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For ho ne’er thought a handsome garb or dress 
So great a crime to make their judgment less ; 

And with these gallants he these ladies joins, 

To judge that language their converse lefmes. 20 

But if tlie]!* censures should condemn his play, 

Far ironi disputing, he does only pray 
He may Lcandcr’^ destiny oldain : 

Now spate him, drown him when he comes again. 


PROLOGUE TO “THE RIVAL LADIES.”t 

1664. 

’Tis much desired, you judges of the town 
W ould pass a vote to put all prologues down ; 

For who can show me, since they first were writ. 

They e’er converted one hard-hearted v.ut? 

Yet the world’s mended well ; in former days S 

Good prologues were as scarce as now good plays. 

For the reforming poets of our age 
In this first charge spend tlicir poetic rage. 

Expect no mote when once the piologue’s done *, 

The wit is ended ere the play’s begun, 10 

You now have Irnhits, dances, scenes, and rhymes. 

High language often, ay, and sense sometimes. 

As for a clear contrivance, doubt it not ; 

They blow out candles to give light to the plot. 

And for surprise, two bloody-minded men 15 

Fight till they die, then rise and dance again. 

Such deep intrigues you’re welcome to tiiis day: 

But blame yourselves, not him who will the ploy. 

I 'hough his plot’s dull as can be well desiied. 

Wit stiff as any you have e’er admired, 

He's bound to please, not to write well, and knowL 
There is a mode in j^Iays as well as clothes ; 

Therefoie, kind judges — 

A Second Prologue ejilers. 

2 . Hold ! would you admit 

For judges all you see within the pit? 

1. Whom would he then excepi or on what score? 5 

2. All who, like him, have writ ill plays before ; 

For they, like thieves condemned, are hangmen made 
To execute the members of their trade. 

* Leander drowned in, swimming across tke Hellespont to Heio. , v » 

t “ The Rival Ladies,” Dryden’s second play, a tiagi-comedy, was first -acted by the Ring 5> 
servants in the Theatre Royal in Drury Lane, in the winter of 16G3-/I- It had bettei success tlian 
“The Wild Gallant,” and was published in i66<(. Pepys says of this play, which, he at thtj 
King’s House, August 4, 1664, “ A verj,- innocent, and most pretty witty play : I was plcasea 
with it,” This play when published svas rlediSatcd to the Earl of Oirery, and in t.ic dedication 
DryJen defended his use of rhymed verse in the play. He was quickly leplicd to by Sir Konett 
Howard, and thus began the conttoversy which pi oducedDrydetfs “Essoy of Dramatic Jroesy, 
and led to a quarrel of shoit duration between Drydcii and his brotlier-in-law 
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All that are writing now he -would disown, 

But then he must except — even all the town ; 30 

All choleric losing gamesters, who in spite 
Will damn to-day, because they lost last night ; 

All servants, whom their mistress’ scorn upbraids, 

All maudlin lovers, and all slighted maids. 

All who are out of humour or severe, 35 

All that want wit, or hope to find it here. 

PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO “THE 
INDIAN EMPEROR.”^ 

1665. 

PROLOGUE. 

Almighty critics ! whom our Indians here 
Worship, just as they do the devil, for fear; 

In reverence to your power, I come this day, 

To give you timely warning of our play. 

The scenes are old, the habits arc the same 5 

We wore last year, before the Spaniards came f 
Now, if you stay, the blood that shall be shed 
Prom this poor play be all upon your head. 

We neither piomise you one dance or show ; 

Then plot and language, they are wanting too. lo 

But you, kind wits, will those light faults excuse, 

Those are the common frailties of the Muse ; 

Which who observes, he buys his place too clear ; 

For ’lis your business to be cozened here. 

These wretched spies of wit must then confess, 15 

They take more pains to please themselves the less. 

Grant us such judges, Plicebus, we request, 

As syll mistake themselves into a jest ; 

Such easy judges that our poet may 
Himself admire the fortune of his play ; 
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And arrogantly, as his fellows do, 

Think he writes well, because he pleases you. 

This he conceives not hard to bring about, 

If all of you would join to help liim out : 

Would each man take but what he understands, 
And leave the re-.t upon the poet’s hands. 

EPILOGUE. 

Spohen by a Mercury. 

To all and singular in this full meeting, 

Ladies and gallants, Pheebus sends ye greeting. 

To all liis sons, by whate’er title known, 

Whether of court, of coffee-house, or town; 

From his most mighty sons, whose confidence 
Is placed in lofty sound and humble sense, 

Even to his little m.ants of the time, 

Who write new and tiust in tune and rhyme; 
Be’t kno'^vn, that Phoebus, being daily grieved 
To see good plays condemned and bad icccived. 
Ordains your judgment upon every cause 
Henceforth be limited by wholesome law's. 

He fust thinks fit no soiinettcer advance 
His censuie faither than the song or dance. 

Your wit builesque may one step higher climb, 

And in his sphere may judge ail dogrel rhyme ; 

All proves, and moves, and loves, and honours too; 
All that a])pear& high sense, and scarce is low. 

As for the coffee- wits, he says not much ; 

Their pro])er business is to damn the Dutch. 

''For the great Dons of v/it 

Pheebus gives them full piivilegc alone 
To damn all others, and cry up their owm. 

Last, for the ladies, ’tis Apollo's will, 

They should have power to save, but not to kill ; 
For Love and he long since have thought it fit, 

Wit live by beauty, beauty reign by wit. 
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2 

The unities of action, place, and time ; 

The scenes unbroken ; and a mingled chime 5 

Of Jonson’s humour with Corneille’s * rhyme. 

3 

But while dead colours he with care did lay, 

He fears his wit or plot he did not weigh, 

Which are the living beauties of a play. 

4 

Plays are like towns, which, howe’er fortified 10 
By engineers, have still some weaker side, 

By the o’er-seen defendant unespied. 

5 

And with that art you make approaches now ; 

Such skilful fury in assaults you sh.ow. 

That every poet witliout shame may bow. I5 

6 

Ours therefore humbly would attend your doom, 

If, soldier-like, he may have terms t) come 
With flying colours and with beat of drum. 

I recommended for the regularity of it, and the strain and wit ; and the truth is, the comical part 
I done by Nell, which is Florimel, that I never can hope to see the like done again, by man or woman. 

The King and the Duke of York wefe at the play. ^ But so great performance of a comical part was 
! never, T believe, jn the world before as Nell do this, both as a mad girl, then most and best of ,:U 
! when she comes in like a young gallant ; and hath the motions and c.trriage oi a spark the most tl; ic 
j ever I saw any man have. It makes me, _ I confess, admire hen” I'lie play Ai’as a .great favourite 
I with Charles! I., who, Dryden states in his preface to the published jtlay, “graced it with the tide 
: of his play.” The play was published in 166S. The Epilogue recited and puMished with the piny 
! was by a friend, a “ person of honour.” I’he following short Epilogue for the play is in “ Covciit 
; Garden Drollery,” with several known pieces by Dryden : it rather tal lies with Drytlen’s Prologue, 

' and it may be by hiln 

The Prologue durst not tell before ’tv/as seen 
The plot we had to srvinge the IVIaiden Queen. 

; ' For had we then discovered our intent, 

,,! , Tbe fop who writ it Iiad not given cpnsent, 

Or the new peaching trick at least had shown 
And brought in others’ faults to hide his own. 

That wit he has been by his betters taught. 

When he’s accused to shov.' another’s fault. 

When one wit’s hunted har-.l by joint consent, 

Another slips betwixt and does prevent 
I His death ; for many hares still foil the scent. 

: Thus our poor poet would have scaped to-day, 

But from me herd I singled out his plaj'. 
i Then heigli along with me, 

Both great and small, you poets of the town, 

And Nell will love you, for to hiss him down. 

, * z word of three syllables in French, and so pronounced by Dryd -ni .Sec - note,, 

p, 323. Mr. K, Bell has inserted the word before Corneille, and has (.lone the same again in 
the Epilogue to “ CBdipus,” line 6. 
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The Prologue goes out, and stays lAiile a time is flayed; after zuJuch he returns again, ; 

SECOND PROLOGUE. ! 

I had forgot one half, I do protest, 

And now am sent again to speak the rest. 20 

lie bows to eveiy great and noble wit; 

But to the little Hectors of the pit 

Our poet’s sturdy, and will not submit | 

He’ll be beforehand with ’em, and not stay , 

To see each itecvish critic stab his play; 25 I 

Each puny censor, who, his skill to boast, ; 

Is cheaply witty on the poet’s cost- i 

No critic’s verdict should of right stand good, 

They are excepted all, as men of blood : 

And the same law should shield him from their fury, 30 

Which has excluded butchers from a jury. j 

You’d all be wits 1 

But writing’s tedious, and that way may fail ; 1 

The most compendious method is to rail ; 1 

Which you so like, you think yourselves ill used, 35 i 

When in smart prologues you aie not abused. 

A civil prologue is approved by no man ; 

You hate it as you do a civil woman. 

Your fancy’s palled, and liberally you pay 

To have it quickened ere you see a play. 40 

Just as old sinners, worn from their delight, | 

Give money to be whipped to appetite. 

But what a pox keep I so much ado I 

To save our poet? He is one of you ; j 

A brother jhidgment,*^ and, as I hear say, 45 

A cursed critic as e’er damned a play. i 

Good savage gentlemen, your own kind spare ; 

He is, like you, a very w’olf or bear ; i 

Yet think not he’ll your ancient rights invade, 

Or stop the course of your free damning trade ; 50 j 

For he, he vows, at no friend’s play can sit, i 

But he must needs find fault, to show his wit ; 1 

Then, for his sake, ne’er stint your own delight ; ! 

Throw boldly, for he sets + to all that WTitc ; 

With such he ventures on an even lay, 55 

For they bring ready money into play, 
j Those who write not, and yet all writers nick, 

' Are bankrupt gamesters, for they damn on tick. 

^ yudgweni is ajjain used in the sense of Judge in the Epilogue to '‘An Evening’b Love, oi the 
I Mock Akrologer,” line 3, 

t Sets impropeily changed to sits in modern editions. 
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PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO /‘THE WILD 
GALLANT/’^ 

I WHEN REVIVED IN 1 667. 

• PROLOGITE. 

As some raw squire, by tender mother bred, 

Till one-and-twenty keeps his rhaidenhead; 

(Pleased with some sport, which he alone does find^ 

And thinks a secret to all human kind,) 

Till mightily in love, .yet half afraid, 5' 

He first attempts the gentle dairy-maid : 

Succeeding there, and, led. by the renown 
Of Whetstone’s park, he comes at length to town;: 

Where entered by, some school -fellow or frieiidj ; 

He grows to break glass-windows in the end; . . , , 10 

His valour too, which with the watch began, 

Proceeds to duel,., and he. kills his man. , 

By such degrees, while knowledge he did .want, 

Our unfiedgedt author writ a Wild Gallant; 

He thought him monstrous lewd, I’ll lay my life, 15 

Because suspected with his landlord’s wife ; 

But, since his knowledge of the town began, 

He thinks him now a very civil man ; 

And, much ashamed of what he was before, 

Has fairly played him at three wenches more. 

’Tis some amends his- frailties to confess ; 

Pray pardon him his want of v/ickedness. 

He’s towardly,’ and will come on apace ; 

His frank confession shows he has some grace. 

You balked him when he was a young beginner, 25 

And^ almost spoiled a very hopeful sinner ; 

1 But if once more you slight his weak endeavour, 

I P'or aught I know, he may turn tail for ever. , . . 

I ' ' ' 

.EPILOGUE. 

Of all dramatic writing, comic wit, 

As ’tis the hes^ so ’tis niost hard to hit. 

For it lies all in level to the eye, 

Where all may judge, and each defect may spy. , 

! Humour is that which' every- day: we meet, ■ 5 

And therefore known as. every .puldic street; 

I * *‘The Wild Gallant** was revived in March 1607, at the Theatre Royal, immediately 

r after the success of “ The Maiden Queen : ” it was considerablv altered from its first state, and 
,[ Dryden supplied the new Prologue and Epilogue, These two pieces are printed in ‘'Covent 
j, , Garden Drollery." 

. t Printed by Dryden unflHched, 
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In which, if e’er the poet go astray. 

You all can point, ’twas there he lost his way. 

33ut what’s so common to make pleasant too, 

Is more than any wit can always do. 

For ’tis, like Turks with hen and iice to treat, 

To make rcgalios out of common meat. 

But, in your diet, you giow savages: 

Nothing but human flesh your taste can please; 
And as their feasts with slaughtered slaves began, 
So you, at each new play, must have a man. 
Hither you come, as to see pri 2 es fought; 

K no blood’s drawn, you cry, the prize is nought. 
But fools grow wary now ; and, w’hen they see 
A poet eyeing round the company, 

Straight each man for himself begins to doubt ; 
They shrinlc like seamen when a piess comes out. 
Few of them will be found for public use, 

Except you charge an oaf upon each house, 
Like the train bands, and every man engage 
For a sufficient fool to serve the stage. 

And when with much ado you get him there, 
Where he in all his gloi 7 should appear, 

Your poets make him such lare things to say, 
That he’s more wit than any man in the play : 
But of so ill a mingle with the rest, 

As when a parrot’s taught to bieak a jest. 

Thus, aiming to be fine, they make a show, 

As tawdjy squires in country churches do. 

Things well considered, ’tis so hard to make 
A comedy, which should the knowing take, 

That our dull poet, in despair to please, 

Does humbly beg by me his writ of ease, 

’Tis a land-tax, which he’s too poor to pay ; 

You therefore must some other impost lay. 
Would you but change for serious jflot and veisc 
This motley garniture ol fool and farce, 

Nor scorn a mode, because ’tis taught at home, 
Which does, like vests, t our gravity become, 
Our poet yields you should this play refuse: 

As tradesmen by the change of fashions lose 
With some content their fiipperics of France, 

In hope it may their staple trade advance. 


^ Printed by Bryden eph, ... i 

t Scott says on the word vests “This seems to allude to die Polish diess, which, upon his 
'restoration, Charles wished to introduce into Britain. It was not altered for the rrench uli his 
intimacy with that Court was cemented by pecuniary independenct.” 
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\ PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO “SIR MARTIN 
! MAR-ALL; OR THE FEIGNED INNOCENCE.”* 

' 1667. 

PROLOGUE. 

Fools, which each man meets in his dish each day, 

Are yet the great regalios of a play ; 

' In which to poets you but just appear, 

I To prize that highest which cost them- so dear. 

I Fops in the town more easily will pass ; 5 

i One story makes a statutable ass ; 

Cut such m plays must be much thicker sown, 

Like yolks of eggs, a dozen beat to one. 

Observing poets all their walks invade, 

, As men watch woodcocks gliding through a glade, lo 

And when they have enough for comedy, 

They stow their several bodies in a pie. 

! The poet’s but the cook to fashion it, 

' For, gallants, you yourselves have found the wit. 

To bid you welcome would your bounty wrong ; 1 3 

1 None welcome those who bring their cheer along. 

i EPILOGUE. 

As countiy vicars, when the sermon’s done, 
i Run hudlmg + to the benediction 

, Well knowing, though the better sort may stay. 

The vulgar rout will run unblessed away : 

I So we, when once our play is done, make haste 5 

With a short epilogue to close your taste. 

! In this vidthdrawing, we seem mannerly ; 

, But, when the curtain’s down, we peep, and see 

' A jury of the wits, who still stay late, 

I And in their club decree the poor play’s fate ; 10 

I Theif verdict back is to the boxes brought, 

Thence all the town pronounces it their thought. 

* Thus, gallants, we, like Lilly, can foiesee ; 

I But if you ask us what our doom will be, 

1 We by to-morrow will our fortune cast, 15 

As he tells all things when the year is past. 

* The comedy of **Sir Martin Mar-all” was adapted by Dryden fiom aversion of MoH^re^s 
“ L*Etourdi,” made by the Duke of Newcastle. It was produced, not at the Theatre Royal, but at 
the Duke of York’s Theatre in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, August 16, 1667 , and the Duke of Nfewca.stle 
was named as the author in the entry for publication at Stationers’ Hall, June 24, 166S It was, 

however, published anonymously. Malone suggests that Dryden wished to conceal his authorship, 
^ his ‘" giving it away from the king’s servants, with whom he was in a kind of partnership, might 
be considered as a breach of his contract.” The play was v&ry successful Pepys speaks of it, 
Au^st 16, 1667, as “ a play made by my Lord Duke of Newcastle, but, as everybody says, corrected 
by Dryden.” He adds, “I never laughed so in all my life, and at very good wit therein, not 
fooling.” It v.'as hist published with Dryden’s name 111 1697 
T /I itdhfig: changed by Sciitl iuc(.rn,ctly into kcadloAe; 

J For hiiniUr rhymes m Dr>dcn see the poem on the Coronation of Charles II, line 70, and Elegy 
on the Death of Lord Hastings, and the notes on those passages. 
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rr.OLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO “THE TEMPEST,” 

1667. 

. PROLOGUE. 

As, wlien a tree’s cut down, the secret root 
Lives under ground, and tiience new branches shoot, 

* I'lie adaptation of Shakespeare’s “ Tempest ’’was by.Sir W. Davenant and Dryden conjointly, 
and cliieily Davenant's, It was produced at the Duke of York’s Theatre on November 7, 1^67, 
The ihologue and Epilo;jue were Dryden’s. Davenant died in i66S, .and was succeeded as Poet 
Laurcat by Dryden. ‘‘ I'he Tempest ” was published by DriJ-dca after Davenant’s death, in 1670. 
Scott says : “ Dryden. hns not informed u.s of the share he had in this alteration ; it was probably 
little more than the care of adapting it to the stiii^c. The Prologue is one of the most masterly 
tributes ever paid at the .shrine of Shakespeare,” The reader will be glad to compare vi/ith the 
above Prologue the Prologue to Shakespeare’.s Julius Cassar,” printed without a name in Covent 
Ourdeu Drollery,” and confidently asserted by an excellent critic, Mr. Bolton Corney, from 
iiUerual evidence, to be Jilryden’s. (Notes and Queries, ist Series, ix- 93.) It has much resemblance 
to Dryden’s be_st,style, but, beyond style, there is ,10 evidence of his authorship; and it would be 
siuswku-, if it is his, that he should not Viave reprinted it in any of his Miscellany Volumes,” 
v'hicli contain many of his Prologues and Epilogues much infeiior to this. “Julius Ctesar” also 
was revived at the Theatre Royal, with which i)rydenwas connected; and he would have no 
motive for concealing at the time his authorship of the Prologue, as he might have had if the play 
had been brought out in the rival House. 

PROLOGUE TO “ JULIUS CAESAR.” 

In country beautie.s as we often see 
Sometiring that takes in their simplicity, 

Yet, while they charm, they know not they are fair, 

And take without their spreading of the snare. 

Such artless beauty lies in Sha]<espeare’s wit ; 

'Twas well in spite of him, whate’er he writ. ' 

His excellencies came, and were noc sought, 

His words like casual atoms made a thought ; 

Drew up themselves in rank and file, and writ. 

He wondering how the devil it were such vrit. 

Thus, like the drunken tinker in his play. 

He grew a prince, and never knew which way. 

He did nat know what trope or figure meant. 

But to persuade is to be eloquent ; 

So in this Csesar which this day you see, 

Tully ne’er spoke as he makes Anthony. ' 

Those then that tax his learning are to blame, 

He knew the thing, but did not know the name ; 

Great Jonson did that ignorance adore, 

And thoughlie envied much, admired him more. 

The faultless Jonson equally writ well ; 

Shakespeare made faults— but then did more excel. 

One close at guard like some old fencer lay. 

T’other more open, but he showed more play. 

In imitation, Jonson’s wit was shown, 

Heaven made his men, but Shalrespeare made his own* 

Wise Jonson’s talent in observing lay. 

But others’ follies still made up his play. 

He drew' the like in each elaborate line, 

But Shakespeare like a master did design; 

Jonson with skill dissected human kind, 

And showed their faults, that they their faults might find : 

But then, as all anatomists must do, 

He to the meanest of mankind did go, 

And took from gibbets such as he would show. 

Both are so great, that he must boldly dare “ 

Who both of them does judge, and both compare ; 

If amongst ,poets one more-bold there be. 

The man that dare attempt in either way is he„ . . , 
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So from old Shakespeare’s honoured dust this day 
Springs up and buds a new reviving play : 

Shakespeare, who, taught by none, did first impart 5 

To Fletcher wit, to labouring Jonson art; 

He, monarch-like, gave those his subjects law, 

And is that Nature which they paint and diaw. 

Fletcher reached that which on his heights did grow. 

Whilst Jonson crept, and gathered all below. lo 

This did his love, and this his miith digest; 

One imitates him most, the other best. 

If they have since outwrit all other men, 

’Tis with the drops which fell fiom Shakespeare’s pen. 

The storm which vanished on the neigiibouring shore 1 5 
Was taught by Shakespeare’s Tempcoc fiist to roar. 

That innocence and beauty, which did smile 
In Fletcher, grew on this enchanted isle. 

But Shakespeare’s magic could not copied be ; 

Within that circle none durst walk but he. 20 

I must confess ’twas bold, nor would you now 
That liberty to vulgar wits allow, 

Which works by magic supernatural things ; 

But Shakespeare’s power is sacred a king’s. 

Those legends fiom old priesthood ^vei2 received, 25 

And then he writ, as people then believed. 

But if for Shakespeare we your grace implore, 

We for our thealie shall want it more ; 

Who by our dearth of youths are forced to employ 

One of our women to present a boy ; 30 

And that’s a transformation, you will say, 

Exceeding all the magic in tlie play. 

Let none expect in the last act to find 

Her sex tiansformed fiom man to woman-kind. 

Whate’er she was hefoie the play began, 35 

All you shall see of her is perfect man. 

Or, if your fancy will be farther led 
To find her woman — it must be abed. 

EPILOGUE. 

Gallants, by all good signs it does appear 
That sixty-seven’s a very damning year, 

For knaves aboard,* and for ill poets here. 

Among the Muses there’s a general rot; 

The rhyming Monsieur, and the Spanish plot, 5 

Defy or court, all’s one, they go to pot. 

The ghosts of poets walk within this place, 

And haunt us actors wheresoe’er we pass. 

In visions bloodier than King Kfehard’s was. 

, * Adoani h mcon^ctly tnrnedmto abroad in Scott^s and R. Bell’s editions. Aboard rcfei*. to 
the Tempest” as well as to the naval Dutch war, which was proceeding in 1667. 
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For this poor wretch, he has not much to say, lo 

But quietly brings in Ihs part of the play. 

And begs the favour to be damned to-day. 

He sends me only like a sheriffs ^ man here 
1 0 let you know the malefactor*s near, 

And that he means to die en cavaher.\ 15 

For, if you should be gracious to his pen, 

The example will prove ill to other men, 

And you^li be troubled with them all again. 


PROLOGUE TO ‘^ALBUMAZAR.^J 

i668. 

To say this comedy pleased long ago 
Is not enough to make it pass you now. 

Yet, gentlemen, your ancestors had wit, 

When few men censured, and when fewer writ ; 

And Jonson, of tho^e few the best, chose this 5 

As the best model of his master-piece. 

Subtle was got by our Alburaa/ar, 

That Alchymist by this Astrologer 5 


* Sheriff tJionounced as one syllable, the e elided; and again in the last line of the Prologue on 
the Union of the Two Companies in 16S6. This occurs frequently m Oldham 
“ Whether for sheriff he has been known to fine 
And with how many dishes he does dine ” 

Imitation of Third Satire of yuvenal. 


“ And vainly give 

More for a night than you to fine foi sheriff.*’ , „ , 

Inutrtion qf Eighth Satire of Bodeau. 


In all these cases the word is printed sheriff, but the veise clearly rec^uires the word to be 
pronouncf'd practically as .a monosyllable A similar instance of pronunciati'jli in Dry is fur- 
nished by the woid spintnal, the emphasis being on the second syllable ; see ’ ihe Hind and 
the Panther,” pait 2, lines 525, 618 Sprite W'ns used commonly for spiiit. . r. 1 

f For similar instances of English pronunciatinn of French ivoids see rcndcsvoiis in Piologue 
for the Women Actors,” line 6 , harharevo. Epilogue to ‘‘ Aureng-zebe, line 25 , m 

Epilogue to “ Henry the Second,” line 6 Hiis udopiion of^ French words as English is common 
The following example is from Marvel’s “ Appletun Hom^c ” 

And cveiy thing so wihhed and fine 
Starts foith with it to its bonne mine.” 


t The play of “Albumazar” is generally believed to have been written by Thomas Tonikis, a 
fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge ; it was acted by membeis of that College before James I , 
when he visited Cambridge Univenity in Maith 16x5 Others have attributed the play to Shake- 
speare, and assigned the date of iC&> for its composition. It wms levived at the Duke of 'Yoi'k's 
Thcatie, in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, in Februaiy when Dryden wrote this Piologue He 
accuses Ben Jonson of having taken liis “Alchemist” from tins play; but if “Albumazar ^ was 
not published before 1615, that could not be, as “The Alchemist” was acted in 1610, and printed 
in i6i 2, Dryden was not always accurate, and may here have made a mistake as to the date of 
the play This Prologue was printed in the first volume of “ Miscellany Poems,” xGSq. It is also 
printed in “Covent Garden Diollcry,” 1672 The Prologue as printed by Dryden’s authontyin 
1:684 has seveial variations from the earlier version in “ Covent Garden Drollery,” and the changes 
are mostly improvements, | 
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Here he was fashioned, and we may suppose 

I^e liked the fashion well who wore the clothes/ lO 

But Ben made nobly his what he did mould ; 

What was another’s lead becomest his gold : 

Like an unrighteous conqueror he reigns, 

Yet rules that well which he unjustly gains. 

But this our age such authors does afford, 15 

As make whole plays, and yet scarce write a word ^ 

Who, in this anarchy of wit, rob all, 

4.nd what’s their plunder, their possession call : 

Who, like bold padders, scorn by night to prey, 

But rob by sunshine, in the face of day : 20 

Nay, scarce the common ceremony use 
Of “ Stand, Sir, and deliver up your Muse !” 

But knock the poet down, and, with a grace. 

Mount Pegasus before the owner’s face. 

Faith, if you have such country Toms abroad, ^ 25 

’Tis time for all true men to leave that road. 

Yet it were modest, could it but be said, 

Tliey strip the living, but these rob the dead j§ 

Dare \rith the mummies of the Muses play. 

And make love to them the Egyptian way ; 30 

Or, as a rhyming author would have said, 

Join the dead living to the living dead. 

Such men |1 in Poetry may claim some part ; 

They have the licence, though they want the art ; 

And might, where theft was praised, for Laureates stand, t 35 
Poets, not of the head, but of the hand. 

They make the benefits of others’ studying,^* * * § 

Much like the meals of politic Jack-Pudding, 

Whose dish to challenge no man has the coinage ; 

’Tis all his own, when once he has spit in the porridge. 40 
But, gentlemen, you’re all concerned in this ; 

You are in fault for what they do amiss : 


* In ** Covent Garden Drollery” version : 

And I should suppose 

He likes my fashion wcU that wears my clothes." 
t Became, in Covent Garden Drollery” version. 

i Scott erroneously conjectured that ‘‘Country Toms” h.ns a reference to Diyden’s adversary, 
Thomas Shadwell, who succeeded him as Laureat, and, as Laurcats are afterwaids spoken of, that 
this Prologue was written after Shadwell became Lam eat. But Shad well was not appointed 
Laureat till aft'^r the K evolution of 1688, and this Prologue was published in “ Covent Gaidcn 
Drollery ” in 1G72, and m its last levised form, in which “ Lauieates ” is substituted for “ laurels,” 
was published in 1684 

§ In “Covent Garden Drollery” version : 

“ They stript the living, hut they rob the dead ” 

11 ‘Wet such” in “ Govent Garden Drolleiy” version. 

*!! This line stood in the “ Covent Garden Drollery” version ; 

“ Such as in Sparta vmight for laurels stand.” 

*♦' This and the three following lines stand thus in the “ Covent G.uden Drolleiy” version : 

“ Tliey make their benefit of others’ studying, 

Much like the meals of politic Jack-Pudding, 

V/liose broth to cl.vm there’s no one has the courage, 

'Tis all his own aftei he has spit in the porridge.” 
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For they tlieir thefts still undiscovered thmk, 

And durst not steal unless you please to wink. 

Perhaps, you may award by your decree, 45 

They should refund, — but that can never be 
For should you letters of reprisal seal, 

These men write that which no man else would steal. 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO EVENING’S LOVE, 
OR THE MOCK ASTROLOGER.” t 
1668. 

PROLOGUE. 

When fust our poet set himself to write, 
like a young bridegroom on lus wedding- night, 
lie laid about him, and did so bestir him, 

Plis Muse could never he m quiet for him ; 

Put now his honey-moon is gone and past, 5 

Yet the ungrateful drudgery must last, 

And he is bound, as civil husbands do. 

To strain himself, in complaisance to you : 

'fo write in pain, and counterfeit a bliss, 

Like tbe faint smacking of an after-kiss. 10 

But you, like wives ill pleased, supply his want ; 

Kach writing Monsieur is a fresh gallant : 

And though, perhaps, ’twas done as well hefoic, 

Yet still there’s something in a new amour. 

Your several poets work with several tools, 15 

One gets you wits, another gets you fools : 

This pleases you with some by-stroke of wit, 

This finds some cranny that was never bit. 

But should these jaunty loveis daily come 

To do your woik, like yoiu good man at home, 20 

Their fine small-timbered wits would soon decay ; 

These are gallants but for a holiday. 

Otheis you had, who oftener have appeared. 

Whom for mere impotence you have cashiered : 

Such as at first came on with pomp and glory, 25 

But, overstraining, soon fell fiat before yc. 

Lines 45-6 are not in the “ Covent Gaulen T)rollery” version 
+ Dryden’s comedy, “An Evenin'j’s Love, or the Mock /\stroloffer,” was produced at the 
King’s House, June 22, 1668 The play was taken from “Le Feint Asti olocriie *’ of the younger 
Corneille, who again had imitated Caldtion’s “El Astiologo Fingido.” Popys saw this play 
acted, June 20, r068, and “ did not like it ” He .'«thK that Hcirnigman, the publisher, told him, 
“ IJryden do himself call it but a fifth-rote play ” The pkiy was published m 1671 Pepys and his 
wife disapproved much of this play, which they saw pci formed June 30, 3668 He pronounces it 
“very smutty, and nothing so good as the Maiden Queen or the Indian Emperor of Dryden’s 
' making ” And he goes on to say, “ I was Uoubled at it, and my wife tells me, wholly (which he 
confirms a little in the Kpilogiie) taken out of the Tlluslrious Bassa ” The Epilogue is a skilful 
defence of borrowing from the Fiench “ Ihrahuo, 01 the lllustnous Bassa,” was a romance by 
i Scudery founded on the same stoiy as Ccijiiuillo’s and C-lderon’s diamos. 
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AN EVENING'S LOVE, 




Tlieir useless weight with patience long was borne, 

But at the last you threw them off witii scorn. 

As for the poet of this picsent night. 

Though now he claims in you an husband’s right, 30 

He will not hinder you of fresh delight. 

He, like a seaman, seldom will appear, 

And means to trouble home but thrice a-yeai ; 

That only tune from your gallanlt, he’ll borrow ; 

Be kind to-day, and cuckold him lo-moirow, 35 


EPILOGUE. 

My part being small, I have had time to-day 
To mark your various censures of our play. 

First, looking for a judgment* or a wit, 

Like Jews, I saw them scattered through the pit ; 

And where a lot of smilers lent an ear 5 

To one that talked, I knew the foe was theie. 

The club of jests went round ; he, nho had none, 

Borrowed of the next, and told it for his own. 

Among the rest, they kept a fearful stir, 

In whispering that he stole the Astrologer ; 10 

And said, betwixt a French and English plot, 

He eased his half-tired muse, on pj>ce and trot. 

Up starts a Monsieur, new come o’er, and wmui 
I n the French stoop, and the piill-liack of the arm: 

MorbLnt," dit-il, and cocks, “ X am a logue, 15 

But he has quite spoiled the Feigned Astrohj^uie.'’ 

“’Pox,” says another, “here’s so great a stir 
With a son of a whore farce that’s regulai, 

A rule, where nothing must decorum 'diocl: ! 

Damme, ’tis as dull as dining by the clock. 20 

An evening 1 Why the devil should we be vext, 

Whether he gets the wench this night or next?” 

When I heard this, I to the poet went, 

Told him the house was full of discontent, 

And asked him what excuse he could invent. 25 

He neither swore nor stormed, as ] ‘oels do, 

But, most unlike an author, vowed ’twos tnie; 

Yet said, he used the French like enemies. 

And did not steal their plots, but made them prize. 

But should he all the pains and charges count 30 

Of taking them, the bill so high would mount, 

That, like prize-goods, which through the ofllce come, 

He should have had them much more cheap at home. 

He still must write, and, banquicr-hke, each day 

Accept new bills, and he must break or pay. 35 

When through his hands such sum^ must yearly run, 

You cannot think the stock is all his own. 

* For this use of judgmmt, sec Prologue to Secret Love," 45 
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His haste his other errors might excuse, 

But there’s no meicy for a guilty muse ; 

Foi, like a mistress, she must stand or fall, 40 

And please you to a height, or not at all. 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO “TYRANNIC LOVE, OR 
THE ROYAL MARTYR.”"* 

1669. 

PROLOGUE. 

Self-love, which, never rightly understood, 

Makes poets still conclude their plays are good. 

And malice in all ciitics reigns so high, 

That for small errors they whole plays decry ; 

So that to see this fondness, and that spite, 5 

You’d think that none but madmen judge or write. 

Therefore our poet, as he thinks not fit 
To impose upon you what he wiites for wit, 

So hopes, that, leaving you your censures fiee, 

You equal judges of the whole will be : 10 

They judge but half, who only faults will see. 

Poets, like lovers, should be bold and daie. 

They spoil their business with an over-care \ 

And he, who servilely creeps after sense, f 

Is safe, but ne’er will leach an excellence. 15 

Hence ’tis, our poet, in his conjuring, 

Allovi'cd his fancy the full scope and swing. 

But when a tyrant for his theme he had, 

He loosed the reins, and bid his Muse run mad ; 

And though he stumbles in a full career, 20 

Yet rashness is a bettei fault than fear. 

He saw his way ; but in so swift a pace, 

To choose the ground might be to lose the race. 

They then, who of each trip the advantage take, 

Find but those faults, which they want wit to make. 25 

* The ‘‘Tyrannic Love, or the Royal Martyr,” wab produced at the Theatre Royal in the 
spring of 1669 It was printed in 1670 Thw tragedy ii> wnitten in heroic veise, Bryden says 
in his Preface that it was contrived and written in seven weeks 

1 This line being found fault with, Dryden defended It in the Preface to the published play by 
the example of Horace, whom he imitated. “ For the Hide critics, who please themselves with 
thinking they have found a flaw m that line of the Prologue, 

* And he, who servilely creepb after sense, 

. Is safe, &c 

as if I patroni^sed my own nonsense, I may reasonably suppose they have never read Horace. 
Scrpit hitmi iuius^ &c are his words He who creeps after plain, dull, common sense, is safe 
fiom committing absurdities; but can never reach any height, or excellence of uit: and sure I 
could not mean that any excellence was to he found in nonsense.” 


! 
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TYRANNIC LOVE, 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken by Mrs. Ellen when she was to be carj'ied off dead by the Bearers,’^ 

TO THE BEARER 

Hold ! are you mad? you damned, confounded dog ! 

I am to rise, and speak the epilogue. 


TO THE AUDIENCE 

I come, kind gentlemen, strange nevi^s to tell ye ,* 

I am the ghost of poor departed Nelly. 

Sweet ladies, he not frighted ; I’ll be civil •, 5 

I’m what I was, a little haimless devil. 

For, after death, we sprites have just such natures, 

We had, for all the woild, when human cieatiucs ; 

And, therefore, I, that was an actress here, 

Play all my tricks m hdl, a goblin there. 10 

Gallants, look to ’t, you say there are no sinitos ; 

But I’ll come dance about your beds at nights ; 

And faith you’ll be in a sweet kind of taking, 

When I surprise you between sleep and waking. 

To tell you true, I walk, because I die 15 

Out of my calling, in a tragedy. 

O poet, damned dull poet, who could prove 
So senseless, to make Nelly die for love ! 

Nay,^ what’s yet worse, to kill me m the prime 
Of Easter-term, in tart and cheese-cake time ! 20 

I’ll fit the fop ; for I’ll not one word say, 

To excuse his godly, out-of-fasliion play; 

A play, which, if you dare but twice sit out, 

You’ll all be slandered, and be thought devout. 

But, farewell, gentlemen, make haste to me, 25 

I’m sure ere long to have your company. 

As for my epitaph when I am gone. 

I’ll trust no poet, but will write my own : — 

Plere Nelly lies, who, though she lived a slattern, 

Yet died a princess, acting in St. Catheiine.f 30 


Gwyn. She acted the part of Valeria in this play ; having stabbed 
the play, she is about to be earned off dead, when by a strange surprise she 
this Epilogue. Curll says that the King was so captivated by Nell’s 
Epilogue on the occasion of the first acting of the play, that he went behind the 
f that night. There may be some truth in the story; thei'e is no doubt 
in "jst became Chmfes’s mistress about this time, She*produced a son. to the King 

t^efohowmg year. See the note on next page. 

T ht. Catherine was *‘the tv*- — ^ — >» -r 

performed that part. 


‘the Roy^ Martyr’* of the play; and Mrs. Boutell was the lady who 
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PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO “ALMANZOR A>rD 
ALMAHIDE, OR THE CONQUEST OE GRANADA.’ 

1670. 

PROLOGUE. 

Spoken hy Mrs. Ellen Gwyn in a hroad-brmmed hat and umlst-hclt. 

This jest was first of the other House’s making'. 

And, five dmes tried, has never failed of taking; 

For ’twere a shame a poet should be killed 
Under the shelter of so broad a shield. 

This is that hat, whose very sight did win yc 5 

To laugh and clap as though the devil wcic in yc. 

As then for Nokes, so now I hope you’ll be 
So dull, to laugh once more for love of me. 
ril write a play, says one, for I have got 
A bioad-bnmmed hat and waist-belt towards a plot, 10 
Says the other, I have one more large than that. 

Thus they out-wnte each other — ^with a hat ! 

The brims still grew with every play they writ ; 

And giew so large, they covered all the wit. 

Hat was the play; ’twas language, wit, and tale: 15 

Like them that find meat, dnnk, and cloth in ale. 

What dulness do these mongrel wits confess, 

When all their hope is acting of a dress I 

Thus, two the best comedians of the age 

Must be worn out ■with being blocks of the stage : 20 

Like a young girl, who better things has known, 

Beneath their poet’s impotence they groan. 

See now what chaiity it was to save ! 

They thought you liked what only you foigave ; 

And brought you more dull sense, dull sense much worse 25 
Than brisk gay nonsense, and the heavier cuise. 

They bring old iron and glass upon the stage. 

To barter with the Indians of our age. 

Still they write on, and like great authors show; 

But ’tis as rollers in wet gardens grow 30 

Heavy with dirt, and gathering as they go. 

May none, who have so little understood. 

To like such tiash, presume to praise what’s good I 

* The two parts of “ Almanzor and Almaliide, or the Conquest of Granada,” tragedies in heroic 
verbe like Tyrannic Love,” were both performed in 1670 Nell G^vyn, who acted m both, playing 
Almaliide, and spoke the Prologue to the Fust Part on its first appearance, was confined on May 8, 
1670, of a son, the Duke of St Alban’s The First Part theiefore would piobably have appeared 
some little time after Malone fijved the time of the first representation of these two plays the 
winter of i66g and spring of 1670: but he wasxjrobably mistaken The borrowing of the je^t of 
bxoad-br-mmed hat and waist-belt from Nokes and the other House, mentioned in the opening 
lines of the Prologue, is said to refei to a caricature of French dress by Nokes at the Duke of 
York’b Theatre, during the visit of the Duchess of Oilcans and her suite to England, in May 1670. 
Both parts were published in 1672. 
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And may those drudges of the stage, whose fate 
Is damned dull farce more dully to translate, 35 

Fall under that excise the state thinks fit ^ 

To set on all French wares, whose woist is wit. 

French farce, worn out at home, is sent abroad; 

And, patched up here, is made our English mode. 

Henceforth, let poets, ere allowed to write, 40 

Be searched, like duelhsts before th^ fight, 

For wheel-broad hats, dull humour,^ all that chaff, 

Which makes you mourn, and makes the vulgar laugh : 

For these, in plays, are as unlawful arms 

As, in a combat, coats of mail and charms. 45 

EPILOGUE. 

Success, which can no more than beauty last, 

Makes our sad poet mourn your favours past : 

For, since without desert he got a name. 

He fears to lose it now with greater shame. 

Fame, like a little mistress of the town, 5 

Is gained with ease, but then she’s lost as soon ; 

For, as those tawdry misses, soon or late, 

Jilt such as keep them at the highest rate, 

And oft the lacquey, or the brawny clown, 

Gets what is hid in the loose-bodied gown ; 10 

So, Fame is false to all that keep her long, 

And turns up to the fop that’s brisk and young, 

Some wiser poet now v/ould leave fame first ; 

But elder wits are, like old lovers, curst : 

Who, when the vigour of their youth is spent, 15 

Still grow more fond as they grow impotent. 

This, some years hence, our poet’s case may prove ; 

But yet, he hopes, he’s young enough to love. 

When forty comes, if e’er he live to see 

That wretched, fumbling age of poetry, 20 

’Twill be high time to bid his Muse adieu: 

Well he may please himself, but never you. 

Till then, he’ll do as well as he began. 

And hopes you will not find him less a man. 

Think him not duller for this year’s delay ; f 25 

He was prepared, the women were away; 

And men, without their parts, can hardly play. 

If they, through sickness, seldom did appear, 

Pity the virgins of each theatre : J 

For at both houses ’twas a sickly year ! 30 

* Fcott and Bell have changed /iTemmirmto Jwnoiir; an evidently improper change. 

'{• This line helps to fix the date of the first appearance of the play ; there had been a year’s 
delay since * ** Tyrannic Love '' appeared The lines which follow refer to Nell Gwyn’s preg- 
nancy and confinement , another actress of the King’s House, Mrs James, was absent in 1669, and 
Mrs, Davis of the Duke’s Theatre was “sick” in that year. (Cunningham’s “Story of Nell 
Gwyn,” p. 69.) 

t Theatre was pronounced with the a long. The same r hym e occurs in Epilogue to “Marriage- 
a-la-Mode," line 9. • 
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And pity us, your servants, to whose cost, 

In one such sickness, nine whole months are lost. 

Their stay, he fears, has ruined what he writ : 

Long waiting both disables love and wit 

They thought they gave him leisure to do Tvell; 35 

But, when they forced him to attend, he fell! 

Yet, though he much has failed, he begs to-day 
You will excuse his unperforming play ; 

Weakness sometimes great passion does express ; 

He had pleased better, had he loved you less. 40 

PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO THE SECOND PART OF 
‘^ALMANZOR AND ALMAHIDE, OR THE 
CONQUEST OF GRANADA/' 

1670. 

PROLOGUE. 

They who write ill, and they who ne’er durst write. 

Turn cntics out of mere revenge and spile : 

A playhouse gives them fame ; and up there starts, 

From a mean fifth-rate wit, a man of paits. 

So common faces on the stage appear ; 5 

We take them in, and they turn beauties here. 

Our author fears those critics as his fate ; 

And those he fears by consequence must hate. 

For they the traffic of all wit invade, 

As scriveners draw away the haiikei?’ trade. 10 

Howe’er, the poet’s safe enough to-day; 

They cannot censure an unfinished play. 

Bui, as when vizard-mask appears in pit, 

Straight every man uho lliinkb himself a wit 

Perks up, and, managing liis comb with grace, 15 

With his while wig sets off his nut-hrown face ; 

That done, bears up to the piizc, and views each limb, 

To know her by her rigging aiid her trim ; 

Then, the whole noise of fops to rvagcis go, — 

“ Pox on her, ’t must be she and — “ Damme, no !” — 20 

Just so, I prophesy, these wits to-day 
Will blindly guess at our imperfect play ; 

With what new plots our Second Part is filled, 

Who must be kept alive, and who be killed. 

And as those vizard-masks maintain tliat fashion, 25 

To soothe and tickle sweet imagination ; 

So our dull poet keeps you on witli masking, 

To make you think there’s something worth yonr asking. 

But, when ’tis shown, that which does now delight you 
WiU prove a dowdy, with a face to fright you, 30 
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PROLOGUE AFTER THE FIRE. 


EPILOGUE.* 

They who have best succeeded on the stage 
Have still conformed their genius to their age. 

Thus Jonson did mechanic humour show 
When men were dull, and conversation low. 

Then comedy was faultless, but Twas coarse ; 5 

Cobb’s tankard v/as a jest^ and Otter’s horse. t 
And as their comedy, their love was mean j 
Except by chance in some one laboured scene, 

Which must atone for an ill-written play. 

They rose, but at their height could seldom stay. lo 

Fame then was cheap, and the first comer sped ; 

And they have kept it smce, by being dead. 

But, were they now to write, when cntics weigh 
Each line, and every word, throughout a play, 

None of them, no, not Jonson in his height, 15 

Could pass, without allowing grains for weight. 

Think it not envy, that these truths are told ; 

Our poet’s not malicious, though he’s bold. 

’Tis not to brand them that their faults are shown, 

But by their errors to excuse his own. 20 

If love and honour now are higher raised, 

’Tis not the poet, bw.i the age is praised. 

Wit’s now arrived to a more high degree ; 

Our native language more refined and free ; 

Our ladies and our men now speak more wit 25 

In conversation, than those poets writ. 

Then, one of these is, consequently, true ; 

That what this poet writes comes short of you 
And imitates you ill (which most he fears), 

Or else his writing is not worse than thcii s. 30 

Yet, though you judge (as sure the critics will) 

That some before him writ with grcpter skill, 

In this one praise he has their fam i surpast. 

To please an age more gallant than the laot. 


p:rologue. 

spoken on the First Day of the Kinfs House acting after the Fire.X 
1672. 

So shipwracked passengers escape to land, 

So look they, when on the bare beach the> stand, 

* Dryden was called to account for his criticisms in this Epiloo:u ‘ on Ben Jonson and other old 
dramatists , and he prefixed a ** Defence of the Epilogue, or an I'ssay on the Dramatic Poetry of 
the hast Age,” when he published the piece 

+ Cobb, the water-bearer in Der Tonson’s “ Every ?Tan in his Humour,” and (''aptain Otter in 
Jonson^s “ Epicene, or the Suent ./oman,” who gave his drinkinjs-cupj> the names of Horse, Bull, 
and Bear. 

t The King^s Theatre in Drur^.’- I,are was burnt down in Jan'u*’' v xCijz and the Company took 
the house in Lincolu^s Inn Fields which had, been the Duke of /oiks Llicatio. L.acoln's Inn 
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Dropping and cold, and their first fear scaice o’er, 
Expecting famine on”* a desert shore. 

From that hard climate we must v/ait for hread, 
Whence even the natives, foiced by hungei, fled. 

Our stage does human chance present to view, 

But ne’er before was seen so sadly tiue : 

You are changed too, and your pietence to see 
Is but a nobler name fort charity. 

Your own provisions furnish out our feasts, 

While you, the founders, make yourselves the guests. 
Of all mankind beside Fate had some caie. 

But for poor wit no portion did prepare ; 

’Tis left a lent-charge to the brave and fair. 

You cherished it, and now its fall you mourn, 

Which blind uninannered zealots make their scorn. 
Who think that fire a judgment on the stage, 

Which spared not temples in its furious rage. 

But as our new built city rises higher, 

So from old theatres may new aspire, 

Since Fate contiives magnificence by fire.+ 

Our great metropolis does far surpass 
Whatever is now, and equals all that was : 

Our wit as far does foreign wit excel, 

And, like a king, should in a palace dwell. 

But we with golden hopes are vainly fed. 

Talk high, and entertain you in a shed : 

Your presence here, for which we humbly sue, 

Will grace old theatres, and build up new. 


5 


10 


15 


20 


25 


30 


PROLOGUE TO ‘^ARVIRAGUS AND PHILICIA'^S 

1672. 

With sickly actors and an old house too, 

We’ie matched with glorious theatres and new ; II 
And with our alehouse scenes and clothes bare worn. 

Can neither raise old plays nor new adorn. 


I'ields Theatre was opened by the King’s 'Company on Fehruaiy a6_, 1672, the play acted he ni" 
I’eaumont and Fletcher’s ** V/it without Money ; ” and Dryden furnished this Prologue. It \\t s 
P mted in the first volume of the “Miscellany Poems;” also imperfectly in “Covent Gaidcu 
J ^rolleiy,” and entiie in “Westminster Drollery,” published in 1672, 

■» Ffom in “ Covent Garden Drollery ” veision. 
t Cy in “ Covent Garden J liollery ” version, 
t Compare in “ Aniius Miiabihs” stanza 212, 

“ Great as the world’s, which at the death of time 
Must fall and rise a nobler frame by fiic ” 

§ “ Arviragus and Philicia,” a tragi-comedy by Lodovick Carlell, a court officer Charles I. 
was originally produced m 1639, and it was revived at the Theatre Royal in 167^ with a rrologue 
by Dryden, spoken by Hart It is to be infened fiom the begmning of the Piologue that the 
play was produced in the old house in Lincoln’s Inn Fields in which the Kings Company took 
refiifje after the fire at Drury Lane Theatre. This Prologue was printed in the first volume of the 
** Miscellany Poems,” 1684. ^ 

|] An allusion to the new and handsomely decorated Duke of York’s Theatre m Dorset Gardens 
In the “Prologue for the Women” Dryden calls it “ the gaudy house with scenes ; aiid again 
** gay shows with gaudy scenes” are spoken of in the Prologue to “ Marnage-a-la-Mocle. 
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PROLOGUE FOR THE WOMEN. 


If all these ills could not undo us quite, ^ 5 

A brisk French troop is grown your dear delight ; 

Who with broad bloody bills call you each day 
To laugh and bieak your buttons at their play ; 

Or see some serious piece, which we presume 

Is fallen from some incomparable plume ; lo 

And therefore, Messieurs, if you’ll do us grace, 

Send lacqueys early to preserve your place. 

We dare not on your privilege entrench, 

Or ask you why you like ’em ? they arc French. 

Therefore some go with courtesy exceeding, 15 

Neither to hear nor see, but show their breeding • 

Each lady striving to out-laugh the rest ; 

To make it seem they understood the jest. 

Their countrymen come in, and nothing pay, 

To teach us English where to clap the play : 20 

Civil, Igad ! our hospitable land 

Bears all the charge, for them to understand : 

Meantime we languish, and neglected lie, 

Like wives, while you keep better company ; 

And wish for your own sakes, without a satire, 25 

You’d less good breeding or had more good nature. 

PROLOGUE FOR THE WOMEN, 

W/ien they actea at the Old Theaty^e in LincolNs Inn FielL.^ 

1672. 

Were none of you, gallants, e’er driven so hard, 

As when the poor kind soul was under guard, 

And could not do’t at home, in some by-street 
To take a lodging, and in private meet ? 

Such is our case ; we can't appoint our house, 5 

The lovers’ old and wonted rendezvous, t 
But hither to this trusty nook remove ; 

The worse the lodging is, the more the love. 

For much good pastime, many a dear sweet hug 

Is stolen in garrets, on the humble rug. 10 

Here’s good accommodation in the pit ; 

The grave demurely in the midst may sit, 

* While the King* ** s Company was in Lincoln's Inn Fields in 1672, tlie acti esses {jav* some 
representations by themselves ; and this Prologue is supposed to have been furnished by D^den 
for the first of such performances. The women acted JDeaumont and Fleichei’s X^hilasr* u and 
Killigrew’s “Parson's Wedding." This Prologue was spoken by Mrs Dryden’s play of 

** Secret Love, or the Maiden Queen,” was also revived this year by the woinen-actors, with the 
Prologue and Epilogue which follow. This Prologue was printed in the first volume of the 
“ Miscellany Poems,” 1684 

t The sanie rhyme occurs in “ Hudibras ” with the aggravation of the plural : 

“ Convened at midnight in out-houses 
T' appoint new rising rendezvou'^es,” 

Part 3, canto a, 183. 



MAIDEN QUEEN, ACTED BY WOMEN, 
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And £10 the hot * Burgundian on the side 
Ply Vizard mask, and o’er the b'jnches stride ; 

Here are convenient upper boxes too, 15 

For those that make the most triumphant show ; 

All that keep coaches t must not sit belov/. 

There, gallants, you betwixt the acts ictire, 

And at dull plays have something to admiic : 

We, who look up, can your addresses maik, 20 

And sec the cieatiires coupled lu the ark : 

So \ve expect the lovers, braves, and wits ; 

The gaudy house with scenes will serve for cits. 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO “THE MAIDEN QUEEN, 
OR SECRET LOVE,” 

When acted by the Women QnlyJ% 

1672. 

PROLOGUE. 

Spoken by Me.s. Boutell, in man^s clothes. 

Women like us passing for men, you’ll ciy, 

Presume too much upon your secrecy. 

Theie’s not a fop in towm but will pretend 
To know the cheat himself, or by his friend ; 

Then make no words on’t, gallants, ’tis e’en tiue, 5 

We aie condemned to look and stiut, like you. 

Since we thus freely oui haul late confess, 

Accept us, these bad times, in any diess. 

You’ll find the sweet on’t : now old pantaloons 

Will go as far as formerly new gowns; 10 

And horn your own cast wigs expect no fiowns. 

The ladies we shall not so cas>ily please; 

They’ll say, What inqmdent bold things are those, 

“That dare provoke, yet cannot do us right, 

“ Like men, with huffing looks, that daie not fight ! ” 15 

But this reproach our coinage must not daunt; 

The bravest soldiei may a weapon wunf ; 

Let her that doubts us still send her gallant. 

Ladies, in us you’ll youth and beauty find. 

All things, but one, according to youi ramd : 20 

And when your eyes and ears aie feasted here, 

Rise up, and make out the shoit meal elsowhcie. 


'*■ Hot with dnnking Burgrundy 
t Mr R. Bell has wiongiy turned coaches into coitches 

$ This Prologue and Epilogue to JDiydcn’h play of ‘‘The Maiden Queen, or Secret Love ” 
revived and acted by the women in 1672, are t.d.cn from “ Co vent Ctardcn D: oiler} ” 



EPILOGUE. 


Spoken Reeve, in mau^s clothes. 

What think you, sirs, was’t not all well enough? 
Will you not grant that we can strut and huff? 

Men may be proud; but faith, for aught I Lje, 

They neither walk nor cock so well as v/e ; 

And for the fighting part, we may in time 
Grow up to swagger in hcroic I'hyme; 

For though we cannot boast of equal force, 

Yet at some weapons men have still the wo.se. 

Why should not then we women act alone? 

Or whence are men so necessary grown ! 

Ours are so old, they are as good as none. 

Some who have tried them, if you’ll take tl'eir oaths, 
Swear they’re as arrant tinsel as their clothes. 
Imagine us but what we represent. 

And we could e’en give you as good content 
Our faces, shapes, — all’s better than you see, 

And for the rest, they want as much as we. 

Oh, would the higher powers be kind to ns, 

And grant us to set up a female house ! 

We’ll make ourselves to please both sexes tlun. 

To the men women, to the women men. 

Here, we presume, our legs are no ill siglil. 

And they will give you no ill dreams at ni^lit. 

In dreams both sexes must their passion ca* e, 

You make us then as civil as you please. 

This would prevent the Houses joining too, 

At which we are as much displeased as you ; 

For all our women most devoutly swear, 

Each would be rather a poor actress here 
Than to be made a Mamamouchi there. 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOCxUE TO 
MARRIAGE-A-LA-MODE.’'t 
1672. 

PROLOGUE. 

I^ORD, how leformed and quiet aic wc grown, 

Since all our braves and all our wits are g( ne ! 
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Fop-corner now is free from civil war, 

White-wig and vizard mask^ no longer jar. 

France and the fleet have swept the town so clear, + 5 

That we can act in peace, and yon can hear. 

Those that durst fight are gone to get lenown ; 

And tliose that durst not, blush to stand in town t 
’Twas a sad sight, before they marched § from home, 

To see our waniors in red waistcoats come, lo 

With hair tucked up, into our tiring-ioom. 

But ’twas more sad to hear their last adieu : 

The women sobbed, and swoie they would be tnic j 
And so they were, as long as e’er they could ; 

But powerful guinea cannot be withstood,^ 15 

And they were made of playhouse flesh and blood. 

Fate did their friends for double use ordain; 

In wars abroad they grinning honour gain, 

And mistresses for all that stay maintain. 

Now they are gone, ’tis dead vacation here, 20 

For neither friends nor enemies appear. 

Poor pensive punk now peeps ere plays begin, 

Sees the bare bench, and dares not venture in , 

But manages her last half-crown with carc,l| 

And trudges to the Mall on foot for air. 25 

Our city friends so far will hardly roam,^ 

They can take up with pleasuies neaier home ; 

And see gay shows with ** gaudy scenes elsewhcj t ; 

For we presume they seldom come to hear. 

But they have now taken up a glorious trade, 30 

And cutting Morecraft+f struts m masquerade* 


published in 1673 The Prologue and Epilogue were printed in “Cuvent ttiiflcn i'Kjllcivf’ ' 
that the play must have first appeared m 1672 Some of the variation* in the “ Covent Giiitlt u 
Drollery version aie adopted in this edition; others are obvious nnspiints 

■* instead of malr, which is the common reading of editors, has been aclopU'd fiuiii Uil 

version in “Covent Garden Drollery/^ where the line is printed . 

“ While wig and vizard masks no longer jar ” 
f The war in conjunction with France against the Dutch, which began in Mait:h 1672. 
i These two lines are omitted in Scott’s and Bell’s editions, and are supplied from the “Cove .t 
Garden Drolleiy” version 

§ Weut instead of marcJied in “ Covent Garden Drollery ” vcision. 

II Half-a-crown was the price of entiance to the pit 

^ Roam i& adopted from “Covent Garden DioUery’’ version, instead of covtCt which is m all 
modem editions. 

With from “ Covent Garden Drollery” version, instead of and^ the common leading 
•It In the “ Covent Garden DioUery’’ version it is “ cunning Blorecraft bur as appears in 

the Prologue as printed in early editions of the play, the word i*- preserved ^ Cntihig mean, 
doing the dandy, like the “ Cutter of Coleman Stieet ” Llorecraft vas a rich city usurer Mr. 
R Bell says he was a hair-dresser, but this is piobahly a conjecture from the epithet 
Moreciaft is mentioned by Dryden in his Tianslation of the second Epode of Horace, and is cleai ly 
a money-lender : 

“Thus Morecraft said within himself: 

Resolved to leave the wicked town, 

And live rctiied upon his own, 

He called his money m : 

But the prevailing love of pelf 
Soon split him on the former shelf, 

He put it out again ” 
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[Oldham 
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Here’s all our hope, for we shall show to-day 
A masquing ball, to recommend our play ; 

Nay, to endear them more, and let them see 

We scorn to come behind in courtesy, 35 

We’ll follow the new mode which they begin, 

And treat them with a room, and couch within : 

For that’s one way, howe’er the play fall short, 

To oblige the town, the city, and the court. 

EPILOGUE. 

Thus have my spouse and I informed the nation, 

And led you all the way to reformation ; 

Not with dull morals, gravely writ, like those 
Which men of easy phlegm with care compose, 

Your poets, of stiff words and limber sense, 5 

Bom on the confines of indifference ; 

But by examples drawn, I dare to say, 

From most of you who see and hear the play. 

There are more Rhodophils in this theatre, 

More Palamedes, and some few wives, I fear : * 10 

But yet too far our poet would not run ; 

Though ’twas well offered, there was nothing done. 

He would not quite the women’s frailty bare, 

But stript them to the waist, and left them there ; 

And the men’s faults were less severely shown, 15 

For he considers that himself is one. 

Some stabbing wits, to bloody satire bent, 

Would treat botli sexes with less compliment ; 

Would lay the scene at home; of husbands tell. 

For wenches taking up their wives in the Mell ; 20 

And a brisk bout, which each of tliem did want, 

Made by mistake of mistress and gallant. 

Our modest author thought it was enough 
To cut you off a sample of the stuff : 

He spared my shame, which you, I’m sure, would not, 25 
For 'you were all for driving on the plot : 

You sighed when I came in to break the sport, 

And set your teeth when each design fell short. 

To wives and servants all good wishes lend, 

But the poor cuckold seldom finds a friend. 30 

Since, therefore, court and town will take no pity, 

I humbly cast myself upon the city, 

Oldham also describes Morcoraft as a money-lender : 

Let thiivinfj Morecraft choose his dwelling there, 

Rjch with the spoils of some young spendthrift heir.’* 

Rhodophil and Palamcde, two amorous young sparks in “hlaniage-a-Li-Mode ’* Foi tlic 
rhyme of theatre vA^fear^ compare Epilogue to First Part of “Conquest of Cranada,’* line 29 


THE ASSIGHATIOH 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO ^^THE ASSIGNATION, 
OR LOVE IN A NUNNERY.’^ 

1672. 

PROLOGUE. 

Prologues, like bells to churches, toll you in 
With chiming verse, till the dull plays begin ; 

With this sad difference though of pit and pew, 

You damn the poet, but the priest damns you : 

But priests can treat you at your own expense, 5 

And gravely call you fools without offence. 

Poets, poor devils, have ne’er your folly shown, 

But to their cost you proved it was th«ir own : 

For when a fop’s presented on the stage. 

Straight all the coxcombs in the town engage ; 10 

For his deliverance and revenge they join, 

And grunt, like hogs, about their captive swine. 

Your poets daily split upon this shelf : 

You must have fools, yet none will have himself. 

Or if in kindness you that leave would give, 15 

No man could write you at that rate you live : 

For some of you grow fops with so much haste, 

Riot in nonsense, and commit such waste, 

’Twould ruin poets should they spend so fast. 

He who made this observed what farces hit, 26 

And durst not disoblige you now v ith wit 

But, gentlemen, you overdo the mode ; I 

You must have fools out of the common road. 

The unnatural strained buffoon is only taking ; 

No fop can please you now of God’s own making. 25 

Pardon our poet, if he speaks his mind ; 

You come to plays with your own follies lined *. 

Small fools fall on you, like small showers, in vain ; 

Your own oiled coats keep out all common ram. 

You must have Mamamouchi, such a fop 30 

As would appear a monster in a shop ;+ 

He’ll fill your pit and boxes to the brim, 

Where, rammed in crowds, you see yourselves in him. 

■* Dryden’s comedy of The Assignation, oi Love m a Nunnery,” was produced in 1672, and 
was unsuccessful on the stage It was published m 1G73, with a dedication to Sir Charles Sedley, 
in which he admitted its bad reception “It succeeded ill in the representation, against the 
opinion of many of the best judges of our age, to whom you know 1 read it, ere it was presented 
publicly. Whether the fault was in the play itself, or in the lameness of the action, or in the 
number of its enemies, who came resolved to damn it for the title, I will not now dispute.” The 
title of ‘ ‘ Love in a N unnery ” would have displeasediRoman Catholics. 

t Another fling at Ravenscroft’s play of “ The Citizen turned Gentleman, 01 Mamamouchi.” 
See note on last line of Epilogue to “ Secret Love,” p 414. I’hc outlandish words in the lines which 
follow are taken from that play Ravenscroft revenged hknself on Dryden in a Prologue to his 
play of “ The Careless Lovers,” produced m 1673, where he dwelt on the failure on the stage of 
“The Assignation.” 
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Sure there’s some spell our poet never knew, 

In HiiUibahlahde^ and Chu, chti^ cJm ; 35 

Hut Marabarah sahem most did touch you ; 

That is, Oh how we love the Mamamouchi I 
Grimace and habit sent you pleased away ; 

You damned the poet, and cried up the play. 

This thought had made our author more uneasy, 40 

But that he hopes I’m fool enough to please ye. 

But here’s my gnef, — ^though nature, joined with art, 

Have cut me out to act a fooling part, 

Yet, to your praise, the few wits heic will soy, 

’Twas imitating you taught hlaynes to play. 45 

EPILOGUE. 

Some have expected, from our bills to-day, 

To find a satire in our poet’s play. 

The zealous rout from Coleman-street did lun, 

To see the story of the Friar and Nun ; 

Or tales yet more ridiculous to hear, 5 

Vouched by their vicar of ten pound a-year. 

Of nuns who did against temptation pray, 

And discipline laid on the pleasant way : 

Or that, to please the malice of the town, 

Our poet should in some close cell have shown lo 

Some sister, playing at content alone. 

This they did hope ; the other side did fear ; 

And both, you see, alike aie cozened here. 

Some thought the title of our play to blame j 

They liked the thing, but yet abhorred the name : 15 

Lilce modest punks, who all you ask affoid, 

But for the world they would not name that word. 

Yet, if you’ll credit what I heard him say, 

Our poet meant no scandal in his play ! 

His nuns are good, which on the stage are shown, 20 

And sure, behind our scenes you’ll look for none. 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO 
“AMBOYNA, OR THE CRUELTIES OF THE DUTCH 
TO THE ENGLISH MERCHANTS.”* 

1673. 

PROLOGUE. 

As needy gallants in the scriveners’ hands 

Court the rich knave that gi*ipes thcii mortgaged lands, 

Dry 4 en’<j tragedy of ^^Amboyna” was produced at the Theatre Royal in 1673, durina the 
putch wsjr : its object was to feed and simulate the national feeling against the Dutch. It 

wa^ p’l^li^tied in th^ same year, with a fulspine dedication to Loid Clifford, with the language of 
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The first fat buck of all the season’s sent, 

And keeper takes no fee in compliment ; 

The dotage of some Englishmen is such, 5 

To fawn on those who ruin them, the Dutch. 

They shall have all, rather than make a \var 
With those who of the same religion aie. 

The Straits, the Guinea trade, the hen*mgs too, 

Nay, to preserve them, they shall pickle you. 10 

Some are resolved not to find out the cheat, 

But, cuckold-like, love him who docs the feat : 

What injuries soe’er upon us fall, 

Yet still the same religion answers all . 

Religion wheedled you to civil war, 15 

Drew English blood, and Dutchmen’s now would spare. 

Be gulled no longer ; for you’ll find it hue, 

They have no moie religion, faith, than you ; 

Interest’s the god they woiship in their State \ 

And you, I take it, have not much of that. 

Well, Monarcliies may own religion’s name, 

But States* aie atheists in their vexy frame. 

They share a sin, and such propoitions fall 
That, like a stink, ’tis nothing to them all. 

How tliey love England, you shall see tins day 
No map shows Holland truer tlian our play : 

Their pictuies and inscriptions well we know j 
We may be bold one medal sme to show. 

View then their falsehoods, rapine, ciuelty ; 

And think what once they weie they still would be : 30 

But hope not either language, plot, or art ; 

’Twas writ in haste, but with an English heart • 

And least hope wit ; in Dutchmen that would be 
As much impropei as \vnuld honesty. 

EVILOGUR. 

A poet once the Spartans led to fight, 

And made them conquer in the Muses’ right ; 

So would our poet lead you on this day. 

Showing yoiii loitured fathers in his jfiny. 

To one well horn the affront is v/oi sc, and more, 5 

When he’s abused and harfied by a boor. 

With an ill grace the riieir nrisdriefs do, 

They’ve both ill natuie ami -11 too. 


20 


25 


which Drydeds subsequent fierce attacl ' Shnfii- ^bury and on the public policy of this tune, which 
was even more Cliifoid’s than Shaftesbuj v’ . aie stranqely inconsistent See line 177 of “Absalom 
and Achitophel/' and line 65^ of “The Metlal,” and the notes on those passages on the subject 
of Dryden’s gross self-contradiction m his invectives against Shaftesbuj about the Dutch war. 
The mistake of all editors of Dryden in treating this Prologue and Epilogue as ja reproduction 
with some additions of “A Satiie on the Dutch, said to have been written by Dryden m 1662 
has been exposed in the Introductory Note to “ Astrasa Redux,” p 14. The ppem with that title 
first appeared in 1704, in the third volume of the “State Poems, and was cleaily a booksellers 
concoction from this Prologue and Epilogue 

* The word state is here used like republic, to denote a form of government without a king. 

EES 
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Well may they boast themselves an ancient nation, 

For they were bred ere manners were in fashion ; lo 

And their new commonwealth has set them free, 

Only from honour and civility. 

Venetians do not more uncouthiy ride, 

Than did their lubber state mankind bestride ; 

Their sway became them with as ill a mien ^ 1 5 

As their own paunches swell above their chin : 

Yet is their empire no true growth, but humoui, 

And only two Kings’ touch can cure the tumour.'* * * § 

As Cato did his Afric fruits display,t 

So we before your eyes their Indies lay : 20 

All loyal English will, like him, conclude, 

Let Csesar live, and Carthage be subdued ! t 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO THE UNIVERSITY 
OF OXFORD.§ 

1673. 

PROLOGUE. 

hy Mr. Hart atihe acting of the ^'Silent D'ornau'" 

What Greece, when learning flourished, only hnew, 

Athenian judges, you this day renew. 

Here too are annual rites to Pallas done, 

And here poetic prizes lost or won. 


* The kings of England and France, now allied against the Dutch 

t See “Annus Mirabilis,” stan/a 173, where the same allusion occurs, and the note on that 
passage. 

t Shaftesbury, in his speech to the two Houses, dcliveied in his character of Lord Chancellor at 
the opening of Parfiaraent, February 5, 1673, said that Parliament had “judged aright, that at 
any rate deletida est Carthago^ that government was to be brought down He did not here say 
anything stronger than Dryden’s, 

Let Caesar live, and Carthage be .subdued : ’* 

but he was afterwards, and to the end of his life, reproached foi the dete?ida cst Carthago^ and 
Dryden became foremost in upbraiding him. 

§ Sir Walter Scott and Mr Roljurt^Bcll have both assigned a wrong date for this Prologue and 
Epilogue, which were composed for the King^s Company of actors on a visit to CHford in 1673 
Both editors have proceeded on the erroneous supposition that the allusions in the Epilogue to 
• machines and witches refer to Shadw ell’s ‘‘Lancashire Witches,” pioduced at the theatre in 
Dorset Gardens in 1681; and as Hart reti»t.d from the stage in October iGSi, Mr Bell fixes 
I that yeati as the date. The special allusion to machines and witcbv,s is to a representation of 
Shakespeare’s “Macbeth” transfoimed into nn opoia in Dorset Gardens, in 1C72 I'hese 
two pieces are clearly tho.se refened to bj'- Diydcn ir» lus letter ir> IsLochester in 1673. “ I 

have sent your lordship a Prologue and CpILigue ivh’ca f inado ftu our playeis when they 
went down to Oxford. 1 hear they have sum^ed^d and b\ the event youi lordship will judge 
how easy ’tLs to pass anything upon an Uni\t,rsuy, ..nd how gross lluterv the learned will endure ” 
'Hiey are printed in the “Miscellany Poems,” 1684, ju.jt before the l-'rologue and Epilogue for 
Oxford of 1674. 
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Methinks I see you crowned with olives sit, 5 

And strike a sacred horror from the pit 
A day of doom is this of your decree, 

Where even the best are but by mercy free ; 

A day which none but Jonson durst have wished to see. 

Here they who long have known the useful stage 10 

Come to be taught themselves to teach the age. 

As your commissioners our poets go, 

To cultivate the viitue which you sow ; 

In your Lyceum fiist themselves refined. 

And delegated thence to human-kind. 15 

But as ambas*sadors, when long from home, 

For new instructions to their princes come, 
wSo poets, who youi precepts have forgot. 

Return, and beg they may be bettei taught : 

Follies and faults elsewhere by them are shown, 20 

But by your manners they correct their own. 

The illiterate writer, empiuc-like, applies 
To minds diseased unsafe chance remedies : 

The learned in schools, where knowledge first began, 

Studies with care the anatomy of man ; 25 

Sees virtue, vice, and passions in their cause, 

And fame from science, not from fortune, draws. 

So poetry, which is in Oxford made 
An art, in London only is a trade. 

There haughty dunces, whose unlearned pen 30 

Could ne’er spell grammai, would be reading men. 

Such build their poems the Lucretian way j 
So many huddled atoms make a play j 
And if they hit in ordei by some chance, 

They call that nature which is ignorance. 35 

To such a fame lef mere town wits aspire, 

And their gay nonsense their own cits admire. 

Our poet, could he find forgiveness here. 

Would wish it rather than a plaudit there. 

He owns no crown from those Praitorian bands, 40 

But knows that right is in this Senate’s hands. 

Not impudent enough to hope your praise, 

Low at the Muses’ feet his wreath he lays. 

And, where he took it up, resigns his bays. 

Kings make their poets whom themselves think fit, 45 

But ’tis your sulfrage makes authentic wit 


EPILOGUE. 

spoken hy Mr. Hart. 

No poor Dutch peasant, winged with all his fear, 

Flies with more haste, when the French arms draw near, 
Than we with our poetic train come down, 

For refuge hither from the infected town : 
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Heaven for our sins this summer has thought fit 5 

To visit us with all the plagues of wit, 

A French troop first swept all things in its way; 

But those hot Monsieurs were too quick to stay ; * 

Yet, to our cost, in that short time, we find 
They left their itch of novelty behind. 10 

The Italian Merry-Andrews took their place, 

And quite debauched the stage with lewd giimace : 

Instead of wit and humours, your delight 
Was there to see two hobby-horses fight ; 

Stout Scaramoucha with rush lance rode in, 15 

And ran a tilt at centaur Arlequin. 

For love you heard how amorous asses brayed, 

And cats in gutters gave their serenade. 

Nature was out of countenance, and each day 
Some new-born monster shown you for a play. 20 

But when all failed, to strike the stage quite dumb, 

Those wicked engines, called machines, are come. 

Thunder and lightning now for wit are played, 

And shortly scenes in Lapland will be laid : 

Art magic is for poetry profest ; 25 

And cats and dogs, and each obscener beast, 

To which Egyptian dotards once did bow, 

Upon our English stage are woishipped now. 

Witchcraft reigns there, and raises to renown 

Macbeth, the Simon Magus of the lown.t 30 

Fletcher’s despised, your Jonson out of fashion, 

And wit the only drug in all the nation. 

In this low ebb our warea to you aic sliown, 

By you those staple authors’ woith is known ; 

For wit’s a manufacture of your own. 35 

When you, who only can, their scenes have praised. 

We’ll boldly back, and say their price is laised. 

* The French actors have been already referred to in the Prologue to the First Part of “ The 
Oowquest 01 Grandda,” 1670, and the Prologue to “ Arviragus. and Phihcia/’ 1672 They are 
la'^ed a^n in the next Prologue, and often afterwards 

_ T ^1 tms refers to a representation of “ Macbeth ” as an opera in the Dorset Gardens Theatre 
m 1072. A full account of the performance, with its machines and witches, may be read in GenesPs 
the English Stage,” vol i. p. 139 This line was erroneously printed by Broughton, 
who has been followed by all succeeding editor : 

“Macbeth and Simon Magus of the town.^' 

believing that this Epilogue was of much later date, and that Shad well’s “ Lancashire 
w Itches was referred to, says in a note. “This has no reference to any recent repre- 
sentation of the tragedy of Macbeth : Shadwell, from the witchcraft introduced in his play, xs 
xromcally termed Macbeth and Simon Magus , ’ ” all which is error. The opera of Macbeth xs 
said to have beexi made from Shakespeare’s pUy by Sir Wilhain Davenant , but his name did noi 
® title-page when it was published m 1674 Genest says that “ when Davenant made 
this alteration of Macbeth, he had xn his possession a copy of Middleton’s ‘ Witch,’ which till 1778 
existed only in manuscript , from it he has taken, the names of the wntches and a considerable pai t 
01 the choruses, which are still sung on the modern stage when Macbeth is acted ” (1832 } 
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PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE SPOKEN AT THE OPENING 
OF THE NEW HOUSE, March 26, 1674.'^' 

PROLOGUE. 

A PLAIN-BUILT house, after so long a slay, 

Will send you half unsatisfied away ; 

When, fallen from your expected pomp, you find 
A bare convenience only is designed. 

You, who each day can theatres behold, 5 

Like Nero’s palace, shining all with gold, 

Our mean ungilded stage will scorn, we fear, 

And for the homely room disdain the cheer. 

Yet now cheap druggets to a mode aie grown. 

And a plain suit, since we can make but one, 10 

Is better than to be by tarnished gawdry known. 

They, who are by your favours wealthy made. 

With mighty sums may cany on the trade ; 

We, broken banquiers, half destroyed by fire. 

With our small stock to humble roofs retire ; 15 

Pity our loss, while you their pomp admire. 

For fame and honour we no longer strive ; 

We yield in both, and only beg to live ; 

Unable to support their vast expense, 

Who build and treat with such magnificence, 20 

That, like the ambitious monai'chs of the age, 

They give the law to our provincial stage. 

Great neighbours enviously promote excess. 

While they impose their splendour on the less ; 

But only fools, and they of vast estate, 25 

The extremity of modes will imitate, 

The dangling knee-fringe and the brb-cravat 
Yet if some pride with want may be allowed. 

We in our plainness may be justly proud ; 

Our royal master willed it should be so ; 30 

Whate’er he’s pleased to own can need no show ; 

That sacred name gives ornament and grace ; 

And, like his stamp, makes basest metals pass. 

’ Twere folly now a stately pile to raise, 

To build a playhouse, while you throw down plays ; 35 ’ 

' I 

* Dryden was selected to write the Prologue and Epilogue to he delivered on the occasion of | 
the opening of the new King's House or Theatre Royal, March 26, 1674 The new theatre j 
was in Drury Lane ; it was built after a design by Sir Chribtopher Wren. It appea^ from i 
a paper published by Mr Collier in the Shakespeare Society’s papers (iv. 147), that Bnrden 
had taken part in the expense of building a scene house for this new theatre This Prologue | 
and Epilogue are principally devoted to sneers at the rival theatre of the Duke of York in | 
Dorset Gardens : its gawdry* is contrasted with the plainness of the new Theatre Royal ; and its j 
handsome stage decorations and scenes, machines, operas, and French tastes are also ridiculed. \ 
In the Epilogue the situation of the new theatre m Drury Lane is pointed out as more convenient 
than that of the other theatre in Dorset Gardens, Salisbury Court, Fleet Street. These 
pieces arc printed in Dryden's first Miscellany volume, published in 1684. ' ■ ' 
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Whilst scenes, machines, and empty operas reign, 

And for the pencil you the pen disdain ; 

While troops of famished Frenchmen hither drive, 

And laugh at those upon whose alms they live : 

Old English authors vanish, and give place 40 

To these new conquerors of the Norman race. 

Mo'ie tamely than your fathers you submit ; 

You’re now grown vassals to them in your wit. 

Mark, when they play, how our fine fops advance 

The mighty merits of these men of France, 45 

Keep time, cry Ben* and humour the cadence. 

Well, please yourselves ; but sure ’tis understood, 

That French machines have ne’er done England good. 

I would not prophesy our house’s fate ; 

But while vain shows and scenes you overrate, 50 

’Tis to be feared 

That, as a fire the former house o’erthrew, 

Machines and tempests will destroy the new.+ 

EPILOGUE. 

Though what our prologue said was sadly true. 

Yet, gentlemen, our homely house is new, 

A charm that seldom fails with wicked you. 

A country lip may have the velvet touch ; 

Though she’s no lady, you may think her such : 5 

A strong imagination may do much. 

But you, loud sirs, who through your curls look big, 

Critics in plume and white valiancy wig, 

Who lolling on our foremost benches sit. 

And still charge first, the true forlorn of wit ; 10 

Whose favours, like the sun, warm where you loll. 

Yet you, like him, have neither heat nor soul ; 

So may your hats your foretops never press. 

Untouched your ribbons, sacred be your dress ; 

So may you slowly to old age advance, 15 

And have the excuse of youth for ignorance ; 

So may fop-comer full of noise remain, 

And drive far off the duU, attentive train ; 

So may your midnight scounngs happy prove, 

And morning batteries force your way to love ; 20 

So may not France your warlike hands recall. 

But leave you by each other’s swords to fall, J 
As you come here to ruffle vizard punk. 

When sober rail, and roar when you are drunk. 

* Bew is the word in the copy in the “ Mibcellany Poems,” 1684, and is probably intended 
for ateu : modem editors have pnnted JSon. 

t The '‘tempests” refers to an opera from Shakespeare’s “Tempest,” arranged by Shadwell, and 
^673 hi Dorset Gardens with abundance of machinery The machines of the opera 
* Macbeth,” brou^t out in 1672 in the same theatre, were ridiculed by Dryden in his Epilogue 
to the Umversity of Oxford, 1673. 

* Mr. ^rope, a man of fortune and fashion, had lieea lately stabbed in the theatre at Dorset 
Gardens, by Sir Thomas Armstiong, dunug the peiformaiice of the opera of “Macbeth,” and he 
died of the wound. 
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But to the wits we can some merit plead. 

And urge what by themselves has oft been said : 

Our house relieves the ladies from the frights 
Of ill-paved streets, and long dark winter nights ; 
The Flanders horses from a cold bleak road, 

Where bears in furs dar« scarcely look abroad ; 

The audience from worn plays and fustian stuff 
Of rhyme, more nauseous than three bo}'S in buff. 
Though in their house the p.’)C£s^ heads appear,^ 

We hope we may presume Uieir wits are here. 

The best which they reserved they now will play, 

For, like kind cuckolds, tliough we have not the way 
To please, we’ll find you "abler men who may. 

If they should fail, for last recruits we breed 
A troop of friskiiig Monsieurs to succeed. 

(You know the F*oach sure cards at time of need.) 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO THE UNIVERSITY 
OF OXFORD.! 

1674. 

PROLOGUE. 

Spoken by Mr. Hart. 

Poets, your subjects, have their parts assigned, 

To unbend and to cjivert their sovereign’s mind : 

When, tired with following nature, you think fit 
To seek repose in the cool shades of wit, 

And from the sweet retreat with joy survey 5 

What rests and what is conquered of the way. 

Here, free yourselves from envy, care, and strife, 

You view the various turns of human life ; 

Safe in our scene, through dangerous courts you go. 

And undebauched the vice of cities know. 10 

Your theories are here to practice brought. 

As in mechanic operations wrought ; 

And man, the little world, before you set, 

As once the sphere of crystal showed the great. 

Blest sure are you above all mortal kind, 15 

If to your fortunes you can suit your mind ; 

Content to see, and shun, those ills we show, 

And crimes on theatres alone to know. 


* The portraits of poets probably formed part of tbe decorations of the Dorset Gardens Theatre, 
t It is to be presumed that this Prologue and the Epilogue which follows were spoken at Oxford 
on the same occasion. They are reprinted from Dryden’s first Miscellany volume, 1684, where the 
Epilogue immediately follows the Prologue. The Prologue is there stated to have been spoken at 
Oxford in 1674 Dr Bathurst, complimented in the Epilogue, was Vice-Chancellor in that year; he 
held the office from October 1673 to October 1675 The Epilogue is printed twice in the volume of 
1684, and is said, the first time, to be spoken by Mrs. Boutell, and the second by Mrs. Marshall, 
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With joy we bring what our dead authors Avrit, 

And beg from you the value of their wit : 20 

That Shakespeare’s, Fletcher’s, and gieat Jonson’s claim 
May be renewed from those who gave them fame. 

None of our living poets dare appear ; 

For Muses so severe are v/orshipped here 

That, conscious of their faults, they shun the eye, 25 

And, as profane, from sacred places fly, 

Rather than see the offended God, and die. 

We bring no imperfections, biii; our own ; 

Such faults as made are by the makers shown ; 

And you have been so kind that we may boast, 30 

The greatest judges still can pardon most. 

Poets must stoop, when they Avould please our pit, 

Debased even to the level of their wil ; 

Disdaining that which yet they know will take, 

Hating themselves what their applause must make. 35 

But when to praise from you they would aspi ‘e, 

Though they like eagles mount, your Jove is \.'igher. 

So far your knowledge all tlieir power transcends, 

As what should be beyond what is extends. 

EPILOGUE. 

Oft has our poet wished, this happy seat 
Might prove his fading Muse’s last retreat : 

I wondered at his wish, but now I find 
He sought for quiet,* and content of mind ; 

Which noiseful towns and courts can never know, '5 

And only in the shades, like laurels, grow. 

Youth, ere it sees the world, here studies rest, 

And age, returning thence, concludes it best. 

What wonder if we court that happiness, 

Yearljr to share, which hourly you possess ; 10 

Teaching even you, while the vexed world we show. 

Your peace to value more, and better know. 

’Tis*all we can return for favours past, 

Whose holy memory shall ever last, 

For patronage from him whose care presides 15 

O’er every noble art, and every science guides : 

Bathurst, a name the learned with reverence know, 

And scarcely more to his own Virgil owe ; 

Whose age enjoys but what his youth deserved, 

To rule those Muses whom before he served. 20 

His learning, and untainted manners too. 

We find, Athenians, are derived to you ; 

Such ancient hospitality there rests 
In yours, as dwelt in the first Grecian breasts, 

Whose kindness was religion to their guests. 25 

Such modesty did to our sex appear, 

He here sought quiet,” is a various reading of the second copy in the Miscellany Poemsi, 


AURENG^-ZEBE. 


4~7 


As, liad there been no laws, we need not fear. 

Since each of you was our protector here. 

Converse so chaste, and so stiict virtue shown, 

As might Apollo with the Muset> own. 30 

Till our letiirn, we must despair to find 
Judges so just, so knowing, and so kind. 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO “ AURENG-ZEBE, OR 
THE GREAT MOGUL.”* 

167s. 

PROLOGUE. 

Our author by experience finds it tiue, 

’Tis much more hard to please himself than you ; 

And, out of no feigned modesty, this day 
Damub his laborious trifle of a play ; 

Not that ifs worse than what before he writ, 5 

But he has now another taste of wit ; 

And, to confess a truth, though out of time, 

Grows weary of his long -loved mistress, iN.h3une. 

Passion’s too fierce to be in fetters bound, 

And Nature flies him like enchanted ground : lo 

What verse can do he has performed in this, 

Which he presumes the most con*ect of his ; 

But spite of all his pride, a secret shame 
Invades his breast at Shakespeare’s sacred name : 

Awed when he hears his godlike Romans rage, 15 

He in a just despair would quit the stage ; 

And to an age less polished, more unskilled, 

Does with disdain the foremost honours yield. 

As with the greater dead he dares not strive. 

He would not match his verse with those who live : ^ 20 

Let him retire, betwixt two ages cast. 

The first of this and hindmost of the last. 

A losing gamester, let him sneak away ; 

He bears no ready money from the play. 

The fate which governs poets thought it fit 25 

He should not raise his fortunes by his wit. 

The clergy thrive, and the litigious bar ; 

Dull heroes fatten with the spoils of war : 

All southern vices, Heaven be praised, are here ; 

But wit’s a luxury you think too dear. 30 

When you to cultivate the plant are loth, 

’Tis a shrewd sign ’twas never of your growth : 

* Aureng-2cbe was produced at the Theatre Royal in 1675. It is the last of Dryden’s rhyming 
tragedies ; and in the Prologue he sap that he grows weary of rhyme, which he had before so 
zealously defended He also in the Prologue speaks of retinng from the stage , and nearly two 
years elapsed before he produced his next play. Aureng-2ebe was published in rdyd. 
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And wit in northern climates will not blow, 

Except, like orange trees, ’tis housed from snow. 

There needs no care to put a playhouse dov/n, 35 

’Tis the most desert place of all the town : 

We and our neighbours, to speak proudly, are, 

Like monarchs, ruined with expensive war ;* 

While, like wise English, unconcerned you sit, 

And see us play the tragedy of Wit. 40 


EPILOGUE. 

A pretty task ! and so I told the fool, 

Who needs would undertake to please by lule : 

He thought that, if his characters were good, 

The scenes entire, and treed from noise and blood ; 

The action great, -yet circumscnbed by time, 5 

The words not forced, but sliding into rhyme, 

The passions raised and calmed by just degrees. 

As tides are swelled, and then retire to seas ; 

He thought in hitting these his business done, 

Though he perhaps has failed in every one : 10 

But after all, a poet must confess, 

His art’s, like physic, but a happy guess, t 
Your pleasure on your fancy must depend : 

The lady’s pleased, just as she likes her friend. 

No song ! no dance ! no show ! he fears you’ll say ; 15 

You love all naked beauties, but a play. 

He much mistakes your methods to delight ; 

And, like the French, abhors our target fight : 

But those damned dogs can never be in the right. 

True English hate your Monsieur’s paltry arts, 20 

For you are all silk- weavers in your hearts. 

Bold Britons, at a brave Bear-garden fray, 

Are roused ; and, clattering sticks, cry, Play, play, play ! 
Meantime, your filthy foreigner will stare, 

And mutter to himself, Ha^ gens harharel 25 

And, gad, ’tis well he mutters ; well for him ; 

Oiu: butcheis else would tear him limb from limb. 

’Tis true, the time may come, your sons may be 
Infected with this French civility : 

But this in after ages will be done : 30 

Our poet writes an hundred years too soon. 

This age comes on too slow, or he too fast ; 

And early springs are subject to a blast ! 

Who would excel, when few can make a test 

Betwixt indifferent writing and the best ? 35 

For favours cheap and common who would strive, 

Which, like abandoned prostitutes, you give? 

* This seems an intimation that the two Theaties* both suffered by their rivalry, 
t Spelt^.4tfrr by Dryden, 
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Yet, scattered here and there, I some behold, 

Who can discern the tinsel from the gold : 

To these he writes ; and, if by them allowed, 40 

’Tis their prerogative to rule the ciowd. 

For he more fears, like a presuming man. 

Their votes who cannot judge than theirs who can. 


EPILOGUE TO CALISTO, OR THE CHASTE 
NYMPH.” 

Intended to have been spoken by the Lady Henrietta Maria Wentworth, when 
“ Catisio"^ was acted at Courts tn 1675. 

As Jupiter I made my court in vain ; 

I’ll now assume my native shape again. 

I’m weary to be so unkindly used, 

And would not be a god to be refused. 

State grows uneasy when it hinders love ; 5 

A glorious burden, which the wise remove. 

Now, as a nymph, I need not sue, nor tiy 
The force of any lightning but the eye. 

Beauty and youth more than a god command ; 

No Jove could e’er the foice of these withstand. 10 

’Tis heie that sovereign power admits dispute ; 

Beauty sometimes is justly absolute. 

Our sullen Catos, whatsoe’er they say. 

Even while they frown and dictate laws, obey. 

You, mighty Sir, our bonds inoie easy make, 15 

And gracefully what all must suffer take ; 

* This Epilogue is always given as Dryden’s, and is very probably his , but in the “ Miscellany 
Poems, 1684, it is not given with Dryden’s name, while his name is prefixed to all his other Pro- 
lo^es and Epilogues printed in that volume ; and it is also printed apart from the others. On the 
other hand, it is placed next to the similar pieces bearing Dryden’s name, in the Table of Contents ; 
a transposition which countenances the idea that it is Dryden’s His name was attached to this 
piece in the third edition, 1702, published after his death Calisto, or the Chaste Nymph,” was 
a masque composed by Crowne to be acted at court in 1675. Crowne was at this’ time patronised 
by Rochester, who held a place at court, and was a great favouiite of Charles II.: and Rochester 
is said to have recommended Crowne on this occasion to the court Later, in 1679, there was a 
violent quarrel between Rochester and Dryden, but there is no evidence of their being on bad terms 
so early as 1675 ^ In i6p Dryden had dedicated his play of MarrIage-a-la-Mode ” to Rochester, 
and a letter of his of the same year, but w ntten later in the year, to Rochester is extant, full of 
expressions of gratitude and adniUafiun. Tt has been generally stated that Rochester’s recom- t 
mendation of Crowne to compose this masque for the court was an intended slight to Dryden, but 
theie seems to be no authority for the statement ^ Malone says that “a marked slight was shown to ' 
Dryden, w'hose office as Poet Lauu'nt it nccnli.irbr was to compose such enteitamments for the ' 
com t . ” but the existence of such a liglii of the I»oct T.aureat is at least doubtful Malone goes on ; 
to conjecture that Rochestei inteiron.d to pievcnt the Epiloo-ue wntten by Diyden from' being 1 
spoken. It was rejected, I suppose,” s.n's Malone, “by Ruoh.estcr’s mtcrfeicncc ” This sup- 
position has been icpeatcd by Scott ,nul other hio’^i.iphcr^ as fact ; but thcic is piohably no ground 
for the supposition. T t may be chml afnl w helhcr I »ry, len \\\ c-tc the Epilogue. Ci owne’s masque 
was performed by a brilliant group of notois : the nvo Princesses, Marjr and Anno, had parts, and 
Monmouth was among the dancer's Jiipite'. vc«’i plavcd bv Lady Wentworth, who was aftei wards 
his mistress, and Mercury hy Sarah Jennings, the future Duchess of Marlborough. 
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Above those forms the grave affect to -wear, 

For *tis not to be wise to be severe. 

True wisdom may some gallantly admit, 

And soften business with the charms of wit. 20 

These peaceful triumphs with your cares you bought, 

And from the midst of fighting nations brought. 

You only hear it thunder from afar, 

And sit in peace, the arbiter of war : 

Peace, the loathed manna, vdiich hot brains despise, 25 
You knew its worth, and made it early prize ; 

And in its happy leisure sit and see 
The promises of more felicity : 

Two glorious nymphs of your own godlike line,* 

Whose morning rays like noontide strike and shine ; 30 

Whom you to suppliant monarchs shall dispose. 

To bind your friends and to disarm your foes. 


EPILOGUE TO ^^THE MAN OF MODE, OR SIR FOPLING 

FLUTTER.”t 

1676. 

Most modern wits such monstrous fools have shown. 

They seem not of Heaven’s making, but their own. 

Those nauseous Harlequins in farce may pass , 

But there goes more to a substantial ass • 

Something of man must be exposed to view, 5 

That, gallants, they may more lesemble you. 

Sir Fopling is a fool so nicely vTit, 

The ladies would mistake him for a wit ; 

And, when he sings, talks loud, and cocks, would cry, 

I vow, mcthinks, he’s pretty company ! 10 

So brisk, so gay, so travailed, so refined, 

A.S he took pains to graff upon his kind. 

True fops help Nature’s work, and go to school. 

To file and finish God Almighty’s fool. 

* The Princesses Mary and Anne- 

t This comedy by Sir George Etherege, the last he produced, was hi ought out at Dorset Gardens 
in 1676. Dryden^s admiration of Etherege, “gentle George,” is manifested in “MacFIecknoe,”— 
“ T.et gentle George in triumph tread the stage, 

Make Davenant betray, and Lo\ eit rage : 

Let Cully, Cockwood, Fopling, diarm the pit, 

And in their folly show the writer’s \\ it ” 

w. 151-4. 

Notwithstanding Dryden’s elaborate effort in the Prologue to represent that Sir Fopling Flutter 
was not intended for an individual portrait, the character wrts alw^^s believed to be designed for 
Sir George l^ewitt, a notorious dandy of the time, and knov'n as Beau Hewitt, the same who is 
gibbeted, m Hulgrave’.s “ Es.say on Satire ” for Dulness ; 

“ Then o’er his cups tliis night-bird chirping sits, 

Till he takes Hewitt and Jacit Hall for 
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Yet none Sir Fopling him or him can call ; 15 

He’s knight of the shire, and represents ye all. 

From each he meets he culls whate’er he can ; 

Legion’s his name, a people in a man. 

His bulky folly gathers as it goes, 

And, rolling o’er you, like a snow-ball grows. ?o 

His various modes from various fathers^foUow ; 

One taught the toss, and one the new French wallow ; 

His sword-knot this, his cravat that designed ; 

And this the yard-long snake he twirls behind. 

From one the sacred periwig he gained, 25 

Which wind ne’er blew, nor touch of hat profaned. 

Another’s diving bow he did adore, 

Which with a shog casts all the hair befoie, 

Till he with full decorum brings it back. 

And rises with a water-spaniel shake. 30 

As for his songs, the ladies’ dear delight, 

These sure he took from most of you who write. 

Yet every man is safe from what he feared ; 

For no one fool is hunted from the herd. 


PROLOGUE TO CIRCE.” ^ 

1677. 

Were you but half so wise as you are severe, 

Our youthful poet should not need to fear ; 

To his green years your censures you would suit, 

Not blast the blossom, but expect the fruit. 

* ‘‘ Cisce ” is an opera, or, as the author calls it, a tragedy, by Dr. Chailes Davenant, son of Sir 
William, and successor of his father as manager of the Duke’s Company m Dorset Gaidens It 
was brought out m 1677 : Scott erroneously says, 1675 Bryden composed a Prologue, which he 
afterwards gieatly changed Both forms of the Prologue weie published with the" play m 1G77 
1'he second edition of the Prologue, which is given above, retains the first ten lines of the first 
edition : all else is different Mr. R Bell miikes the mistake of representing the Prologue in its 
first form as by Davenant himself, and the second edition as by Dryden. After %e lo, up to which 
the two Prologues are the same, the first Prologue went on as follows : 

For your own sakes, instruct him w’hcn he’s out. 

You’ll find him mend his work at eve^ bout 
When some young lusty thief is passing by. 

How many of your tender kind will cry, 

" A pioper fellow I pity he should die I 
He might be saved, and thank us for oar pains, 

There’s such a stock of love within his veins.” 

These arguments the women may ijcrsuade. 

But move not you, the brothers of the trade, ^ 

Who, scattering your infection through the pit. 

With aching heaits anil empty piiri.es sit. 

To take your deai five shillings’ worth of wit 
The praise you give him in your 1 indesi mood 
Comes dribbling from you, just like drops of blood ; 

And then you clap so civilly, for fear 

The loudness might oflendyour neighbour’s ear. 

That wc suspect your gVves aie I red within, 

For silence sake, and f’ottoned next the skin- iranu 
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The sex that best does pleasure understand 5 

Will always choose to err on t’other hand. ^ 

They check not him that’s awkward in delight, 

But clap the young rogue’s cheek, and set him right. 

Thus heartened well, and fleshed upon his prey, 

The youth may prove a man another day. 10 

Your Ben and Fletcher, in their first young flight, 

Did no Volpone,^ no Arbaces write ; 

But hopped about, and short excursions made 
From bough to bough, as if they were afraid. 

And each were guilty of some Slighted Maid.t 15 

Shakespeare’s own muse her Pericles first boie ; 

The Prince of Tyre was elder than the Moor. 

Tis miracle to see a first good play ; 

All hawthorns do not bloom on Christmas-day. 

A slender poet must have time to grow, 20 

And spread and burnish as his brothers do. 

Who still looks lean, sure with some pox is curst, 

But no man can be FalstafF-fat at first. 

Then damn not, but indulge his stewed essays. 

Encourage him, and bloat him up with praise, 25 

That he may get more bulk before he dies. 

He’s not yet fed enough for sacrifice. 

Perhaps, if now your grace you will not grudge, 

He may grow up to write, and you to judge. 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO “ALL FOR LOVE, OR 
THE WORLD WELL LOST.’^J 
1678. 

PROLOGUE. 

^What flocks of critics hover here to-day, 

^As vultures wait on armies for their prey. 

All gaping for the -carcase of a play ! 

From these usurpers we appeal to you, 

The only knowing, only judging few ; 

You, who in private have this play allowed, 

Ought to maintain your suffrage t-* the cm', J. 

The captive, once submitted to y :>ui bano 
You should protect from death by vulgar hands 

The Prologue in its improved form was pnnted in the “ Miscellany Poems,” 1684, with the erro- 
neous designation of “An Epilogue written by Mr. Dryden ” The text has been corrected fiom 
the version pnnted in 1684 , in Scott’s and R Bell’s editions, tior is inserted after V'olpone m line 
j2, Wits substituted for in line 15, and rude foi stfr^eedm line 24 
* Volpone, one of Ben Jonson^s best plays , Aibaccs, r. character in Fletcher’s “ King and no 
King.” 

t ‘*The Slighted Maid” was a comedy, wiitton by Sir ivubert Stapleton, which had appeared 
»n 1663. 

t “All for Love, or the World well Lost,”— ■universally considered the b^st of Dryden’s plays,— 
was produced at the Kmg’s Theatre in the beginning of 1678. TlIg’cbhcluding'"C’ 5 S^rof-th« 
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With croaking notCb they bode bonie dire event, 

And follow dying poets by the scent. 5 

Ours gives himself for gone ; you've w atchod your time ; 

He fights this day unarmed, without his ihyme, 

And'ljrings a tale which often has been told, 

As sad as Dido’s, and almost as old. 

His hero, whom you wiis hL bully rail, lo 

Bates of his mettle, and scarce lants at ail ; 

He’s somewhat lewd, lint a well-meaning mind. 

Weeps much, fights litde, but K uondious kind; 

In sliortra pattern and companion ht 

For all the keeping tomes’ of the pit. i 5 

I could name more : a wife, and mistress too, 

Both (to be plain) too good for moal of you ; 

The wife well-natured, ctnd the mistress tiue 
Now, poets, if your fame has been Ins care, 

Allow him all the candoiij you c.jn spaie. 20 

A biave man scorns to quairel onoj a day, 

Like Hectors in at eveiy psitv iiay. 

Let those lind fault whose v. ids very tiinall. 

They’ve need to show that they cao unuL .it all. 

Errors, like straws, upon the sut iace ilov/ ; 25 

He who would seal eh for p^ails mu -I dive below. 

Fops may have leave to lev*.! all they can, 

As pigmies would be glad to lop a man. 

Half-wits are fleas, so little and .so light. 

We scarce could know they live, but that tliey bite. 30 
But as £he rich, when tired with daily feasts, 

For change become their next poor tenants’ guests ; 

Drink hearty draughts of ale fiom plain brown bowls, 

And snatch the homely lasher fioui the coals: 

So you, retiring from much better cheer, 35 

For once may venture to do penance here. 

And since that plenteous autumn now is past, 

Whose grapes and peaches have indulged your taste, 

Take in good part fiom our poor poet’s board 

Such rivclled fruits as vN’inter can afford. ‘ 40 


EPILOGUE. 

Poets, like disputants, when reasons fail, 

Have one sure refuge left, — and that’s to rail. 

Fop, coxcomb, fool, are thimderod through the pit, 

And this is all their eipdpage of vvit. 

Prologue shows that it came out in wnitc- la tf5 Avreng-7ehe,*J in 1675, Dryden 

,ha^ mti mated h is Jntcntion of ieuouijci4kJtf‘y',’ied tr.- ^id!e, and ui this he r^iyme 

f He fig h to this d ay ui'uin.edp without his rhyme ” 

Dryden says in the Preface to thi<i play, which was printed almost immediately • “ In my style, I 
hpe professed to imitate the divine Shakespeare, which that I might perform more freely, 1 have 
disencumbered myself from rhyme.” 

TVwy, a cant word for simpleton, and a play on Antony, 
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MITHRIDATES, KING OR PONTUS. 


We wonder how the devil this difference grows 5 

Betwixt our fools in vei&e and youiis in prose : 

For, faith, the quarrel rightly understood, 

’Tis civil war with their own flesh and blood. 

The threadbare author hates the gaudy coat, 

And sweara at the gilt coach, but swears afoot : 10 

For ’tis observed of every scribbling man, 

Fie grows a fop as fast as e’er he can ; 

Prunes up, and asks his oracle, the glass, 

If pink or purple best become his face. 

For our poor wretch, he neither rails or prays, 15 

Nor likes your wit just as you like his plays ; 

Fie has not yet so much of Mr. Bayes. '* 

I le does his best ; and if he cannot please, 

Would quietly sue out his writ of ease. 

Yet, if he might his own grand jury call, 20 

By the fair ocx he begs to stand or fall. 

Let Cx'sai’s power the men’s ambition move, 

But grace you him, who lost the world for love ! 

Yet if some antiquated lady say 

The last age is not copied in his play j 25 

Fleaven help the man who ibi that face must drudge, 

Which only has the wi inkles of a judge. 

Let not the young and beautious join with those \ 

For should you raise such numerous hosts of foes, 

Young Wits and sparks he to his aid must call ; 30 

’Tis more than one man’s work to please you all. 


EPILOGUE TO MITHRIDATES, KING OF PONTUS.” t 

1678. 

You’ve seen a pair of faithful lovers die ; 

And piuch you caie, for most of you will cry, 

’Twas a just judgment on their constancy. 

For, Fleaven be thanked, we live in such an age, 

When no man dies for love, but on the stage : 5 

And even those martyrs aie but raie m plays; 

A cursed sign how much true faith decays : 

Love is no more a violent desire ; 

’Tis a mere metaphor, a painted fiic. 


. * Bryden boldly turns to account tho name '.vbich had been satinually given- to himself in 
the famous “ Rehearsal ” 

t 1 his is an Epilogue to Lee’s tragedy “ *\Lj:hildatus,” pioductd for the -.t time at the 
i^mgs House m 1678 Scott has primed as jUryiieu s a second Epi!o<4ue to this play after a 
representaUon m 1681 , but he was nustakeu ui ascribing the second to Drydcn. He says tliat he 
louna the Epilogue with many maigmal concctions m the portion of Luttrell’s collection to which 
r access , but he does not say that he «aw u printed as Dryden’s. A copy of the broad-sheel 
o* , "Htish Museum, and the Epilogue is printed without authors name, and may be 

assumed to be by Lee himself. j 
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THE KIND KEEFER, OR LIMBERBAM, 

In all car sex, the name examined well, lo 

^Tis pride to gain, and vanity to tell. 

In woman, ’tis of subtle interest made ; 

Curse on the punk that made it first a trade ! 

She first did wit’s prerogative remove, 

And made a fool presume to prate of love. 15 

Let honour and preferment go for gold, 

But glorious beauty is not to be sold ; 

Or, if it be, ’tis at a rate so high, 

That nothing but adoring it should buy. 

Yet the rich cullies may their boasting spare ; 20 

They purchase but sophisticated ware. 

’Tis prodigality that buys deceit, 

Where both the giver and the taker cheat. 

Men but refine on the old half-crown way ; 

And women fight, like Swizzers,"* for their pay. 25 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO ^^THE KIND KEEPER, j 
OR LIMBERHAM,»t 
1678. 

PROLOGUE. 

True wit has seen its best days long ago; 

It ne’er looked up since we were dipped in show. 

When sense in do^el rhymes and clouds was lost, 

And dulness flourished at the actors’ cost 

Nor stopped it heie ; when tragedy was done, 5 

Satire and humour the same fate have run, 

And comedy is sunk to trick and pun. 

Now our machining lumber will not sell, 

And you no longer care for Heaven or Hell ; 

What stuff will please you next, the Lord can tell. 10 

Let them, who the rebellion first began 
To wit, restore the monarch if they can ; 

Our author dares not be the first bold man. 

* In ** The Hind and the Panther,” part 3, line 549, Dryden uses the word Svjtsses 
t Bryden's comedy, '*The Kind Keeper, or Limberham,'* was brought out at the Duke^s Theatre 
in Dorset Gardens in 16^8. The reason of its appearance there, and not at the King’s Theatre, is 
supposed to be that, being duected against the keeping of mistresses, it would not have been 
acceptable in the theatre of which the King was patron, and which the Court chiefly frequented. 

It fared ill, however, with the more citizen audience of Dorset Gardens, and was so badly received, 
that after the third acting it was withdrawn The play is exceedingly coarse : coarse, as it was 
published and is now read ; but much more coarse, it is said, as it was represented Limberham, 
the befooled keeper of the play, is said by some to have been intended to represent Lauderdale, 
an unpopular politician of dissolute character : and it has been thought that the personal friends of 
Lauderdale may Imve had more to do with the bad reception of the play than its general subject or 
the coarseness of its language Malone suggests that Shaftesbury may have been aimed at m ) 
Limberham ; but this is improbable ; there is no evidence of Dryden’s antagonism to Shafiesbury \ 
at this early period. ' 


[ 
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THE KIND KEEPER, OR LIMBERHAM. 


He, like the prudent citizen, takes caie 

To keep for better marts his staple ware ; 15 

His toys are good enough for Stourbridge fair. 

Tricks were the fashion ; if it now be spent, 

’Tis time enough at Easter to invent ; 

No man will make up a new suit for Lent. 

If now and then he takes a small pretence, 20 

To forage for a little wit and sense, 

Pray pardon him, he meant you no oifence. 

Next summer, Nostradamus tells, they say, 

That all the critics shall be shipped away. 

And not enow be left to damn a play. 25 

To every sail beside, good Heaven, be kind ; 

But drive away that swarm with such a wind 
That not one locust may be left behind 1 


EPILOGUE. 

spo^m by LlMBERHAM. 

I beg a boon, that, ere you all disband, 

Some one would take my bargain off my hand \ 

To keep a punk is but a common evil ; 

To find her false, and marry, — that’s the devil. 

Well, I ne’er acted part in all my life, 5 

But still I was fobbed off with some such wife. 

I find the trick ; these poets take no pity 
Of one that is a member of the city. 

We cheat you lawfully, and in our trades ; 

You cheat us basely with your common ]ades. 10 

Now I am married, I must sit down by it ,* r 

But let me keep my deai -bought spouse in quiet. 

Let none of you damned Woodalls of the pit 
Put in for shares to mend our breed in wit ; 

We know your bastards from our flesh and blood, 15 

Not one in ten of yours e’er comes to good. 

In all the boys their fathers’ virtues shine. 

But all the female fry turn pugs, like mine. 

When these grow up, Lord, with what rampant gadders * 

Our counters will be thronged, and roads with padders ! 20 
This town two bargains has, not worth one farthing, 

A Smithfield horse, and wife of Covent Garden. f 

** Gadders; wanderers, vagabonds. 

+ Shalkespeai’c makes Falstalf .say, when told by his page that Bardolph had gone to Smithfield 
to buy him a horse : “ I bought him in Paul’s, and he’ll buy me a horse in Smithfield , an I could 
get me a wife in the stews, I were manned, horsed, and wived.” (Second Part of Henry IV. 
act i. sc 3.) 
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PROLOGUE TO THE TRUE WIDOW ” * 

1678. 

Heaven save ye, gallants, and this hopeful £^e I 
Ye are welcome to the downfetU of the sta^e. 

The fools have laboured long in their vocation ; 

And vice, the manufacture of the nation, 

O’erstocks the town so much, and thrives so well, 5 

That fops and knaves grow drugs, and will not sell. 

In vain our wares on theatres are shown, 

When each has a plantation of his own. 

His cruse t ne’er fails ; for whatsoe’er he spends. 

There’s still God’s plenty for himself and friends. lo 

Should men be rated by poetic rules. 

Lord, what a poll would there be raised from fools I 
Meantime poor wit prohibited must he. 

As if ’twere made some French commodity 

Fools you will have, and raised at vast expense ; 15 

And yet, as soon as seen, they ^ve offence. 

Time was, when none would ciy “ That oaf was me 1 ” 

But now you strive about your pedigree. 

Bauble and cap no sooner are thrown down, 

But there’s a mussj of more than half the town'. 20 

Each one will challenge a child’s part at least ; 

A sign the family is well increast. 

Of foreign cattle there’s no longer need, 

When we’re supplied so fast with English breed. 

Well ! flourish, countrymen ; drink, swear, and roar ; 25 

Let every free-bom subject keep his whore, 

And wandering in the wilderness about, 

At end of forty years not wear her out. 

But when you see these pictures, let none dare 

To own beyond a limb, or single shaie ; 30 

For where the punk is common, he’s a sot 

Who needs will father what the parish got. 


I 

1 


1 

I 

t 


* Shadweirs comedy of “The True Widow” was produced at the Duke’s Theatre in Dorset 
Gardens, March 21, 1678. After the fierce quarrel of Dryden and Shadwell, Dryden gave this 
same Prologue to Mrs Behn, in i6go, for her play “ The Widow Ranter ” 

+ Cruse was turned into cause in Broughton’s edition of 1743, and this inexcusable mistake 
appears in every succeeding edition of Dryden. 

J A muss is a scramble. 

“ Of late, when T ciicd, ^ Ho ' ’ 

Like boy? unto n muss, kings would stut forth, 

And Cl y, " Your will? ’ ” 

Shakespeare, Antony and Cleopatra^ act iii. hc 13. 
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PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO ^‘OEDIPUS/’* 

1678. 

PROLOGUE. 

When Athens all the Grecian states did guide, 

And Greece gave laws to all the world beside ; 

Then Sophocles with Socrates did sit, 

Supreme in wisdom one, and one in wit : 

And wit from wisdom differed not in those, 5 

But as ’twas sung in verse or said in prose. 

Then CEdipus on crowded theatres 
Drew all admiring eyes and listening ears : 

The pleased spectator shouted every line, 

The noblest, manliest, and the best design ! 10 

And every critic of each learned age, 

By this just model has reformed the stage. 

Now, should it fail, (as Heaven avert our fear ! ) 

Damn it in silence, lest the world should hear. 

For were it known this poem did not please, 15 

You might set up for perfect savages : 

Your neighbours would not look on you as men, 

But think the nation all turned Piets again. 

Faith, as you manage matters, ^tis not fit 

You should suspect yourselves of too much wit : ‘20 

Drive not the jest too far, but spare this piece ; 

And for this once be not more wise than Greece. 

See twice : do not pell-mell to damning fall, 

Like true-born Britons, who ne’er think at all : 

Pray be advised ; and though at Mons you won,t 25 

On pointed cannon do not always run. 

With some respect to ancient wit proceed, * 

And take the first four Councils for your creed. 

But„when you lay tradition wholly by, 

And on the private spirit alone rely, 30 

You turn fanatics in your poetry. 

If, notwithstanding all that we can say, 

You needs will have your penn’orths of the play, 

And come resolved to damn, because you pay. 

Record it, in memorial of the fact, 35 

The first play buried since the Woollen Act. 

^ CEdipus,” a joint production of Dryden and Lee, was brought out at the Duke’s Theatre, 
Dorset (hardens, in the latter part of the year 1678. The references in the Prologue to the battle of 
Mons, fought in August 1678, and to the Woollen Act which came into operation on the 1st of the 
same month, fix the date of its representation as after August Dryden wrote the first and second 
acts of the play : the rest was chiefly written hy Lee Dryden briefly refers in the Epilogue to 
Soplwles, Seneca, and Corneille, who had treated the subject. 

The English auxilia^ force, commanded hy the Earl of Ossory, had aided effectively in the 
victory gained by the Prince of Orange over the French at Mons, in August 1678. 
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I 

^ EPILOGUE. 

What Sophocles could undertake alone. 

Our poets found a work for more than one ; 

And therefore two lay tugging at the piece, 

Both yoked to draw the ponderous mass fiom Greece; 

A weight that bent even Seneca’s strong Muse, 5 

And which Corneille’s shoulders did refuse 
So hard it is the Athenian harp to string ! 

So much two Consuls yield to one just King. 

Terror and pity this whole poem sway ; 

The mightiest machines that can move a play. lo 

How heavy will those vulgar souls be found, 

Whom two such engines cannot move from ground ! 

When Greece and Rome have smiled upon this birth, 

You can but damn for one poor spot of earth ; 

And when your children find your judgment such, 15 

They’ll scoin their sires, and wish themselves born Dutch ; 

Each haughty poet will infer with ease, 

How much his wit must underwrite to please. 

As some strong churl would brandishing advance 

The monumental sword that conquered France, 20 

So you by judging this your judgment teach, 

Thus far you like, that is, thus far you reach. 

Since then the vote of full two thousand years 
Has crowned this plot, and all the dead are theirs, 

Think it a debt you pay, not alms you give, 25 

And in your own defence let this play live. 

Think them not vain, when Sophocles is shown, 

To praise his worth, they humbly doubt their own. 

Yet as weak States each other’s powei assure, 

Weak poets by conjunction are secure. 30 

Their treat is what your palates relish most, 

Charm ! song ! and show ! a murder and a ghost ! 

We know not what you can desire or hope, 

To please you more, but burning of a Pope. 

PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO “TROILUS AND 
CRESSIDA, OR TRUTH FOUND TOO LATE”t 
1679. 

VBOLOGUE. 

See, my loved Britons, sec your Shakespeare rise, 

An awful ghost confessed to human eyes ! 

* Mr. R. Bell has inserted die word. oU before Corneille^ as he also did in the Epilogue to 

** Secret Love, or the Maiden Queen,” line 6, where see note. Compare the word 7 \\<eille in the 
Secular Masque,” lines 63, 67, whore Scott printed re^ietlK' quite incorrectly, 
t Dryden* ** s adaptation of Shakespeare’s ’^Troilus and Cressida,”— a decided deterioration, — 
was brought out at Dorset Gardens* in April ir>79 The Prologue was spoken by Betterton, crowned 
with bays as the ghost of Shakespeare. 
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TROILUS AI^D CRESSIDA. 


Unnamed, methinks, distinguished I had been 
From other shades by this eternal green, 

About whose wreaths the \Tilgar poets stiive, 5 

And with a touch their withered bays revive. 

^Untaught, unpractised, in a barbarous age, 

II found not, but created first the stage. 

'And if I drained no Greek or Latin store, 
rXwas that my own abundance gave me more. 10 

On foreign trade I needed not rely, 

Like fruitful Britain, rich without supply. 

|<In this my lOugh-drawn play you shall behold 
: Some master-strokes, so manly and so bold 
' That he who meant to alter found them such ; 15 

He shook, and thought it sacrilege to touch. 

Now, where are the successors to my name ^ 

What bring they to fill out a poet’s fame ^ 

Weak, short-lived issues of a feeble age ; 

Scarce living to be christened on the stage ! 23 

For humour farce, for love they rhyme dispense, 

That tolls the knell for their departed sense. 

Dulness might thrive in any trade but this : 

’Twould recommend to some fat benefice. 

Dulness, that in a playhouse meets disgrace, 2$ 

Might meet with reverence in its proper place 
The fulsome clench that nauseates the town 
Would from a judge or alderman go clown, 

Such virtue is there in a robe and gown ! 

And that insipid stuff which here you hale, 30 

1 Might somewhere else be called a grave debate ; 

Dulness is decent in the Church and State. 

But I forget that still ’tis understood, 

Bad plays are best decried by showing good. 

Sit silent then, that my pleased soul may see 35 

A judging audience once, and worthy me 
My faithful .scene fiom tiue recoids shah tell, 

Ho-vy Trojan valour did the Greek cj;ccI ; 

Your great forefatlieis r-hall their fame regain, 

And Homer’s angiy ghost repine in vain. 40 


EPILOGUE. 
by ThERSITEG. 

These cruel critics put me into passion. 

For in their lowering looks 1 read damnation : 
You expect a satire, aiid I seldom fail ; 

When I’m first beaten, ’tin my part to lail. 
You British fools of the old Trojan stock, 

That stand so thick one cannot miss the flock, 
Poets have cause to dread a keeping pit, 

When women’s cullies come to judge of mt. 


C.^SAR BORGIA, 
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As we strew ratsbane when we vermin fear, 

’Twere worth the cost to scatter foolbane here ; lo 

And after all our judging fops were served, 

Dull poets too should have a dose reserved ; 

Such reprobates as, past all sense of shaming, 

Write on, and ne’er are satisfied with damning ; 

Next, those, to whom the stage does not belong, 15 

Such whose vocation only is to song. 

At most to prologue ; whom for want of time 
Poets take in for journey-work in rhyme. 

But I want curses for those mighty shoals 

Of scribbling Chlorises, and Phyllis fools : 20 

Those oafs should be restrained, during their lives, 

From pen and ink, as madmen are from knives. 

I could rail on, but ’twere a task as vain 
As preaching truth at Rome or wit in Spain : 

Yet to huff out our play was w’orth my tiydng ; 25 

John Lilburn scaped his judges by defying. 

If guilty, yet I’m sure of the Church’s blessing. 

By suffering for the Plot vathout confessing. 


PROLOGUE TO ‘‘C^SAR BORGIA, SON OF POPE 
ALEXANDER THE SIXTH.”* 

The unhappy man who once has trailed a pen 
Lives not to please himself, but other men ; 

Is always drudging, wastes his life and blood, 

Yet only eats and drinks what you think good. 

What praise soe’er the poetiy deserve, 5 

Yet every fool can bid the poet starve 
That fumbling letcher to levenge is bent. 

Because he'thmks himself 01 whore is meant : 

■ Name but a cuckold, all ihe city swarms. 

From Leadenhall to Ludgate is in aims. lo 

Were there no fear of Antichrist ot Fiance, 

In the best f time poor poets live by chance. 

Either you come not here, 01, as you grace 
Some old acquaintance, drop into the })lace, 

Careless and qualmish with a yawning face : 15 

You sleep o’er ivit, and by my troth you may ; 

Most of your talents lie another w^ay. 

Y ou love to hear of some prodigious tale, 

1 The bell that tolled alone, or Irish whale. 

News IS vour foo-l. ‘’nd y m enough provide, 20 

Both for yoiu'sohe • aud ail the woilct beside. . 

* This tragedy hy Lee was produced at the Dn\c\ House, Dorset Gardens, in t 63 o. The text 
of this Prologue has been coriected from the quarto edition of the play, i68o. Besides the more 
important blunder of Mesi for in hue 13, all die modern editions have yaur for our m lin» 30, 
and Jeasi for feasts m line 41. 

t Best has been improperly changed into hUsi in ah modern editions. 



UmVERSITY OF OXFORD, 


One theatre there is of vast resoit, 

Which whilome of Requests was called the Court ; 

But now the great Exchange of News *tis hight, 

And full of hum and buzz from noon till night. 25 

Up stairs and down you run, as for a race. 

And each man wears three nations in his face. 

So big you look, though claret you retrench, 

That, armed with bottled ale, you huff the French. 

But all your entertainment still is fed 30 

By villains in our own dull island bred. 

Would you return to us, we dare engage 
To show you better rogues upon the stage. 

You know no poison but plain ratsbane here ; 

Death’s more refined, and better bred elsewhere. 35 

They have a civil way in Italy 
By smelling a perfume to make you die ; 

A trick would make you lay your snuff-box by. 

Murder’s a trade, so known and practised there. 

That ’tis infallible as is the chair. 40 

But, mark their feasts, you shall behold such pranks ; 

The Pope says grace, but ’tis the Devil gives thanks. 


PROLOGUE TO THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD,^ 


1680. 

Thespis, the first professor of our art. 

At country wakes, sung ballads inf a carl. 

To prove this true, if Latin be no trespass, 

Diciiur et planstHs vexisse poemata Thespis. 

But .^schylus, says Horace in some page, 5 

Was the first mountebank e’erij: trod the stage; 

Yet Athens never knew your learned sport 
Of tossing poets in a tennis-court. 

But ’tis the talent of our English nation 

Still to be plotting some new reformation ; 10 

And few years hence, if anarchy go § on, 

Jack Presbyter will {| here erect his throne, 

* This Prologue preceded the representation at Oxford in 1680 of Lee*s tragedy of “ Sophonisba, 
or Hannibars Overthrow,” which originally appeared in 1676 in London The Prologue has no 
reference to the play, but is adapted to Oxford It is here printed fiom the Prologue as prefixed 
. to the quarto editions of Lee's play, 1685 and 1693. and, this vanes considerably from what has 
j been printed in all editions from the first volume of the “ Miscellany Poems,” 1G84 It must be 
1 presumed that either Brydcn altered the Prologue for Lee’s publication, or that the publication m 
I the ‘‘Miscellany Poems” was from an incorrect copy. It contains by the way one very careless 
misprint, Escalus for JEsekyhts. The variances are recorded in the notes, 
t From instead of in in “ Miscellany Poems,” 1684. 

t That instead of in the same. § Goes instead oigo in the same. 

B Shall instead of will in the same. 
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Knock out a tub with preaching once a day. 

And every prayer be longer than a play. 

Then all you*" heathen wits shall go to pot 15 

For disbelieving of a Popish plot ;t 

Nor should we wantj the sentence to depart 

Even in our first original, a cart.§ 

Occham, Dun Scotus, must though learned go down,]] 

As chief supporters of the tiiple crown. 20 

And Aristotle IF for destruction ripe : 

Some say he called the soul an organ-pipe, 

Which, by some little help of derivation, 

Shall thence be called’'* a pipe of inspiration. 

Your wiser judgments further penetrate 25 

Who late found out one tare amongst the wheat, 

This is our comfort : none e’er cried us down 
But who disturbed both Bishop and a Crown. +t 


PROLOGUE TO ^^THE LOYAL GENERAL.” ft 

1680. 

If yet there be a few that take delight 
In that which reasonable men should write, 

To them alone we dedicate this night. 

The rest may satisfy their curious itch 
With city gazettes, or some factious speech, 

Or whate’er libel, for the public good, 

Stirs up the Shrovetide crew to fire and blood. 

Remove your benches, you apostate pit, 

And take, above, twelve pennyworth of wit ; 

Go back to your dear dancing on the rope, 10 

Or see what’s worse, the Devil and the Pope. 

^ instead you in “ Miscellany Poems,” 1G84 

t After line 16, the following couplet is in the Piologue as printed in ” Miscellany Poems,'* 1684, 
and in all editions ; '' 

Your poets shall be used like infidels. 

And worst the author of the Oxford bells ’* 

t Sca^e instead of want in “Miscehany Poems,” 1684 

§ After line 18, the Prologue, as piinted in all editions from the "Miscellany Poems,” 1684, has 
the following : 

"No zealous brothct there would want a stone. 

To m^ul us cardinals, and pelt Pope Joan 
Religion, leaining, wit, would be suppressed, 

Rags of the whore, a id tr.'’ppmgs of the beast ” 

II Instead of line it), as above, it is in "Miscellany Poems,” 1G84 • 

" Scot, Suarez, Tom of Aquin, must go down ” 

IT -4 instead of Ari'sinihvx "Miscellany Poems,” 1684. 

^ Then be proved instead of theme he calk'd in the same 
ft The last four lines are not in the Prologue as printcti in "Miscellany Poems,” 1684 
jX "The Loyal Gcncial” is .1 tragedy by Nahum Tate ■ it w.is> produced in Dorset Gardens in 
1680 This Prologue was reprinted in the thud editi'.n of the First Part of "Miscellany Poems.” 
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The plays that take on our corrupted stage, 

Methinks, resemble the distracted age ; 

Noise, madness, all unreasonable things. 

That strike at sense, as rebels do at kings. 15 

The style of forty-one our poets write, 

And you are grown to judge like forty-eight : 

Such censures our mistaking audience make, 

That ’tis almost grown scandalous to take. 

They talk of fevers that infect the brains ; 20 

But nonsense is the new disease that leigns. 

Weak stomachs, with a long disease oppressed. 

Cannot the cordials of strong wit digest ; 

Therefore thin nourishment of farce ye choose. 

Decoctions of a barley-water muse. 25 

A meal of tragedy would make ye sick, 

Unless it were a very tender chick. 

Some scenes in sippets would be worth our time ; 

Those would go down ; some love that’s poached in rhyme ; 

If these should fail 30 

We must lie down, and, after all our cost. 

Keep holiday, like watermen m host ; 

Whilst you turn players on the world’s great stage. 

And act yourselves the farce of your own age. 


PROLOGUE TO “THE SPANISH FRIAR, OR TPIE 
DOUBLE DISCOVERY.”* 

i68r. 

Now, luck for us, and a kind hearty pit, 

For he who pleases never fails of wit. 

Honour is yours, 

And you, like kings at city treats, bestow it ; 

The writer kneels, and is bid rise a poet. 

But you are fickle sovereigns, to oui sorrow ; 

You dub to-day, and hang a man to-morrow : 

You cry the same sense up, and down again, 

Just like brass money once a year in Spain : 


Dryden’s tra^-comedy ”The Spanish Friar,” one of his best plays, was produced at Dorset 
Gardens, in 1681 ; it was published in November 1682 Dryden called this a Piotcstant play.” 

K IS a severe attack on the Roman Cathohc priesthood The ‘‘Rclxgio Laici ” was published by 
Dp'den in the inteiyal between the first representation and the publication of “ The Spanish Friar.” 

I his play was prohibited by James II , and Dryden havircj then become a Roman Catho’ic, would 
not have wished that it should be acted After the Revolution, it vas tlie I'lsL play oidered to be 
represented by Queen Mary in her piescnce : but her Protc-tant 7cal brought puni’^hmcnt on this 
occasion, for she was greatly disconceitcd by passages m the play, hearing h.vd on her own i 
position, Ypth reference to her exiled father, the hearing of which struck the audience. The 1 
Epilogue to this play was 'written by an unmamed fnend and the greater part of thus Epilogue is 
printed m the State Pcems vol. lu as A Satire on Romish Confessors, hy Mr. Diyden.” 
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Take you in the mood, whate’er base metal come, lo 

You coin as fast as groats at Eirmiiigliam •/ 

Though ’tis no more like sense in ancient plays 
Than Rome’s religion like St. Petei’s days. 

In short, so swift your judgments turn and wind, 

You cast our fleetest wits a mile behind. 15 

’Twere well your judgments but in plays did range, 

But even your follies and debauches change 
With such a whirl, the poets of your age 
Are tired, and cannot score them on the stage, 

Unless each vice in short-hand they indite, 20 

Even as notched prentices whole sermons write f 
The heavy Hollanders no vices know. 

But what they used a hundred yeais ago ; 

Like honest plants, where they were stuck, they grow. 

They cheat, but still fiom cheating sires thej^ come ; 25 

They dnnk, but they were christened first in mum. 

Their patrimonial sloth the Spaniards keep, 

And Philip first taught Philip how to sleep. 

The French and we still change ; but heie’s the curse, 

They change for bettei, and we change for worse ; 30 

They take up our old tiade of conquering, 

And we are taking theirs, to dance and sing • 

Our fathers did for change to France repair. 

And they for change will try our English air. 

As children, when they throw one toy away, 35 

Straight a more foolish gewgaw comes in play ; 

So we, grown penitent on serious thinking, 

Leave whoring, and devoutly fall to drinking. 

Scouring the watch grows out of fashion wit ; 

Now we set up for tilting in the pit, 40 

Where ’tis agreed by bullies chicken-hearted. 

To fright the ladies first, and then be parted 
A fair attempt has twice or thrice been made. 

To hire night muideiers, and make death a trade. + 

When murder’s out, what vice can we advance, 45 

Unless the new-found poisoning trick of France ? ^ 

And, when their art of ratsbane we have got. 

By way of thanks, we’ll send them o’ei our Plot. 


* Birmingham was famous for fake coinage 

t It was in old time a part of the apprentice’s duty to write out the sermon after church for his 
master, 

t Scott suggests that this is an allusion to the murder of Mr Thynne : this, however, occurred a 
few months after the production of The Spanish Friar It is much more piobably an allusion 
to foe n^ght attack on Drydcn himself m Rose Alley, in December 1679, similar night 
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TAMERLANE THE GREAT. 

EPILOGUE TO ^‘TAMERLANE THE GREAT.”'' 

i68i. 


Ladies, the beardless author of this day 
Commends to you tlie fortune of his play. 

A woman- wit has often giaced the btage, 

But he’s the first boy-poet of our age. 

Early as is the year his fancies blow, 5 

Like young Narcissus peeping through the snow. 

Thus Cowley blossomed soon, yet flounshed long ; 

This IS as forward, and may prove as strong. 

Youth with the fair should always favour find, 

Or we are damned dissemblers of our kind. lo 

What’s all this love they put into our parts ? 

’Tis but the pit-a-pat of two young hearts. 

Should hag and grey-beard make such tender moan, 

Faith, you’d e’en trust ’em to themselves alone, 

And cry, “ Let’s go, here’s nothing to be done.” IS 

Since love’s our business, as ’tis your delight. 

The young, who best can practise, best can write. 

What though he be not come to his full power? 

He’s mending and improving every hour. 

You sly she-jockies of the box and pit 20 

Are pleased to find a hot unbroken wit : 

By management he may m time be made. 

But therms no hopes of an old battered jade ; 

Faint and unnerved he runs into a sweat. 

And always fails you at the second heat. 25 


A PROLOGUKt 

t68i. 


Gallants, a bashful poet bids me say 
He’s-‘ come to lose his maidenhead to-day. 

Be not too fierce, for he’s but green of age. 

And ne’er till now debauched upon the stage*.. 

He wants the suffering part of resolution, 5 

{ And comes with blushes to his execution. 

I Ere you deflower his Muse, he hopes the pit 

Will make some settlement upon his wit. 

* The author of ** Tamerlane the Great was. Charles Saunders, who wrote it while he was^ 
r King's Scholar, but who does not appear to have written anything else iti 

fumiment of the hopes raised by this early performance of ment The play was brought out at 
! Theatre m 1681, aud was acted before the King at Oxfoid during the sitting of the 

! Parliament there in March of the same year. 

+ The occasion of this Prologue is not known. It was published with no other title than “A 
Prologue by Mr Dryden in the Third Prat of the Miscellany Poem-.,” in 161,3, together with 
the Prologue of i63i to the University of Oxford, beginnini; 

** The famed Italian Muac, whose rhymes advance.” 

It was a Prolo^e for a young author, and the treatment of the subject so much resembles that of 
1 cue preceding Epilogue that it may be supposed to have been wntteyn about the same time. 
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Promise him well, before the play begin ; 

For he would fain be cozened into sin. lo 

’Tis not but that he knows you mean to fail ; 

But if you leave him after being hail, 

He’ll have at least a fair pretence to rail ; 

To call you base, and swear you used him ill, 

And put you in the new Deserters’ Bill. 15 

Lord, what a troop of perjured men we see ; 

Enough to fill another Mercury 1 * 

But this the ladies may with patience biook ; 

Theirs are not the first colours you forsook. 

He would be loth the beauties to offend ; 20 

But if he should, he’s not too old to mend. 

He’s a young plant, in his first year of bearing, 

But his fiiend swears he will be worth the rearing. 

His glow lb still upon him, though ’tis true 

He’s yet unripe, yet take him for the blue. 25 

You think an apricot half green is best. 

There’s sweet and sour, and one side good at least. 

Mangos and berries, whose nourishment is little, 

Though not for food, are yet preserv’cd for pickle. 

So this green writer may pretend at least 30 

To whet your stomachs for a better feast. 

He makes this difference in the sexes too ; 

He sells to men, he gives himself to you. 

To both he would contribute some delight ; 

A mere poetical hermaphrodite, 35 

Thus he’s equipped, both to bo wooed and woo, 

With arms offensive, and defensive too ; 

’Tis hard, he thinks , if neither part will do. 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO ^‘THE PRINCESS 
OF CLEVES.” t 

i68i. 

PROLOGUE. 

Ladies t (1 hope there’s none behind to hear,) 

1 long to* whisper something in your car, 

A secret, which does much my mind perplex: 

There’s tr^uson in the play against our sex. 

* A newspaper of the time, prchably “ The Piotestant Mercury ” 

t This PioIog:uc and Epilo-gjiie Uo hue’s play of *' Thu Prinut-ss of Cleves” were published in 
[Dryden’s first volume of “Misadlany Poems,” iG8^ The play was produced at tne theatre in 
Doiset Gardens in iGSi, and probably at the cud of the year, attei the publication of “ Absalom 
Jand Achitophel,” which took place in November Otherwise the line in die Prologue, 

I “ Ach :tophel\ not half so false to David,” 

i would hardly have found a placii in it The play was not published till 1689, and Dryden*s 
1 Prologue and Epilogue were not published with it. Scott, following Broughton, has made die 
^mistalce of giving 1689 as the date of this Prologue and Epilogue. 
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A man that’s false to love, that vows and cheats, 5 

And kisses every living thing he meets ; 

A rogue in mode, I daie not speak too broad, 

One that does something to the veiy bawd. 

Out on him, traitor, for a filthy beast ! 

Nay, and he’s like the pack of all the rest ; 10 

None of ’em stick at mark ; they all deceive. 

Some Jew has changed the text, I half believe ; 

Their* Adam cozened oui poor grandame Eve. 

To hide their faults they rap out oaths, and tear ; 

Now though we lie, we’re too well-bred to swear 15 

So we compound for half the sin we owe, 

But men are dipt for soul and body too ; 

And, when found out, excuse themselves, pox cant ’em ! 

With Latin stuff, Perjitria ndet amantum. 

I’m not book-learned, to know that word in vogue, 20 

But I suspect ’tis Latin for a rogue. 

I’m sure, I never heard that scntch-owl hollowed 
In my poor ears, but separation followed. 

How can such perjured villains e’er be saved ? 

Achitophel’s not half so false to David. 25 

With vows and soft expressions to alluie, 

They stand, like foremen of a shop, demure : 

No sooner out of sight, but they are gadding, 

And for the next new face ride out a padding. _ 

Yet, by their favour, when they ha^'e been Idssing, 30 

We can perceive the leady money missing. 

Well I we may rail ; but ’tis as good e’en w'ink ; 

Something we find, and something they will sink. 

But, since they’re at renouncing, ’tis our parts 

To trump their diamonds, as they trump our hearts. 35 

EPILOGUE. 

A qualm of conscience brings me back ageii. 

To jaake amends to you bespattered men. 

We women love like cats, that hide their joj s 
By giowling, squalling, and a hideous noise. 

I railed at wild young sparks ; but without lying, 5 

Never was man worse thought on for high-flying. 

The prodigal of love gives each her part, 

And squandering shows at least a noble heait. 

I’ve heard of men, who, m some lewd lampoon, 

Have hired a friend to make their valour kno^vn, 20 

That accusation straight this question brings, 

What is the man that does such naughty things? 

The spaniel lover, like a sneaking fop, 

Lies at our feet ; he’s scarce worth taking up, 

’Tis true, such heroes in a play go far ; 15 

But chamber practice is not like the bar. 


erroneously printed iJierc in modem editiuns. 
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When men such vile, such faint petitions make, 

We fear to give, because they fear to take ; 

Since modesty’s the virtue of our kind, 

Pray let it be to our own sex confined. 20 

When men usurp it fiom the female natioUp 
’Tis but a work of supererogation. 

We showed a princess in the play, ’tis true, 

Who gave her Csesar more than all his due ; 

Told her own faults but I should much abhor 25 

To choose a husband for my confessor. 

You see what fate followed the saint-like fool, 

For telling tales from out the nuptial school. 

Our play a merry comedy had proved, 

Had she confessed as much to him she loved. 30 

True Presbyterian wives the means would try : 

But damned confessing is flat Popery. 


PROLOGUE TO THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD.f 

1681. 

The famed Italian Muse, whose rhymes advance 
Orlando and the Paladins of France, 

Records that, when our wit and seii&e is flown, 

’Tis lodged within the circle of the moon, 

In earthen jars, which one, who thither soared, 5 

Set to his nose, snuffed up, and was restored, 

Whate’er the story be, the moral’s true ; 

The wit we lost in town we find in you. 

Our poets their fled parts may draw from hence, 

And fill then* windy heads with sober sense. 10 

When London votes -with Southwark’s disagree, 
tiere may they find their long-lost loyalty. 

Here busy senates, to the old cause inclined, 

May snuff the votes their fellows left behind : 

Your country neighbours, when their grain grows dear, 15 
May come, and find their last provision here ; 

Whereas we cannot much lament our loss, 

Who neither carried back nor brought one cross. 

We looked what lepresentatives would bring, 

But they helped us, — ^just as they did the King. 20 


The Princess of Clevcs, in the play, confesses to her husband her love for the Duke of 
Nemours. 

t The occasion of this Prologue, addressed to the University of Oxford iu 1681, is not known. 
The reference to the Oxford Pailiainent, 

“We looked what representatives would bring,” 

fixes 16S1 as the year of its delivery : and Sir Walter Scott is probably right, though Mr. R. Bell 
t binl’h otherwhe, in believing that it was delivern.! after the di>solutiou of the Parliament in March 
It was probably delivered at Coimnenioration-tiiiic. It was x>nblished in Port 3 of the “ Miscellany 
Poems,” 1^3. 
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Yet we despair not ; for we now lay forth 

The Sibyl’s books to those who know their worth ; 

And though the first was sacrificed before, 

These volumes doubly will the price restore. 

Our poet bade us hope this grace to find, 25 

To whom by long prescription you are kind. 

He, whose undaunted Muse with loyal rage 
Idas never spared the vices of the age, 

Here finding nothing that his spleen can raise, 

Is forced to turn his satire into praise. 30 


PROLOGUE TO THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD.*^ 

1681. 

Discord and plots, which have undone our age, 

With the same ruin have o’erwhelmed the stage. 

Our House has suffered in the common woe. 

We have been troubled with ScotQh rebels too. 

Our brethren are from Thames to Tweed departed, 5 

And of our sisters aU the kinder-hearted 
To Edenborough gone, or coached or carted. 

With bonny bluecap there they act all night 

For Scotch half-crown, in English three-penco hight. 

One nymph, to whom fat Sir John Falstaff’s lean, 10 

There with her single person fills the scene. 

Another, with long use and age decayed, 

Dived here old woman, and rose there a maid. 

Our trusty door-keepers of former time 

There strut and swagger m heroic rhyme. 15 

Tack but a copper lace to drugget .suit. 

And there’s a hero made without dispute ; 

And that which was a capon’s tail befoie 
Becomes a plume for Indian emperor. 

But all his subjects, to express the care 20 

Of imitation, go, like Indians, baie , 

I^aced linen there would be a dangerous thing ; 

It might perhaps a new rebellion bring ■ 

The Scot who wore it would be chosen king. 

But why should I these renegades describe, 25 

When you yourselves have seen a lewder tril)e^ 

Teague f has been here, and to this learned pit 
With Irish action slandered English wit ; 

You have beheld such barbarous Macs appear 

As merited a second massacre ; 30 


It is inferred that th'S Prolo^ic was dsliveivd at in ifiSi from the refi_rcncos to the 

departure of actors and cctiesses for Scotlpnd ami tho thc.UiiC'l reprC',e’’ta‘-ions in r.dinhu'frh- 
j this would have been oarirp the Duke of York's I'i iJi ncc in iiciinbviiih, v Inch ..ms uinni crriiiitcd 
flora the autumn of 1S80 to March 16^-2 
■ ' Printed in the “Miscclbny Poems," 1684 
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Such, as, like Cain, were branded with disgrace, 

And had their country stamped upon their face. 

When strollers durst presume to pick your purse, 

We humbly thought our broken troop not worse. 

How ill soe’er our action may deserve, 35 

Oxford’s a place where wit can never sterve. 


PROLOGUE TO THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD.! 

1681. 

Though actors cannot much of learning boast, 

Of all who want it, we admire it most : 

We love the praises of a learned pit, 

As we remotely are allied to wit. 

We speak our poet’s wit, and trade in ore, 5 

Like those who touch upon the golden shore ; 

Betwixt our judges can distinction make, 

Discern how much and why our poems take ; 

Maik if the fools, or men of sense, rejoice ; 

Whether the applause be only sound or voice. 10 

When our fop gallants, 'or our city folly, 

Clap over-loud, it makes us melancholy : 

We doubt that scene which does their wonder laise, 

And for their ignorance contemn their praise. 

Judge then, if we who act and they who write 15 

Should not be proud of giving you delight. 

London likes grossly ;J: but this nicer pit 
Examines, fathoms, all the depths of wit , 

The ready finger lays on every blot ; 

Knows what should justly please, and what should not. 20 
Nature her self lies open to your view, 

You judge by her what draught of her is true, 

Where outlines false, and colouis seem too faint, 

Where bunglers daub, and where true poet<=' paint. 

But by the sacred genius of this place, 25 

By every Muse, by each domestic grace. 

Be kind to -wit, which lait endeavours well, 

And, where you judge, piesumes not to excel. 

Our poets hither foi adoption come, 

As nations sued to he made free of Rome : 30 

Not in the suffragating tribes to stand, 

But in your utmost, Inst, provincial band. 

If his ambition may those hopes puisuc, 

Who with religion loves your arts iwid you, 

* printed sierve in the “Miscellarw Poems,” 1684 

t The date and occasion of this Prologue sue not known. It was printed in the “ Miscellany 
Poems,” 1684, immediately after the pi eceding Prologue, and it may be conjectured that it was 
also delivered at Oxford m 1681. 
t “ Grossly,” in the gross, in the general. 
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Oxford to him a dearer name shall be, 35 

Than his own mother-university. 

Thebes did his green unknowing youth engage ; 

He chooses Athens in his riper age. 

EPILOGUE TO ^‘THE UNHAPPY FAVOURITE, 
OR THE EARL OF ESSEX.” 

1682. 

We act by fits and starts, like drowning men, 

But just peep up, and then dop + down again. 

Let those who call us wicked change their sense, 

For never men lived more on Providence. 

Not lottery cavaliers ^ are half so poor, 5 

Nor broken cits, nor a vacation w'hore ; 

Not courts, nor courtiers living on the rents 
Of the three last ungiving parliaments ; § 

So wretched, that, if Phaiaoh could divine, 

He might have spared his dream of seven lean kine, lo 
And changed his vision for the Muses nine. 

The comet that, they say, portends a dearth 
Was but a vapour drawn from play-house earth, H 
Pent there since our last fire, and, Lilly says, 

Foreshows our change of state and thin thnd-days.*il 15 
’Tis not our want of wit that keeps us pooi, 

For then the printer’s press would suffer iiioie. 

Their pamphleteeis their venom daily spit 
They thrive by treason, and %vc starve I'-y wit. 


This Epilogue, which has not been assigned by anj'- pzevious editor to the j^lay for which it 
was written, was composed by Drydeii for Banks’s pluy of “Tin, Unhappy, Fa vouiite,” produced at 
the King’s Theatre in the early part of 1682 The King and Queen attended an early representation 
of this play : and on the occasion of their visit a new Piologue written by Dryden was produced, 
which has been printed as a Political Prologue at p 136, where see the note This Epilogue was 
published in the '‘Miscellany Poems” of 1684, with the title, “An Epilogue for the King’s 
House ; ” and it was published with Banks’s play in 1685. Ike text as printed in 1685 is here 
followed : it has several small variations from the text of the “ IMisccllany Poems,” 1684 

t The woid dop was changed by Broughton into pop^ which has been generally followed. Pop 
appears in Scott’s, R. Bell’s, and Aldme editions. Dop is cleaily the right word. To dop is to 
inake a low bow or curtsey. “ The Venetian dop this ” (Ben Jonsou, “ C>mthia’s Revels,’^ iv 2). 
The word “ dopping,” for bowing, occurs in one of Barrow’s Sermons, 27 (quoted by Latliam in 
his new edition of Johnson’s Dictionary). 

I “ Lottery cavaliers” are poor loyal officers, to whom the right of keeping lotteries was 
granted by patent in Charles 11 . ’s leign. 

§ “The three last ungiving parliaments” were those of 1679 and 1680, and the parliament held 
at Oxford, March 1681, and immediately dissolved : these had ail refused supplies 

II Compare m “ Absalom and Achitophel,” Imc 636 ; 

“Comets nse 

From earthy vapoum, ere they shine m skies.” 

IT The “third day ” was the benefit-day for the author of a play 
In the “ Miscellany Poems,” 1684, this line is pimteJ, 

“Their pamphleteer* each day iliuu ^CxiOIa 'qjiL.” 
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Confc'is the tmth, which of you has* not laid 20 

Four farthings out to buy the Hath aid Maid? * To ihf VHcr 

Or, what is duller yet and more does spite us, Gallery. 
Democritus his wars with Heraclitus ?t 
These are the authors that have run us down, 

And exercise you critics of the town. 25 

Yet these are pearls to your lampooning rhymes, 

Ye abuse yourselves more dully than the times. 

Scandal, the glory of the English nation, 

Is worn to rags, and scribbled out of fashion ; 

Such harmless thrusts as if, like fencers wise, 30 

You had agreed your play before their prize. 

Faith, you may hang your harps upon the willows ; 

’Tis just like children when they box vrith pillows. 

Then put an end to civil wars for shame ! 

Let each knight-errant who has wronged a dame 1 35 

Throw down his pen and give her, if he can. 

The satisfaction of a gentleman. 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO “THE LOYAL BROTHER, 
OR THE PERSIAN PRINCE.” $ 

1682. 


PROLOGUE. 

Poets, like lawful monarchs, ruled the stage, 

Till critics, like damned Whigs, debauched our age. 

Mark how they jump 1 critics would regulate 
Our theatres, and Whigs reform onr State ; 

Both pretend love, and botlr (plague rot *cm I ) hate. 5 

The critic humbly seems advice to bring, 

The fawning Whig petitions to the King ; 

But one’s advice into a sathe slides,^ 

T’ other’s petition a remonstrance hides. 


* »ThG Hatfield Maid” wa-; a printed stor/ of an appaiition prnre^.sccl to be seen on four 
occasion'? in Januaiy i6Ss by Ehanbeth Freeman of Hatfield, which was circulated by the 
Monmouth party. The story was attested by Mr. Joseph Jordan, a Hcrtf(^dshire^ magistrate, 
and Dr. Lee, rector of Hatfield The maiginal invocation “To ;the Upper Gallery is 
with the Epilogue in the edition of the play, quarto, 1685 * in the Miscellany Poems, 1084, 
it is “Looking above.” , 

t “Democritus” and “Heraclitus Ridens” were thenaraesof two newspapers ; tneiormer a 
Whig paper, the latter edited by Roger L’Estrange and supported by the Court .. tr* » 
Jt “ The Loyal Brother,” Southern’s first play, and a _vciy gicat •success, appeared at the ^ 



and the conspirator in the play was Shaftesbur}’ 
produced this play. 
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These -will no taxes give, and those no pence ; lo 

Critics would starve the poet, Whigs the prince. 

The critic all our troops of friends discards ; 

Just so the Whig would fain pull down the guards. 

Guards are illegal that drive foes away, 

As watchful shepherds that fright beasts of prey, 15 

Kings who disband such needless aids as these 
Are safe, as long as e’er their subjects please ; 

And that would be till next Queen Bess’s night, 

Which thus grave penny chroniclers indite. 

Sir Edmond-berry t first in woful wise 20 

Leads up the show, and milks their maudlin eyes. 

There’s not a butcher’s wife but dribs her pait. 

And pities the poor pageant from her heart ; 

Who to provoke revenge rides raaind the file, 

And with a civil congee does retire : 25 

But guiltless blood to ground must never fall ; 

There’s Antichrist behind, to pay for all. 

The punk of Babylon in pomp appears, 

A lewd old gentleman of seventy years ; 

Whose age in vain our mercy would implore, 30 

For few take pity on an old-cast whore. 

The Devil, who brought him to the shame, takes part ; 

Sits cheek by jowl in black to cheer his heait, 

Like thief and parson in a Tyburn- cart. 

The word is given, and with a loud huzzaw 35 

The mitred moppet 4: from his chair they draw: 

On the slain corps contending nations fall : 

Alas ! what’s one poor Pope among them all ! 

He bums ; now all true hearts your tiiumphs ring, 

And next for fashion cry, God save the King I 40 

A needful cry in midst of such alarms, 

When forty thousand men are up in arms. 

But after he’s once saved, lo make amends, 

In each succeeding health they damn his friends : 

So God begins, but still the Devil ends. 45 

Whafe if some one inspired with zeal should call, 

Come, let’s go cry, “ God save him at Whitehall?” 

His best friends would not like this ovei-care, 

Or think him e’er the safer for that prayer. 

Five praying saints are by an act allowed, 50 

But not the whole church -militant in crowd ; 

Yet, should Heaven all the tiue petitions drain 
Of Presbyterians who would kings maintain, 

Of forty thousand five would scarce remain. 

* The 17th of November, the anniversary of Queen EHzabeth’.s accession. Dryden' proceeds 
to describe the annual pope-burning procession of that night 
+ Sir Edmund Berry or Edmond Bury Godfrey. He had, what was unusual at that time, two 
Christian names ; Bury and Berry were two diflFercnt modes of spelling the same name 
I The word was substituted for woj^j^et by Broughton, and has since remained in all 

editions. is here restored from the original broad sheet, of which there is a copy in the 

Briti^ Museum. 
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EPILOGUK * 

A virgin poet was served up to-day, 

Who till this hour ne’er cackled for a play. 

He’s neither yet a Whig nor Tory boy, 

But, like a girl, whom seveial would enjoy, 

Begs leave to make the best of his own natural toy. 5 

Weie I to play my callow author’s game, 

The King’s House would instruct me by the name : 

There’s loyalty to one j I wish no more ; 

A commonwealth sounds like a common whoie. 

Let husband or gallant be what they will, 10 

One part of woman is true Tory still. 

If any factious spirit should rebel, 

Our sex with ease can every rising quell. 

Then, as you hope we should your failings hide, 

An honest jury for our play provide. 1 5 

Whigs at their poets never take offence ; 

They save dull culprits who have muidered sense. 

Though nonsense is a nau'^jeous heavy mass, 

The vehicle called Faction makes it pass ; 

Faction in play’s the commonwealths- man’s bribe, 20 

The leaden farthing of the canting tribe 't 
Though void in payment laws and statutes make it, 

The neighbourhood that knows the man will take it. 

’Tis faction buys the votes of half the pit ; 

Theirs is the pension-parliament J of wit 25 

In city-clubs their venom let them vent ; 

For there ’tis safe, in its own element 

Here, where their madness can have no pretence, 

Let them forget themselves an hour of sense. 

In one poor isle why should two factions be ? 30 

Small difference in your vices I can see : 

In drink and drabs both sides too well agree. 

Would there were more preferments in the land ! 

If places fell, the party could not stand. ^ , 

Of this damned grievance every Whig complains ; 35 

They grunt like hogs till they have got their grains. 
Meantime you see what trade our plots advance : 

We send each year good money into France ; 

And they that know what merchandise we need, 

Send o’er true Fiotestants to mend our breed. § 40 


This coarse Epilogue was spoken by a lady, Mrs (Miss) Sarah Cook, 
t Leaden farthings issued by tradesmen and taken among those who knew them, on the credit 
of the issuers. , , ^ , 

t The parliament which had been dissolved in 1678, after an existence of eighteen years from 
the Restoration, had got the name of the Pension Parliament. 

§ The French Huguenots vho took refuge in England from persecution. 
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TO THE KING AND QUEEN. 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO THE KING 
AND QUEEN, 

AT THE OPENING OF THEIR THEATRE UPON THE UNION OF THE TWO COMPANIES IN 1682 * * * § 

PROLOGUE. 

Since faction ebbs, and rogues grow out of fashion, 

Their penny-scribcs take care to inform the nation 
How well men thrive in this or that plantation : 

How Pennsylvania’s air agrees with Quakers, + 

And Carolina’s with Associators : X 5 

Both e’en too good for madmen and for traitors. 

Truth is, our land with saints is so run o’er. 

And every age produces such a store, 

That now there^s need of two New-Englands more. 

What’s this, you’ll say, to us and our vocation ? to 

Only thus much, that we have left our station, 

And made this Theatre our new plantation. 

The factious natives never could agree ; 

But aiming, as they call it, to be free, 

Those play-house Whigs set up for property. 15 

Some say, they no obedience paid of late, 

But would new fears and jealousies create, 

Till topsy-turvy they had turned the State. 

Plain sense, without the talent of foretelling. 

Might guess ’twould end in downright knoclcs and quelling; 20 
For seldom comes there better of rebelling. 

When men will needlessly tlieii freedom barter 
For lawless power, sometimes they catch a Taitar ; 

(There’s a damned word that rhymes to this, called Charter. )g 

But since the victory with us icmains, 25 

You shall be called to twelve in all our gains, 

(If you’ll not think us saucy for our pains.) 

* An union was effected between the two lival companies of the King’s and Duke's Houses, — 
Dniry Lane and Dolset Gardens, — in the end of the year 1680 , and Dryden as selected to 
write a Prologue and an Epilogue for the first representation by the two companies acted on 
November 16, 1682, at Drury Lane The King and Queen attended this representation 
Betterton spoke the Prologue, and Smith the Epilogue The Duke’s House had latterly been the 
more prosperous, and had the advantage in the treaty of union. Cibber, in his Apology, hfis 
misstated the date of this union, descnbing it as in 1684 , and Scott has mistakenly put it at 3 c 686 
Thi^rologue and Epilo^e were published by Tonson in 1683 

^ t The grant of Pennsylvania was made to wilham Penn in 1680, and the colony was founded 
m 1682. 

t “Associators” refers to the project of an Association discoveied among Shaftesbury’s papers 
when he was apprehended and sent to the Tower in 1681, of which so much use was made against 
him and his party Shaftesbury was one of the chief founders of Carolina colony 

§ A reference to the Charter of the City of Ixmdon, which the Crown was now endeavouring to 
break, and succeeded in breaking in the next year. 
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Old men shall have good old plays to delight ’em : 

And you, fair ladies and gallants, that slight 'em, 

Well treat with good'ne^v plays, if our new wits can 30 
write ’em. 

Well take no blundering verse, no fustian tumour, 

No dribbling love from this or that presumer. 

No dull fat fool shammed on the stage for humour . 

For, faith, some of them such vile stuff have made, 

As none but fools or fairies ever played ; 35 

But Iwas, as shopmen say, to force a trade. 

We’ve given you tragedies all sense defying, 

And singing men in woful metre dying ; 

This ’tis when heavy lubbers will be flymg. 

All these disasters we well hope to weather ; 40 

We bring you none of our old lumber hither ; 

Whig poets and Whig sheriffs may hang together, t 


EPILOGUE. 

New ministers, when first they get in place, 

Must have a care to please ; and that’s our case : 

Some laws for public welfare we design. 

If you, the power supreme, will please to join.. 

There are a sort of prattlers in the pit, 5 

Who either have, or who pretend to wjt ; 

These noisy sirs so loud their parts rehearse, 

That oft the play is silenced by the farce. 

Let such be dumb, this penalty to shun. 

Each to be thought my lady’s eldest son. 10 

But stay ; methinks some vizard mask I see 
Cast out her lure from the mid gallery : 

About her all the fluttering sparks are ranged ; 

The noise continues, though the scene is changed : 

Now growling, sputtering, wauling, such a clutter I 15 

’Tis just like puss defendant in a gutter ; 

Fine love, no doubt ; but ere two days are o’er ye, 

The surgeon will be told a v/oful story. 

Let vizard mask her naked face expose. 

On pain of being thought to want a nose : 20 

Then for your lacqueys, and your train beside, 

(By whate’er name or title dignified,) 

Supposed to refer to Dryden’s adversaxy, Shadwell, whose fatness is so xnerciicssly satirized in 
” Flecknoc ” and the Second Part of “ Absalom and Achitophel ” 

+ -St^’itt, -who misdates this Prologue as of 1G86, blames the last Ime ns an inhuman jest” on 
the execution of Cornish, sheriff in 1680, and executed in October 1685 for the Rye House Plot j 
but this; Of course is a mistake following from the fust mistake of the date. Mr. R, Bell, who 
correctei^ Scott, falls himself into an error, interpreting the line as a reference to the execution of 
College, in August i68t. It is clear that the line means no more than a general malediction of 
Whig sheriffs and Whig poets : Tory sheriffs had just been forced upon the City, and Dryden has 
already struck at Shadwell as dispensed with in the new arrangements for the united company. 
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THE DUKE OF GUISE. 


They roar so loud, you’d think behind the stairs 
Tom Dove,* and all the brotherhood of bears : 

They’re grown a nuisance, beyond all disasters ; 25 

We’ve none so great but their unpaying masters. 

We beg you, sirs, to beg your men that they 
Would please to give you leave to hear the play. 

Next, in the play-house, spare your piecious lives ; 

Think, like good Christians, on your beams and wives 30 
Think on your souls ; but by your lugging forth. 

It seems you know how little they arc worth. 

If none of these will move the warlike mind, 

Think on the helpless whore you leave behind. 

We beg you, last, our scene-room to forbear 35 

And leave our goods and chattels to our care. 

Alas ! our women are but washy toys, 

And wholly taken up in stage employs : 

Poor willing tits they are : but yet, I doubt, 

This double duty soon will wear them out. /\o 

Then you are watched besides with jealous care : 

What if my lady’s page should find you Iheic ? 

My lady knows to a tittle what there’s in ye ; 

No passing your gilt shilling for a guinea. 

Thus, gentlemen, we have summed up in short 45 

Our grievances, from country, town, and court : 

Which humbly we submit to your good ])leasure ; 

But first vote money, then redress at leisure. 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO “TPIE DUKE 
OF GUISE.” + 

1682. 


Our play’s a parallel ; the Holy League 
Bego^ our Covenant 5 Guisards got the Whig; X 
Whate’er our hot-brained sheriffi. did advance 
Was, like our fashions, first produced in France ; 


* A be^ so named, exhibited at the Bear-Garden, and a public favourite Compare the 
i^wlogue to The Secular Masque,” line 3. 

^°™Pos^fion of Dryden and Lee, was first represented December 4, 1683. 

united company The appaient application of the 
England at that time, and more especially prints of resem- 
S f Monmouth, led the I.ord Chamberlain (the Kail 

fpnVnf his licence for some months The King’s partiality for Monmouth and 

Sr public of a play which might be understood as predicting 

^be causes of the Court’s unwillingness to 
however, gave way. The play was received 
feelings by the Whig and Tory portions of the audience ; and at first the di-sappro- 
was published in 1^83 , and, together with the J’rnlo::...! 
?he liSt published another Epih.guc which had been intended m 

t See ihc ‘ KpisiL to the Whigs” incfixed to *• The Mecl.il," and the notes at p t3 4 
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And when worn out, well scourged, and banished there, 5 
Sent over, like their godly beggars, here * 

Could the same trick, twice played, our nation gull ? 

It looks as if the Devil were grown dull ; 

Or served us up in scorn his broken meat, 

And thought wo were not worth a bcttci cheat. lo 

The fulsome Covenant, one would think in lea&on, 

Had given us all our bellies full of treason ; 

And yet, the name but changed, our nasty nation 
Chaws t its own exciement, the Association. 

’Tis true, we have not leained theii poisoning way, 15 

For thaf s a mode but newly come in play \ 
besides, your drug’s uncertain to prevail, 

But your true Protestant can never fail 

With that compendious instrument, a flail. t 

Go on, and bite, even though the hook lies bare ; /o 

Twice in one age expel the lawful heir. 

Once more decide religion by the sword, 

And purchase for us a new tyiant-loid. 

Pi ay for your king, but yet youi purses spare ; 

Make him not twopence richer by your prayti. 25 

To show you love him much, chastise him more. 

And make him very great and very poor. 

Push him to wais, but still no pence advance ; 

Let him lose England, to recover France. 

Cry freedom up with popular noisy votes, 30 

And get enough to cut each otliei ’s thi*oats. 

I.op all the rights that fence your monarch’s throne ; 

P'or fear of too much power, pray leave him none. 

A noise was made of arbitrary sway ; 

But, in revenge, you Whigs have found a way 35 

An arbitrary duty now to pay. 

Let his own servants turn to save their stake, 

Glean from his plenty, and his wants forsake , 

But let some Judas near his person slay, 

To swallow the last sop, and then betray. 40 

Make London independent of the Crown, 

A realm apart, the kingdom of the town* * § 

I,et ijjnoramus juries! h^d no traitois, 

And ignoramus poets scribble satires. 

And, that your meaning none may fail to scan, 45 

Do what in coffee-houses you began ; 

Pull down the mastei, and set up the man. 


* A reference in very bad taste to the French Huguenot refugees 

i Chaw occurs in ** The Medal,” line 147, where the rhyme lequires the speUiug ; see note 
J The flail was a sort of bludgeon in use with the rank and file of the Whig party, and known 

now as the Protestant flail. It was jointed so as to fold up and lie concealed m the pocket. 

§ ** Ignoramus juries refeis to the grand jury which ignored^the bill pf high .treason against 

Lord Shaftesbury in the previous year. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Much time and trouble this poor play has cost ; 

And faith, I doubted once the cause was lost."*^ 

Yet no one man was meant, nor great nor small ; t 
Our poets, like frank gamesters, threw at all. 

They took no single aim : 5 

But, like bold boys, true to their prince and hoaity. 

Huzzaed, and fired broadsides at the whole paity. 

Duels are crimes j but, when the cause is light, 

In battle every man is bound to fight. 

For what should hinder me to sell my skin, 10 

Dear as I could, if once my hand were in ? 

Se defeitdendo never was a sin. 

*Tis a fine world, my masters ; right or wronij, 

The Whigs must talk, and Tories hold their tongue. 

They must do all they can, 15 

But we, forsooth, must bear a Christian mind, 

And fight, like boys, with one hand tied behind ; 

Nay, and when one boy’s down, ’twere wordrous wise 
To cry, — ^“Box fair, and give him time to r.se,” 

When Fortune favours, none but fools will dally \ 20 

Would any of you sparks, if Nan or Mally 

Tipped you the inviting wink, stand, shall I, shall I ? 

A Trimmer J cried (that heard me tell this story). 

Fie, Mistress Cook ! faith, you’re too rank a Toiy ! 

** Wish not Whigs hanged, but pity their hard ca^o ; 25 

“ You women love to see men make wry faces ” — 

“ Pray, Sir,” said I, don’t think me such a Jew ; 

“ I sav no more, but give the devil his due.” — 

“ Lenitives,” says he, “ best suit with our cond'tion.” — 

** Jack Ketch,” says I, “ ’s an excellent physician,” — 30 

I love no blood.” — “ Nor I, vSir, as I breathe ; 

“ But hanging is a fine dry kind of death.” — 

We Trimmers are for holding all things even.” — 

“ Yes ; just like him that hung ’twixt hell and heaven,” — 

** Have we not had men’s lives enow already ? ” — 35 

“ Yes, sure : but you’re for holding all things steady. 

“Now since the weight hangs all on one side, bi other, 

“You Trimmers should, to poise it, hang on the other.” 

Damned neuters, in their middle way of steering, 

Are neither fish nor flesh nor good red-herring : 40 

Not Whigs, nor Tories they ; nor this, nor that ; 

Nor birds, nor beast; ; but just a kind of bat : 

A twilight animal, true to neither cause, 

With Tory wings, but Whiggish teeth and claws. 

* Thi'j refers to the delay in licensing the play. 

+ Here Dryden denies the application of the character of the Duke of Guise to Monmouth, as he 
did at greater length in his pamphlet, the ** Vindication of the Duke of Guise/’ published in 1684 
X The Trimmers were a small party of politicians who stood between the Wings and Tories and 
were for a middle course. The chief of the Trimmers was George Savjlc, marquis of Halifax, who 
wrote ** The Character of a Trimmer/* and another distmm,u'herl memlier of the party was Sir 
William Coventry, Halifax's uncle, who described a Tummer thus: “ ciic who would sit upright 
and not overturn the boat by swaying too much on either side.” 
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ANOTHER EPILOGUE. 

Intmdil to hcrva bem spokm to the Flay before U was forbidden last summer f 

Two houses joined, two poets to a play ? 

You noisy Whigs will sure be pleased to-day ; 

It looks so like xwo shnevest the city way. 

But since our discords and divisions cease, 

You, bilboa-gallantSj learn to keep the peace; 5 

Make here no tilts ; let our poor stage alone ; 

Or if a decent murder must be done. 

Pray take a civil turn to Mary bone. 4: 

If not, I swear we’ll pull up all our benches ; 

Not for your sakes, but for our oi*ange-wenches ; 01 

For you thrust wide sometimes, and many a spaik, 

That misses one, can hit the other mark. 

This makes our boxes full ; for men of sense 
Pay their four shillings in their own defence : 

That safe behind the ladies they may stay, 15 

Peep o’er the fan, and judge the bloody fiay 
But other foes give beauty worse alaims ; 

The posse-poetariinl s up in arms : 

No woman’s fame their libels has escaped ; 

Their ink runs venom, and then pens are clapped. 20 

.When sighs and prayers their ladies cannot move, 

'They rail, write treason, and turn Whigs to Io\e. . 

Nay, and I fear they worse designs advance, 

There’s a damned love-trick new brought o'er fiom Fiance. 

W^’e charm in vain, and dress, and keep a p9ther, 25 

While those false routes are ogling one another. 

All sins besides admit some expiation ; 

But this against our sex is plain damnation. 

They join for libels too, these women-hateis ; 

And as they club for love, they club for satiics : 30 

The best on’t is they hint not ; for they -v^ ear 
Stings in their tails ; their only venom’s theie. 

’Tis true, some shot at first the ladies hit, 

Which able marksmen made and men of wit : 

But now the fools give fire, whose bounce is loudei ; 35 

And yet, like mere tiain-bands, they shoot but powder. 

Libels, like plots, sweep all in their fiist fury ; 

Then dwindle like an ignoramus jury : 

Thus age begins with towzing and wnth tumbling, 

But grunts, and groans, and ends at last m fumbling, 40 


^ This Epiloijue appeared for the first time among Bryden's poems in R hell’s edition, three 
vols, 1854 Mr Bell iinntod it from a copy of the broadsheet, published at the time, furnished to 
him. by Mr. P- Collier 1 ’Jieie Is a copy of the some broadsheet lu the hiitish hluscum ; and it is 
expressly stated after the heading as givcii a)>ovc that the Epjloejue was written by Mr. Dryden. 
If, as is probable, Diydeu is correct m saying that this Epilogue was composed befoie' the play was 
forbidden in the previous year, the opening lines would show that the question ol the two companies 
was settled some time before they bei^an opcuitions together in November 

1 Printed m the original edition. See note on Jienffs in Epilogue to “ The Tempest,” 13. 

j Maxybonc Garden. 
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EPILOGUE TO « CONSTANTINE THE GREAT.”^ 

1684* 

Out. hero’s happy in the play’s conclusion ; 

The holy rogue at last has met confusion ; 

Though Arius all along appeared a saint, 

The last act showed him a True Protestant, t 

Eusebius — for you know I read Greek authors — 5 

Reports, that, after all these plots and slaughters, 

The court of Constantine was full of glory, 

And every Trimmer turned addressing Tory 
They followed him in herds as they were mad : 

When Clause was king, then all the world was glad.J 10 
Whigs kept the places they possessed before, 

And most were in a way of getting more ; 

Which was as much as saying, gentlemen, 

Here’i power and money to be rogues again. 

Indeed, there were a sort of peaking tools, 15 

Some call ’em modest, but I call ’em fools ; 

Men much more loyal, though not half so loud ; 

But these poor devils were cast behind the crowd ; 

For bold knaves thrive without one gram of sense. 

But good men starve for want of impudence. 20 

Besides all these, there were a sort of wights, 

(I think my author calls them Teckelites,) 

Such hearty rogues against the king and laws, 

I'hey favoured even a foreign rebel’s cause, 

When their own damned design was quashed and awed ; 25 
At least they gave it their good word abroad. 

As many a man, who for a quiet life 
Bleeds out his bastard, not to nose§ his wife, 

Thus o’er their darling plot these Tiimmeis ciy, 

And, ^though they cannot keep it in their eye, 30 

They bind it prentice to Count Teckcly.H 

^^Constantine the Great,” a trare<l\ by Lee, was prfxluced in 16S4 AriiiSj tb* heretic, is the 
Viliam of the piece 

^ Whlg^ called themselves Ihue Protestants 

^ allusion to a passage in the speech of Orator to Clause, when elected Kme: 

of the Beggars, m th« « Beggars’ Bush,” act u. 5,cene 1 

Who Is he here that did not ’,\ish thee chosen 
Now thou arf chosen ? Ask them : all will say so, 

Nay swear h — ^’tis foi the King— hut let that pabs ” 

S NIpsg turned into ftoisg in the “Miscellany Poems," third editidn of Part T., 1703 ; and nrise 
has Mpeared in all subsequent ed-itions 

If Count Tcckely, a FfunsJ-rian Protestant and insuirectionist leader against the Austrian 
Government, allied himself with the Turks, .afsumod t^'o r’-own n' Trm'jivania as a vassal of the 
Porte, and in 1683 joined with a lrrc:e iriimraii'n fuicv,- the Turki‘.Ti umy IjC'-ieging Vienna I’hc 
V higs sympathised with Teckelv and Ins ers who -.vcio w ' i;ing \ ai agairst a Roman Catho- 
he Government which persecuted them The name of 'reckc'i*-eb vas thus given to the Whigs 
The word occurs as if it ve.e un.vcrsally rnclc’ stood m an A(hh._--,s pretented by the cui/en* of 
Carlisle to James T 7 DccemUer 31)87 iHistiry of A. d'C'-cs p 161I 
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They believe not the last plot ; may I be curst, 

If I believe they e’er believed the first ! 

No wonder their own plot no plot they think, 

The man that makes it never smells the stink. 3^ 

And now it comes into my head, I’ll tell 

Why these damned Trimmers loved the Turks so well. 

The original Trimmer, though a friend to no man, 

Yet in his heart adored a pretty woman ; 

He knew that Mahomet laid up for ever 40 

Kind black-eyed rogues for every true believer ; 

And, — ^which was more than mortal man e’er tasted, — 

One pleasure that for threescore twelvemonths lasted. 

To turn for this may surely be forgiven : 

Wlio’d not be circumcised foi such a heaven ? 45 


PROLOGUE TO “DISAPPOINTMENT, OR THE 
MOTHER IN FASHION.”’^' 

1684. 

How comes it, gentlemen, that, now-a-days, 

When all of you so shrewdly judge of plays. 

Our poets tax you still with want of sense ? 

All prologues treat you at your own expense. 

Sharp citizens a wiser way can go ; 5 

They make you fools, but never call you so. 

They in good manners seldom make a slip. 

But treat a common whore with ladyship : 

But here each saucy wit at random writes, 

And uses ladies as he uses knights. 10 

Our author, young and grateful in his natuic, 

Vows that from him no nymph deserves a satiic ; 

Nor will he ever diaw — I mean his rhyme 
Against the sweet partaker of his crime ; 

Nor IS he yet so bold an unci ei taker 15 

To call men fools, ’tis railing at their Maker. 

Besides, he fears to split upon that shelf ; 

He’s young enough to be a fop himself 
And, if his praise can biing you all a-bed, 

He swears such hopeful youth no nation ever bred. 20 

* “Disappointment, or the Mother in Fashioia,” was a play written by Southern, brought out in 
1C84. The Epilogue to the same play has been printed by Scott as Dryclen’s, misled doubtless by 
its being assigned^'to Dryden in the third edition of the First Paitof the ‘•Miscellany Poems,” pub- 
lished in 170a, aftei Dryden’s death. In the collected edition of Southern’s plays the Epilogue 
IS '•aid to be by the Hon. John Stafford The assignment of the poem by Jacob Tonson to 
Drvdcn after his death is of no authoiity In Mi. R liell’s and the Aldine editions the Epilogue 
IS alao printed as Dryden’s. 
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Your nurses, we presume, in such a case, 

Your father chose, because he liked the face. 

And often they supplied your mother’s place. 

The dry nurse was your mother’s ancient maid, 

Who knew some former slip she ne’er betrayed. 25 

Betwixt them both, for milk and sugar-candy, 

Your sucldng bottles were well stored with brandy. 

Your father, to initiate your discourse. 

Meant to have taught you first to swear and curse, 

But was 'prevented by each careful nurse. 30 

For,' leaving dad and mam, as names too common, 

They taught you certain parts of man and woman. 

I pass your schools ; for there when first you came, 

You would be sure to learn the Latin name. 

In colleges, you scorned the art of thinking, 35 

But learned all moods and figures of good drinking : 

Thence come to town, you practise play, to know 
The virtues of the high dice and the low. 

Each thinks himself a sharper most profound : 

He cheats by pence, is cheated by the pound. 40 

With these perfections, and what else he gleans, 

The spark sets up for love behind our scenes, 

Hot in pursuit of princesses and queens. 

There, if they know their man, with cunning carriage, 

Twenty to one but it concludes in marriage. 45 

He hires some lonely room, love’s fruits to gather, 

And garret-high rebels against his father : 

But he once dead 

Brings her in triumph, with her portion, dowm, 

A toilet,* * * § dressing-box, and half a crown. 50 

Some marry first, and then they fall to scouring, 

Which is refining mariiage into whoring. 

Our women batten well on their good-nature ; 

All they can rap and rend+ for the dear cieaturc. 

But while abroad so liberal the dolt is, 55 

Poor spouse at home as ragged as a colt is J 
Last, some there are, who lake their first degrees 
Of lewdness in our middle galleries ; 

The doughty bullies enter bloody drunk, 

Invade and grabble one another’s punk : 60 

They caterwaul, and make a dismal rout, 

Call sons of whores, and strike, but ne’er lug out : 

Thus, while for paltry punk they roar and stickle, 

They make it bawdier than a conventigle.§ 

* ToiUt printed iimillet in early editions ' 

t **Rap and rend," seize or plunder, hterally, snatch and pull, or snatch and tear 

“ AU they could rap and rend and pilfer.”— -H udibkas, Part II. canto ix. line 789. 

This phrase came to be used as one word ; and it is given in Coles’s Dictionary (1696) as rap an 
♦77«, and is there explained *' snatch and catdi (or dse rend^ " 
t These two lines arc used by Drydeu again in his last EiJiIogue wiittcn for the representation 
for his benefit a few weeks before his death. 

§ For the pronanuacion of conaentUe, with the accent on the panukiniate syllable, see note on 

“The Medal," Line 284. 
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PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO “ALBION i 

AND ALBANIUS.’^'^ | 

1685. 

TROLOCrUE. 

Full twenty years and more our labouring stage 
Has lost on this mcoriigible age : 

Our poets, the John Ketches of the nation, 

Have seemed to lash ye even to excoiiation : 

But still no sign reinams ; which plainly notes 5 

You bore like heroes or you biihed Lke Oates. , 

What can we do, when mimicking a fop, 

Like beating nut-trees, makes a larger ciop? 

Faith, we’U e’en spare our pains, and to content you, 

We’ll fairly leave you what your Maker meant you. 10 
Satire was once your physic, wit yonc food ; 

One nourished not, and 1’ other drew no blood. 

We now prescribe, like doctors in despair, 

The diet your weak appetites can beai. 

Since hearty beef and mutton will not do, IS 

Here’s julep dance, ptisan of song and show : 

Give you strong sense, the liqour is too heady ; 

You’re come to farce, that’s asses’ milk, alread); 

Some hopeful youths there aie of callow wit, 

Who one day may he men, if Heaven think fit ; 20 

Sound may serve such, ere they to sense are grown, 

Like leading stiings, till they can walk alone. 

But yet, to keep onr fiicnds in countenance, know, 

The wise Italians first invented show ; 

Thence into France the noble pageant past ; 25 

’Tis England’s credit to be cozened last. 

Freedom and zeal have choubed you o’er and o’er ; 

Pray give us leave to bubble you once more ; 

You never were so cheaply fooled before : 

We bring you change, to humour your disease ; 30 

Change for the worse has ever used to please : 

Then ’tis the mode of France, without whose rules 
None must presume to set up here for fools. 

In France, the oldest man is always young, 

Sees operas daily, learns the tunes so long, 35 

Till foot, hand, head, keep time with .eveiy song ; 

* The opera of Albion and Albanius” was writtcsi before the death of Charles IX ^ and 
privately represented several times m his presence . hut u not hrouijht bofoie the public till 
after Charles’s death It was first acted publicly, Juno 3, iCGj It is a political^ piece, and was 
intended to celebrate the victory of Charles II. over the Whujs * ** Albion” is Charles, and 
“ Albanius ” his brother James The opera was biou^ht out after James’s accession to the throne 
with great splendour, and at very great expense : on. the sixth night of the icprescntation, June 13, 
news came to London of the landing of Monmouth, which stopped the career of the play, and 
caused great loss to the theatre. ITie music of the opera was by Grabut, a Frenchman, the 
master of the King’s band, whom Charles preferred to Ihircell 
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ALBION' AND ALBANIUS. 


j Each sings his part, echoing from pit and box, 

! With his hoarse voice, half harmony, half pox. 

Le plus grand roi du monde is always ringing; 

They show themselves good^suhjects by their singing : 40 

1 On that condition, set up every throat ; 

j You Whigs ma^r sing, for you have changed your note. 

Cits and citesses, raise a joyful strain, 

’Tis a good omen to begin t reign ; 

Voices may help your charter to restoring, 45 

And get by sin^ng what lost by roaring. 

! 

i EPILOGUE. 

j After our .iEsop’s fable shown to-day, 

( I come to give the moral of the play. 

I Feigned Zeal, you saw, set out the speedier pace ; 

But, the last heat, Plain Dealing v/on the race : 

Plain Dealing for a jewel has been known ; 5 

But ne’er till now the jewel of a crown. 

When Heaven made man, to show the work divine, 

Truth was his image, stamped upon the coin ; 

And when a king is to a god refined. 

On all he says and does he stamps his mind. 10 

This proves a soul without allay, and pure ; 

Kings, like their gold, should every touch endure. 

To dare in fields is valour ; but how^ few 
Dar® be so throughly* valiant to be true ? 

The name of Great let other kings aiTect : 15 

He’s great indeed, the prince that is direct.f 
Plis subjects know him nov/, and trust him more 
j Than all their kings and all their laws before. 

} What safety could their public ads afford ? 

Those he can break, but cannot break his word. 20 

So great a trust to him alone was clue ; 

Well have they trusted whom so well they knew. 

The saint who walked on weaves securely trod, 

Wliile he believed the beckoning of his God ; 

But when his faith no longer bore him out, 25 

’ Began to sink, as he began to doubt. 

Let us our native character maintain ; 

’Tis of our growth to be sincerely plain. 

To excel in tmth we loyally may strive, 

Set privilege against prerogative : 

He plights his faith, and we believe him just ; 

His honour is to promise, ours to trust. 

Thus Britain’s basis on a word is laid, 

As by a vrord the world it self was made. 

* Throughly i a common form of the adverb : incorrectly changed to thoroughly hy Mr. R. Bell, 
t Dryden compliments James 11. somewhat similarly near the end of his reign in “Britannia 
Redivivaj?’ 333. , 

" The nante of Great your martml mind ^ill suit. 

But Justice is your darling attribute.” , 
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PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO “DON SEBASTIAN.”* 

1690. 

PROLdGUE. 

The judge removed, though lie’s' no moie my lord, 

May plead at bar, or at the council-board : i 

So may cast poets -write ^ there’s no pretension ' 

To argue loss of wit from loss of pension. 

Your looks are cheerful ; and in all this place 5 

I see not one that wears a damning face. 

The Biitish nation is too brave to show 
Ignoble vengeance on a vanquished foe. 

At least be civil to the wretch imploimg ; 

And lay your paws upon him without roaring. 10 

Suppose our poet was your foe before, 

Yet now the business of the field is o’er ; 

’Tis time to let your civil wars alone, ' 

When troops are into winter-quaiters gone. 

Jove was alike to Latian and to Phrygian j 1 5 

And you well know a play’s of no religion. 

Take good advice, and please yourselves this day ; 

No matter from what hands you have the play. 

Among good fellows evciy health will pass, 

That serves to carry round another glass : 20 | 

When with full bowls of Bin gundy you dine, I 

Though at the mighty monarch you lejjine, i 

You grant him still most Chiistian in his wine. [ 

i Thus far the poet ; but his biains giow addle, 

And all the rest is puiely fioin this noddle. 25 

You have seen young ladLCs at the senate-door 
Prefer petitions, and your grace imploie ; 

However giave the legislalois were, 

I Their cause went ne’er the worse foi being fair. 

I Reasons as weak as theirs, perhaps, I bring ; 30 

; But I could bribe you with as good a thing. 

I I heard him make advances of good naiuie. 

That he for once would sheath his cutting satire; 

I Sign but his peace, he vows he’ll ne’er again 

The sacred names of fups and beaux profane. 35 

^ Drydcn had not produced a plav for lorn years, when his tranedy of '■' Don Sebastian ” was 
brought out in 16^ : and it was nis first appeal ance <ni the sta£;e after the Revolution, which had 
deprived hinx of Couit favour, and of his offices of Poet Laureat and Historiographer Royal. Ho 
refers in the opening of the Prologue to his altcied position, and endeavours to propitiate ^the 
audience by an appeal to their magnanimity The play was not very successful in representation, ; 
but it is one of the best of Dryden’s plays. It was published also in xGgo, with a dedication to the j 
Earl of Leicester, the elder brother of Algernon Sidney, who himself as Loid Lisle had in early . 
j life acted with Cromwell, and was now, without being piominent in politics, a supporter of William ; 
and Mary^s throne. ’ 
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Strike up the bargain quickly ; for, I swear, 

As times go now, he otfers veiy fair. 

Be not too hard on him with statutes neither ; " 

Be kind, and do not set your teeth together 

To stretch the laws, as cobblers do their leather. 4.0 

Horses by Papists are not to be ridden, 

But sure the. Muses’ horse was ne’er forbidden ; 

For in no rate-book it was ever found 
That Pegasus was valued at five pound : ^ 

Fine him to daily drudging and inditing : 4.5 

And let him pay his taxes out in writing. 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken beiwixt Antonio and MoRAYMA.t 

Mor. I quaked at heart, for fear the royal fashion 
Should have seduced us two to separation : 

To be drawn in, against our oivn desire, 

Poor I to be a nun, poor you a friar. 

Ant I trembled, when the old man’s hand wms in, 5 
He would have proved we were too near of kin, 

Discovering old intrigues of love, like the other, 

Betwixt my father and thy sinful mother ; 

To make us sister Turk and Christian brother. 

Mor, Excuse me there ; that league should have been rather 
Betwixt your mother and my Mufti father ; 1 1 

’Tis for my own and my lelations’ credit. 

Your friends should bear the bastard, mine should get it. 

Ant Suppose us two, Almeyda and Sebastian, 

"With incest proved upon us 

Mor, Without question, 15 

Their conscience was too queazy of digestion. 

Ant Thou wouldst have kept the counsel of thy brothei, 

And sinned till we repented of each other. 

I\{or. Beast as you are, on nature’s laws to trample I 
’Twere better that we followed their example, 20 

And since all marriage in- repentance ends, 

’Tis good for us to part while we are friends. 

To save a maid’s remorses and confusions, 

Even leave me now, before we tiy conclusions. 

Ant To copy their example, first make certain 25 

Of one good hour, like theirs, befoie our parting 
Make a debauch o’ernight of love and madness ; 

And marry, when we wake, in sober sadness. 

satirical allusion to a clause in the Act for disarming the Catholics, passed at the beginning 
^ and Mary, which prohibited a Papist, or repuled Papist, refusing to take 

X allegiance, from keeping a horse above the value of 5/ 

t The Epilogue was spoken by Mr. and Mrs Mountfoit 

+ V ^ inferred from this rhyme that certmn\vQ<i pronounced sartnin See note at p. 218 
rhymes to serve^ desente, and desert. See rhymes of viercia and farces (Epilogue to 
Ueomenes, line 24), and garment and preferment (Epilogue to The Husband hxs own 
Cuckold, Mine 21). 
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Mor. I’ll follow no new sects of your inventing. 
One night might cost me nine long months repenting r 
First wed, and, if you find that life a fetter. 

Die when you please ; the sooner, Sir, the better. 

My wealth would get me love ere T could ask it : 

Oh ! there’s a strange temptation m the casket. 

All these young sharpers would my grace importune, 
And make me thundering vows of life and fortune. 


PROLOGUE TO '^THE PROPHETESS”'' 

1690. 

What Nostradame with all his art can guess 
The fate of our approaching Prophetess ? 

A play, which, like a prospective t set right, 

Presents our vast expenses close to sight ; 

But turn the tube, and there we sadly view 5 

Our distant gains, and those uncertain too ; 

A sweeping tax, w^hich on ourselves we raise. 

And all, like you, in hopes of better days. 

When will our losses warn us to be wise? 

Our wealth decreases, and our charges rise. 10 

Money, the sweet allurer of our hopes, 

Ebbs out in oceans, and comes in by drops. 

We raise new objects to provoke delight, 

But you grow sated ere the second sight 

False men, even so you serve your mistresses; 15 

They rise three stories in their towering dress ; 

And, after all, you love not long enough 
To pay the rigging, ere you leave ’em off. 

Never content with what you had before. 

But true to change, and Englishmen all o’er. 20 

Now honour calls you hence; and all your care 
Is to provide the horrid pomp of war. 

In plume and scarf, jack-boots and Bilbo blade 
Your silver goes, that should support our tiade. 

Go, unkind heroes! leave our stage to mourn, 25 

Till rich from vanquished rebels you leturn; 

And the fat spoils of Teague in triumph draw, 

His firkin-butter and his usquebaugh. 


^ Beaumont and Fletcher’s play of “ The Prophetess ” was brought out as an opera at Dorset 
Gardens m 1690. King William was in Ireland, and Queen Mary Rcoeut ^ The political allusions 
of this Prologue gave gieat offence • and it Nvas piohibited .ifter the fir^t night 
+ Prospective turned into perspective by Broughton, who is followed by .ill editoi >. 
tive lb a magnifying gUibb or telescope 
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Go, conquerors of your male and female foes ; 

Men without hearts, and women without liose. 30 

Each bring his love a Bogland captive home ; 

Such proper pages will long trams become ; 

With copper collai-s, and with brawny backs, 

Quite to put down the fashion of our blacks/ 

Then shall the pious Muses pay their vows, 35 

And furnish all their laurels for your brows ; 

Their tuneful voice shall rise for your delights ; 

We want not poets fit to sing your flights. 

But you, bright beauties, for whose only sake 

Those doughty knights such dangers undeiLake, 40 

When they with happy gales are gone away, 

With your propitious presence grace our play, 

And with a sigh their empty seats suivey; 

Then think, on that bare bench my servant sat ! 

I see him ogle still, and hear him chat , 45 

Selling facetiQus bargains, and propoiui ding 
That witty recreation, called dumbfounding, f 
Their loss with patience we will try to bear, 

And would do more, to see you often here ; 

That our dead stage, revived by your fair eyes, 50 

Under a female regency may rise. 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO ‘^AMPHITRYON, OR 
THE TWO SOSIAS.”J 
1690. 

niOLOGUK. 

The labouring bee, when his sharp stiug is gone, 

Forgets his golden work, and turns a drone ; 

Such is a satire, w^hen you take away 
That rage in which his noble vigour lay. 

What gain you, by not suifeiing him to tease ye ? 5 

He neither can offend you now, nor please ye, 

The honey-bag and venom lay so near. 

That both together you lesolved to tear ; 

And lost your pleasure, to secuie youi fear. 

It was the custom to have "black hoys, with collars, silver or copper Scott quotes an adveitise- 
ment of the Gazette of March 18, 1685 . “A black boy, about fifteen ycais of age, named John 
White, ran away from Colonel Kirke, the 15th instant : he has a silver collar about lus neck, upon 
which is the Colonel’s anus and cipher ” Dry den wickedly suggests that the English officers 
should bring boys from the bogs of Ireland to seive as pages with copper collars 
t Selling bargains was a game of que-^tion and answer, the force of which lay in coarse 
answers to innocent questions See “ Mac Flcdmoe,” line 181 and note ‘‘Dumbfounding ” was 
a game of another sort : the players “ dumbfounded ” each other with sudden blows on the back 
stealthily given 

X Bryden had now set to work again diligently for the stage; ’and “Don Sebastian ’ was 
quickly followed by the comedy of “ Ampliitryon, or the Two Sosias,” which was very successful. 
The subject had been treated by Plautus and by hloliere. „ , " ' ' 
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How can he sllo^y his manhood, if you bind him 
To box, like boys, with one hand lied behind him? 

This is plain levelling of v/it ; in which 
The poor has all the advantage, not the rich. 

The blockhead stands excused, for wanting sense ; 

And wits turn blockheads in their own defence. 

Yet, though the stage’s traffic is undone, 

Still Julian’s^' interloping trade goes on : 

Though satire on the theatre you smother, 

Yet, in lampoons, you libel one another. 

The first produces, still, a second jig ; 

You whip them out, like school-boys, till they gig ; 

And with the same success, we t readers guess. 

For every one still dwindles to a less ; 

And much good malice is so meanly drest, 

That we would laugh, but cannot hnd the jest. 

If no advice your rhyming rage can stay, 

Let not the ladies suiTer in the fray : 

Their tender sex is privileged from war ; 

’Tis not like knights, to draw upon the fair. 

What fame expect you from so mean a prize ? 

We wear no murdering weapons, but our eyes. 

Our sex, you know, was after yours designed ; 

The last perfection of the Maker’s mind ; 

Heaven drew out all the gold for us, and left your dross 
behind. 

Beauty for valour’s best reward he chose ; 

Peace, after war ; and after toil, repose. 

Hence, ye profane, excluded from our sights ; 

And, charmed by day with honour’s vain delights, 

Go, make your best of solitary nights. 

Recant betimes, ’tis prudence to submit ; 

Oiw sex is still your over- match in wit : 

We never fail with new successful arts 
To make fine fools of you, and all your parts. 


10 


^5 


20 


25 


30 


35 


40 


EPiLOGlTE. 

I’m thinking (and it almost makes me mad) 

How sweet a time those heathen ladies had. 

Idolatry was even their gods’ own trade : 

They worshipped the fme creatures they had made. 

Cupid was chief of all the deities, 5 

And love was all the fashion in the skies. 

When the sw^eet uyrapli held up her lily hand, 

Jove was her humble servant at command ; 

* Julian was a low fellow, a hawker of lampoons and coarse ballads. A poem addressed to him 
under the title “A Familiar Epistle to Mr. Julian, Secretary to the Muses,” appears in the 
“ Miscellany Poems” (vol. vi. echtion of 1716), being ascribed to Dry den, there cannot be a doubt 
incorrectly. See p. 29S. ^ 

f The sense has been spoilt here by most editors, including Scott and R. Bell, changing we 
into aur. 
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The treasury of heaven was ne’er so bare 

But still there was a pension for the fair. lo 

In all his reign, adultery was no sin ; 

For Jove the good example did begin. 

Mark, too, when he usurped the husband’s name, 
iiow civilly he saved the lady’s fame. 

The secret joys of love he wisely hid ; 15 

But you, sirs, boast of more than e’er you did. 

You tease your cuckolds, to their face torment ’em ; 

But Jove gave his new honours to content ’em, 

And, in the kind remembrance of the fair. 

On each exalted son bestowed a star. 20 

For these good deeds, as by the date appears, 

His godship flourished full two thousand years. 

At last, when he and all his priests gi'ew old, 

The ladies grew in their devotion cold ; 

And that false worship ■would no longer hold. 25 

Severity of life did next begin ; 

And always does, when we no more can sin. 

That doctrine, too, so hard in practice lies, 

That the next age may see another rise. 

Then, pagan gods may once again succeed: 30 

And Jove or Mars be ready, at our need, 

To get young godlings, and so mend our breed. 


j PROLOGUE TO MISTAKES, OR THE FALSE REPORT.”^’ 
I 1690. 

Enter Mr. Bright. 

Gentlemen, we must beg your pardon j here’s no Prologue lo be had to-day. 
Our new play is like to come on without a frontispiece ; as bald as one of }'0u 
young beaux without your periwig. 1 left our young poet snivelling and sobbing 
behind the scenes, and cursing somebody that has deceived him. 

Enter Mr. Bowen. 

Hold your jprating to the audience : here's honest Mr. Williams just come in, 
half mellow, n:om the Rose Tavern. He swears he is ins]:>ired with claret, and 
will come on, and that extempore loo, either with a prologue of his own, or 
something like one. O here he comes to his trialj at all adventures ; for my part, 

I wish him a good deliverance. [Exenni Mr. Bright a 7 zd Mr. Bowen. 

Enter Mr. Williams. 

Save ye, sirs, save ye I I am in a hopeful way. 

I should speak something, in rhyme, now for the play : 

But the deuce take me, if I know what to say ! 

I’ll stick to my friend the author, that I can tell ye, 

To the last drop of claret in my belly. 5 

* This was u thigi-comedy of v;'hich Joseph Harris, the comedian, was the ostensible author ; 
it is a pie^ of no merit. 
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So far I’m sure ’tis rhyme— that needs no granting : 

And, if my verses’ feet stumble — you see my own are want in 
Our young poet has brought a piece of work, 

In wiiich though much of art there does not lurk, 

It may hold out three days, and that’s as long as Cork. lo 
But, for this play — (which, till 1 have done, we show nut. } 
What may be its fortune — by the Lord — I know not. 

This I dare swear, no malice here is writ ; 

’Tis innocent of all things — even of wit. 

He’s no high-flyer— he makes no sky-rockets, 15 

His squibs are only levelled at your pockets ; 

And if his crackers light among your pelf, 

You are blown xip^ if not, then he’s blown up himself. 

By this time, I’m something recovered of my flustered madness; 
And now, a word or two in sober sadness. 20 

Ours is a common play ; and you pay down 
A common harlot’s price — just half-a-crown. 

You’ll say, I play the pimp, on my friend’s score; 

But since ’tis for a friend, your gibes give o’er, 

For many a mother has done that before. 25 

How’s this ? you cry : an actor WTite ? — ^we know it ; 

But Shakespeare was an actor, and a poet. 

Has not great Jonson’s learning often failed. 

But Shakespeare’s greater genius still prevailed ? 

Have not some writing actors in this age , 30 

Deserved and„found success upon the stage ? 

To tell the truth, when our old wits are tired, 

Not one of us but means to be inspired. 

Let your kind presence grace our homely cheer ; 

Peace and the butt is all our business here ; 35 

So much for that — and tlie devil .take small beer. 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO ^‘KING ARTHUR, OR 
THE BRITISH WORTHY.” t 

1691. 

PROLOGUE. 

Sure there’s a dearth of wit in this dull town, 

When silly plays so savourly^ go down ; 

As, when clipped money passes, ’tis a sign 
A nation is not over-stocked with coin. 

* See *‘The"Hind and the Panther,” part 3, line 759, and note. 

t King Arthur, or the British Worthy,” called by Dryden “a dramatic opera,” was produced 
at tlic Theatre Royal in i6gt. The music was by Purcell, and the opera was a great success. 
Dryden had often meditated an epic poem on King Arthur, but tlie necessity, as he has himself 
said, of working for subsistence, and probably even more his nature, which made him work 
impulsively and under excitement, prevented the fulfilment of his design. This^ opera had been 
originally composed, like “ Albion and Albanius,” at the end of Charles II.’s reign: it was much 
changed before it was produced in the reign of William and Mary. 

^ I 6 'avourU} prhited savatiniy by Scott, hlr. R. Bell lias turned it m%Q favourahly. 
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Happy is he, who in his own defence 5 

Can write just level to your humble sense; 

Who higher than your pitch can never go ; 

And doubtless he must creep who writes below. 

So have I seen, in hall of knight or lord, 

A weak arm throw on a long shovel-board ; 10 

He barely lays his piece, bar rubs and knocks, 

Secured by weakness not to reach the box. 

A feeble poet will his business do, 

Who, straining all he can, comes up to you : 

For, if you like yourselves, you like him too. 15 

An ape his own dear image will embrace ; 

An ugly beau adores a hatchet face : 

So, some of you, on ])ure instinct of nature, 

Are led by kind to admire 5’our fellow-creature. 

In fear of which, our house has sent this day, 20 

To insure our new-built vessel, called a play ; 

No sooner named, than one cries out, — These stagers 
Come in good lime, to make mere w'ork for wagers. 

The town divides, if it will take or no ; 

The courtiers bet, the cits, the merchants too ; 25 

A sign they have but little else to do. 

Bets at the first were fool-traps ; wh.ere the wise, 

Like spiders, lay in ambush lor the ilies ; 

But now they’re'’»grown a c^’minon trade for all, 

And actions by the news-book rise and fall ; 30 

Wits, cheats, and fops are free of wagcr-liall. 

One policy as far as Lyons carries ; 

Another, nearer home, sets up Paris. 

Our beta, at last, would even to Rome extend, 

But that the Pope has proved our trusty friend. 35 

Indeed, it were a hargaiii worth oxiv niutiey, 

Could we insure another Ottobuni. 

Among the rest there are a sharping sot 
That pray for us, and yet against us Ix-t. 

Sure lleaven itself is at a loss to know 40 

If th<?5e would have their pravers be heard, or no ; 

For, in great stakes, we piously sup|V>£e, 

Men pray but very faintly they vuuy lose. 

Leave off these wagers ; for, in ccitscience speaking, 

The city needs not your new- triclis for breaking : 45 

And if you, gallants, lose, to ah apjiearing, 

You’ll want an equipage for volunteering ; 

While thus, no sj^ark of honour left within ye, 

When you thould draw the sword, you draw' the guinea. 

EPILOGUE.* 

I’ve had to-day a dozen bUkt-dmix 

From fops, and wits;, and cits, and Bow^-street beaux : 

* This EpHogue was spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle, an actress of great beauty and unblemished 
'character. . ' , 
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Some from Whiteliall, but from the Temple more : 

A Covent-Garden porter brought me four. 

I have not yet read all ; but, v/ithout feigning, 5 

We maids can make shrewd guesses at your meaning. 

What if, to show your styles, I read them here? 

Methinks I hear one cry, “ O Lord, forbear ! 

No, Madam, no ; by Heaven, that’s too severe.” 

Well then, be safe 10 

But swear henceforward to renounce all waiting, 

And take this solemn oath of my inditing, — 

As you love ease, and hate campaigns and lighting. 

Yet, faith, ’tis just to make some few examples : 

What if I showed you one or two for samples? 15 

Here one desires my ladyship to meet \PhIIs ont one. 
At the kind couch above in Bridges -street. 

Oh sharping knave ! that would have — you know what, 

For a poor sneaking treat of chocolate. 19 

Now, in the name of luck, I’ll break this open, [Piilh out 
Because I dreamt last night I had a token ; mtother. 

The superscription is exceeding pretty, 

To the desire of all the town and city.” 

Now, gallants, you must know, this precious fop 
Is foreman of a haberdasher’s sho|3 : 25 

One w^ho devoutly cheats, demure in carriage, 

And courts me to the holy bands of marriage j 
But, vidth a civil innuendo too, 

My overplus of love shall be for you. 

“ Madam, I swear your looks are so divine, \Reads, 30 
When I set up, your face shall be my sigii; 

“ Though times are hard — to show how I adore you, 

“ Here’s my whole heart, and half a guinea for you. 

But, have a care of beaux ; they’re false, my honey; 

“ An4 which is w'orse, have not one rag of money.” 35 
See how maliciously the rogue would wrong ye I 
But I know better things of some among ye. 

My wisest way wall be to keep the stage. 

And trust to the good nalure the age ; 

And he that likes the music and the play 40 

Shall be my favourite gallant l-j-day. 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO ‘‘CLEOMENES, OR 
THE SPARTAN HEROA'*^ 

1692. 

PROLOGUE. 

I THINK, or hope at least, the coast is clear ; 

That none but men of wit and sense are here j 

* The tragedy of Cleomenes ” was first represented in May 1692. There had been some delay 
in bringing it out ; Queen Mary, who was acting as Regent during William’s absence in Ireland, 
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That our Bear-garden friends are all away. 

Who bounce- with hands and feet, and cry, Play, play ! 

Who, to save coach-hire, trudge along the street, 5 

Then print our matted seats with dirty feet ; 

Who, while we speak, make love to orange-wenches, 

And between acts stand strutting on the benches ; 

Where got a cock-horse, making vile grimaces, 

They to , the boxes show their booby faces. 10 

A Merry-Andrew such a mob will serve, 

And treat them with such wit as they deserve. 

Let them go people Ireland, where there’s need 
Of such new plantei-s, to repair the breed ; 

Or to Virginia or Jamaica steer, 15 

But have a care of some French privateer; 

For, if they should become the prize of battle, 

They’ll take ’em, black and white, for Irish cattle. 

Arise, true judges, in your own defence, 

Control those foplings, and declare for sense : 20 

For, should the fools prevail, they stop not there, 

But make their next descent upon the fair. 

Then rise, ye fair ; for it concerns you most. 

That fools no longer should your favours boast : 

’Tis time you should renounce them, for we find 25 

They plead a senseless claim to womankind : 

Such squires are only fit for country towns, 

To stink of ale and dust a stand with clowns ; 

Who, to be chosen for the land’s protectors. 

Tope and get drunk before their wise electors. 30 

Let not farce-lovers your v/eak choice upbraid, 

But turn them over to the chamber-maid. 

Or, if they come to see our tragic-scenes, 

Instmct them what a Spartan hero means : 

Teach them how manly passions ought to move, 35 

For such as cannot think can never love ; 

And, since they needs will judge the poet’s art, 

Point them with fescues* to each shining part. 

Our jhithor hopes in you ; but still in pain, 

He fears your charms will be employed in vain. 40 

You can make fools of wits, v/e find each hour; 

But to make wits of fools is ])ast your power. 

haring objected to its being licensed. Cleomenes, king of Sparta, defeated by the Achasans, took 
refuge in Egypt ; and the resemblance of his story to the exile of James II. in France made Queen 
Maiy fear the effect of the representation of this play. The Queen, however, was persuaded, 
chiefly by Kochester (to whom, in consequence, Dry den dedicated the play when it was published)* 
to withdraw her objections. Dryden was suffering sc severely from gout, when anxious to finish, 
the play, that he was obliged to c£tU in the aid of Southern. It is stated by Southern in the dedi- 
cation of his own dlay of «Tbe Wife’s Excuse,” that Diyden bequeathed to liis care the half 
of the last act. The Wife s Excuse ” had been imsuccessful ; and Southern pleaded against the 

public Bryden’s good opinion of him. “ If modesty be sometimes a weakness, what I say can 
hardly be a enme : m a fair English trial, both parties are allowed to be heard ; and without this 
vanity of mentioning Mr. Dryden, I had lost the best evidence of my cause.” 
fescue is a wire with which a person teaching reading points to the letters. 
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EPILOGUE.* 

This day, the Poet, bloodily inclined, 

Has made me die, full sore against my mind ! 

Some of you naughty men, I fear, will cry, 

“ Poor rogue ! would I might teach thee how to die I ’’ 
Thanks for your love ; but I sincerely say, 5 

I never mean to die your wicked w^ay. 

Well, since it is decreed all flesh must go, 

(And I am flesh, — at least, for aught you know,) 

I first declare, I die with pious mind. 

In perfect charity with all mankind. 10 

Next, for my will ! 1 have in my dispose 

Some certain moveables would please you beaux ; 

As, first, my youth ; for, as I have been told, 

Some of you, modish sparks, are devilish old. 

My chastity I need not leave among ye ; 15 

For to suspect old fops were much to wrong ye. 

You swear you’re sinners ; but for all your haste, 

Your misses shake their heads, and find you chaste. 

I give my courage to those bold commanders. 

That stay with us, and dare not go for Flanders. 20 

I leave my truth (to make his plot more clear) 

To Mr. Fuller, when he next shall swear, t 
I give my judgment, craving all your mercies. 

To those that leave good plays, for damned dull farces. 

My small devotion let the gallants share, 35 

That come to ogle us at evening prayer. 

I give my person ^let me well consider, — 

Faith even to him that is the fairest bidder ; 

To some rich hunks, if any be so bold 

To say those dreadful words, To have a 7 td hold. 30 

But stay ^to give, and be bequeathing still, 

When I’m so poor, is just like Wickham’s will : 

Like that notorious cheat, vast sums I give. 

Only that you may keep me while I live. 

Buy a good bargain, gallants, while you may ; 35 

I’ll cost you but your half a crown a day. 


* Mrs. Bracegirdle delivered this Epilogue. , , . . t 1 • 

t William Fuller, an informer, who pretended a discovery in 1691 of a plot by the jaemntes 
against the Government. The House of Commons declared him a notorious impostor, a cheat, 
and a false accuser, having scandalized their Majesties and their government, abused this House, 
and falsely accused sever^ persons of quality ; ” and he prosecuted by the Attorney-General, 
and put into the pillory. He was again sentenced £0 the pillory in 1702 for publishing a forgery 
concerning the birth of the Prince of Wales, son of James Il._ , 

• t Compare this rhyme with that of ceriam tinA (Epilogue to Don Sebastian, line 25), 

, garment and prefertnetit (Epilogue to The Mu-band his own Cuckold,’' line 22). 


HENRY n. 


478 


epilogue to “HENRY II., KING OF ENGLAND, WITH 
THE DEATH OF ROSAMOND."* 

1692. 

Thus you the sad catastrophe have seen, 

Occasioned by a mistress and a queen. 

! Queen Eleanor the proud was French, they say ; 

1 But English manufacture got the day. 

I Jane Clifford was her name, as books aver : 5 

j Fair Rosamond was but her nom de guerre. 

Now tell me, gallants, would you lead your life 
1 With such a mistress, or with such a v/ife ? 

Tf one must be your choice, which d’ye approve. 

The curtain lecture or the curtain love ? 10 

Would ye be godly with perpetual strife, 

Still drudging on with homely Joan, your wife, 

Or take your pleasure ih a wicked way, 

! Bike honest whoring Hgrry^in the play ? 

I guess your minds ; the. mistress would be taking, f 15 

j And nauseous matrimony sent a packing, 

j The devil’s in you all ; mankind’s a rogue j 

j You love the bride, but you detest the clog, 

, After a year, poor spouse is left in the lurch, 

I And you, like Haines,:^ return to mother-churcli. 20 

: Or, if, the name of church comes cross your mind, 

: Chapels of ease behind our scenes you find. 

, The play-house is a kind of market-place 

One chaffers for a voice, another for a face ; 

Nay, some of you, — I dare not say how nian.y, — 25 

Would buy of me a pen’wortli for your penny. 

Even this poor face, whicli with my lan I hide, 

Would make a shift my portion to provide, 

Witir some small pertpiisites X have beside. 

Though for your love, perhaps, I should not care, 30 

I could not hate a man that bids me fair. 

What might ensue, his hard for me to tell • 

But I was drenched to-day for loving well. 

And fear the poison that would make me swell. 

i * The tragedy of Henry the Second” was written by John Bancroft, a surgeon, for Mountfort 
the comedian ; and it was published as Mountfort’s. It was produced in 1:692, and published in 
: l^lbjintfort having died in the interval, The Epilogue was spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle, 

t r is changed into by editors, including Scott and R, Bell, 

J Toe Haines, who had become a Roman Catholic in James II.’s reign, recanted after the 
Revolution, and returned to the Church of England. Being an actor, he made a public recanta- 
j tion of the Roman Catholic faith on the stage, in a white sheet, with a torch in his hand, dms 
« tsakmg public penance for a sin. 
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' PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE TO “LOVE TRIUMPHANT, 
OR NATURE WILL PREVAIL.”*' 

1694. 

PROLOGUE. 

; As, when some Treasurer lays do\TO the stick, 

( Warrants are signed for ready money thick 

\ ' And many desperate debentures paid, 

; Which never had been, had his lordship stayed : 

! So now, this poet, who forsakes the stage, 

! Intends to gratify the present age. 

j One warrant shall be signed for every man ; 

j All shall be v/its that will, and beaux that cun : 

I Provided still, this wan-ant be not shown, 

i And you be v/i*:s but to yourselves alone ; 10 

! Provided too, you rail at one another, 

I For there’s no one wit, will allov/ a brother ; 

I Provided also, that you spare this story, • 

I Damn all the plays that e’er shaE come before ye. 

; If one by chance prove good in half a score, , 15 

i Let that one pay for all, and damn it more, 

i For if a good one scape among the crew, 

j And you continue judging as you do. 

Every bad play will hope for damning too. 

Vou might damn this, If it were worth your pains ; 20 

Here’s nothing you will like ; no fustian scenes, 

And nothing too of — you know w'hat he means. 

No {foid'L’ which you sparks allow. 

To make the iadks look — iluy ioiow not how ; 

Simply as ’twere, and kiioiving both together, 25 

Seeming to fin their faccri in auhi iveatlier. 

Bat here’s a story, which no hooks relate, 

Coined from our owti old pfju; V. addle-pate. 

The fable has a moral loo, if .nought ; 

But let that go ; for, upon second thougiit, 50 

He fears but few come hither to l>e laught. 

I Yet if you will be pro died, you may ; 

j /end he would brfoj you lao to like his play. 

I He dies, at least 10 and to the stage, 

■j And what he has lie leave.s this noble age. 35 

I He leaves you, lirsr, ail plays of his inditing, 

! The whole estate whi-ch he lias goi by v/rhing. 

\ , * ‘‘ Love Triumphant,” a tragi-comedy, Dryden's last play, was brought out in the beginning of 

' 1^* It was a great failure. A letter, preserved by Malone, written by one who was evidently a 
; bitter enemy of Dry Jen’s — hufSng Dryden " he cal!.! him — saii-s that the play “•was damned by 
the universal cry of the town.” Dry’-’den returned on this occasion to rhyme, which he had 
long discarded for tragedy, in some of the tragic parts. In the Prologue Dryden formally 
announces his intention of giving up writing for the stage ; and the Epilogue opens with the 
conceit that “ the poet's dead.” 
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The beaux may think this nothing but vain praise ; 

They’ll find it something, the testator says ; 

For half their love is made from scraps of plays, 40 

To his worst foes, he leaves his honesty, 

That they may thrive upon’t as much as he. 

He leaves his manners to the roaring boys, 

Who come in drunk and fill the house with noise. 

He leaves to the dire critics of his wit 45 

His silence and contempt of all they unit. 

To Shakespeare’s critic he bequeaths the curse 
To find his faults, and yet himself make worse ; 

A precious reader in poetic schools. 

Who by his own examples damns his rules. 50 

Last, for the fair, he wishes you may be 
From your dull critics, the lampooners, free. 

Though he pretends no legacy to leave you, 

An old man may at least good wishes give you. 

Your beauty names the play; and may it prove 55 

To each an omen of Triumphant Love 1 


EPILOGUE. 

Now, in good manners, nothing shall be said 
Against this play, because the poet’s dead. 

The Prologue told us of a moral here : 

Would I could find it ! but the devil kiiow’s where; 

If in my part it lies, I fear he means ^ 

To warn us of the sparks behind our scenes. 

For, if you’ll take it on Dalinda’s word, 

’Tis a bird chapter to refuse a lord. 

The poet might pretend tins moral too, 

That when a wit and fool together woo, 10 

The damsel (not to break an ancient rule) 

Should leave the wit, and take the -wealthy fool. 

This he might mean; but there’s a truth behind, 

And, since it touches none of all our kind 

But masks and misses, faith. I’ll speak my mind. 15 

What if he taught our sex more cautious carriage, 

And not to be too coming before marriage ; 

For fear of my misfortune in the play, 

A kid brought home upon the wedding-day ? 

I fear there are few Sanchos in the pit ,, 20 

So good as to forgive and to forget, 

That will, like him, restore us into favour, 

And take us after on our good behaviour. 

Few, when they find the mohey-bag is rent, 

Will take it for good payment on content ; 25 

But in the telling there the difference is, 

Sometimes they find it more than they could ^visli. 

Therefore be warned, you misses and you masks, 

Look to your hits, nor give the first that asks. 



7 HE IIUSBAXD II IS OirX CrCKOLD. 


Tears, sighs, and oaths, no truth of passion. pio\c; 
Tine settlement alone declares tiue love. 

For him that wccK a puss, who kept her first, 

J say but little, but 1 doubt the woist. 

The wife, that was a cat, may mind bei house, 

And prove an honest and a cateful spouse; 

Tut, faith, I wouhl not tiiist her with a mouse. 


EPILOGUE TO “THE HUSBAND HIS OWN CUCKOLD.’^ 

1696. 

Ijicr some raw sopluster that mounts the pulpit, 

So trembles a young poet at a full pit. 

Unused to crowds, the parson quakes for fear, 

And wonilers how the (levil he durht come there ; 

Wanting three talents needful foi the place, 5 

Some beard, some learning, and some little grace. 


* ^‘Tho Husband his own Cuckold” was a comf'tly written by Dryden s second son, John, it 
was brought out at the theatre m E.incoln’s Ina ticlds m iG(j6, the Pnilf>gue being written by 
Congxeve and the Epilogue by Dryden Johii Drytlcn, the son, was at this imic about eight and- 
twenty, and had resided at Rome foi ‘.oinc four yeais together with his elder brother Chailes, and 
was a Gentlernan-usher to the Pope Charles IJrydtn, the eldest son, was Chaniberl.am of the 
Pope’s household. The play was published soon after with a Preface by Dry den and a Dedication 
to Sir Robert Howard, the author’s mateinal uncle, and with the happy motto, 

“ Et pater .dBneas et avunculus crcitet Hector.” 

Diyden states in the Preface that Sir Robert Howard had revised and rearranged the play 
Dryden in the Preface gives another commencement for the Epilogue, which he had written, 
fearing that the first twenty-two lines of the Epilogue, as it is prmted in the text, and as it was 
spoken, might displease as too severe on the clergy. He thus evplams the matter in introducing 
the otlier set of lines ' Neither is luy epilogue the wor‘t uhuh I have written ; though it seem* 
at the first sight to expose our young clergy with too inui h freedom It was on that consideration 
that I had once begun it otherwise, and deliterevl the copy of it to be spoken, in case the first part 
of It had given olfence This T will give you, partly m my ewr. justification, and p.aitly, t«»o, 
because I think it not unworthy of yoiu sight . only remunibeiing you, th.at the last line connects 
the sense to the ensuing pait of it --Kaiew’ell, reader : if you are a father, you will forgive me ; if 
not, you will when yon aie a father ” ^ 

Time was, when none could pi each without degrees, 

And seven yeais' toil at Universities; 

Put when the canting saintis came once in pby, 

The Spirit did their business in a day : 

A ^ ealous cobbler with the gift of tongue, 

If he could pi ay siv hours, might pteach as long. 

Thus, in the primitive times of poetiy, 

The stage to none but men of sen'^e was free ; 

Hut thanks to your judicious taste, my masters, 

It lies in common now to poetasteis 

You .set them up, and till you dare condemn, 

The satire lies on you, and not on them. 

When mountebanks their drugs at market cry. 

Is it their fault to sell, or yours to buy? 

Tis true, they write with ease, and well they may ; 

Fly-blows are gotten every sununer’s day ; 

The poet does but buz7, and there’s a play. 

Wit’s not his business, &c 
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Noi is the puny poet void of care ; j, 

For authors, such as our new authois aie, ' 

Have not much learning, nor much wit to spare ; 

And as for grace, to tell the tiuth, there’s scarce one, 10 
15 ut has as little as the very pal^>on : 

Both say they pi each and write for your instruction ; 

But ’tis foi a third day, and for induction. 

The difference is, that though you like the play, 

The poet’s gain is ne’er beyond liis day. 15 

But with the parson ’tis anothei case, j 

He without holiness may rise to grace ; 

The poet has one disadvantage moie, 

That if his play be dull, he’s damned all o’er, \ 

Not only a damned blockhead, but damned i)Oor. 20 

But duliiess well becomes the sable garment ; 

1 wairant that ne’er spoiled a [u left’s picleiment,’^ 

Wit’s not his business, and as wit now goes, 

Sirs, ’tis nut so much youns as you suppose, * 

For you like nothing now but nauseous beaux. 25 

You laugh not, gallants, as by proof appeals, , 

At what his beauship says, but what he wears ; 

So ’tis your eyes are tickled, not youi cais. 

The tailor and the furrier find the stuff, 

The wit lies in the dress and monstrous muff- 10 ' 

The truth on’t is, the payment of the pit ’ 

Is like for like, dipt money for dipt wit. j 

You cannot from our absent author hope ! 

He should equip the stage with such a fop. : 

Fools change in Jsngland, and new fools arise ; 35 ; 

For, though the immortal .species nc^er dics,t 

Yet every year new maggots make new flies. [ 

But where he lives abroad, he scarce can find 
One fool for million that he left behind. 


PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE $ 

ON THE OCCASION OF A REPRESENTATION FUR DRYDEN’s BENEFIT, 4 

MARCH 25, 1700. ' 

I 

PROLOGUE. I 

How wretched is the fate of those who write ! j 

Brought muzzled to the stage, for fear they bite ; 


* See note on similar rhyming, Epilogue to ** Cleomenes/' line 24 j 

t “ At genus imraortale inanet’'— ‘■Vino. Geor^. iv. 208 ; 

t Thii Prologue and Epilogue were composed by IDryden for a representation for his own | 
benefit, winch took place very shortly before ids death Beaunioiit and h'letcher’s Pilgrim" was | 
acted on this occasion, with alterations by Vanbrugh : and Diyden contributed a song-dialogue to >'■ 
the pla^, and also wrote his “ Secular Masque." The ** Seculai Masque " and the Song added to 
the ‘‘Pilgrim have been printed in this volume, pp. 380-5. All the pieces written by Dryden ^ 
for this occasion were published immediately after his death. (See note f at p. 380. ) This represeu- * 
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Where, like Tom Dove,’^ they stand the common foe, 

Lugged by the critic, baited by the beau. 

Yet, worse, their brother poets damn the play, 5 

And roar the loudest, though they never pay. 

The fops are pioucl of scandal, for they c^. 

At cveiy lewd, low character, — That’s I. 

He who writes letters to himself wouhl swear, 

The world forgot him if he was not there. 10 

What should a poet do? ’Tis haul for one 
To pleasure all the fools that wouhl be shown ; 

And yet not two in ten will pa'>s the town. 

Most coxcombs are not of the laughing kind ; 

More goes to make a fop than iops can find. 15 

Quack Maurusjt though he never took degrees 
In either of our Universities^ 

Yet to be shown by some kind wit he looks, 

Because he played the fool, and wiit three books. 

But if he would be woith a poet’s pen, 20 

He must be more a fool, and wute again : 

For all the former fustian stuff he wrote 
Was dead- born dogrel, or is quite forgot; 

His man of Uz, strip t of his Hebrew lobe, 

Is just the proverb, and “ as poor as Job.” 25 

One would have thought he could no longer jog ; 

But Arthur was a level, Job’s a bog.rj: 

There though he crept, yet still he kept in sight ; 

But here he founders in, and sinks downright. 

Had he prepared us, and been dull by lule, 30 

Tobit had first been turned to ridicule ; 

tation was on March 25, 1700; Dryden died May i, and the pieces were published in June. Colley 
Cibber spoke both the Prolosue and Epilogue The Prohigue is almojit exclusively an attack on 
Sir Richard Blackmore, whom Dry den had alieady scveiely chastised in the Epi&tle to his Cousin 
326}. The Epilogue is a reply to Jeremy Collier, to whose atude on the staj,e and on himself 
Dryden had made some reply in his Address to Motteux (p. 322). No impaitial person can admit 
the justice of Dryden’s attempt to exculpate himself by throwing all the blame of the licentiousaefiS 
of his plays on the Court, The following Epitaph on Dryden soon appeare< 4 > it is printed in 
the “ State Poems/^ vol. iii. p. 379 

** John Dryden enemies had three. 

Sir Dick, old Nick, and Jeremy : 

The doughty knight was forced to yield. 

The other two have kept the field ; 

But had his life been something holier. 

He’d foiled the Devil and the Collier ” 

* “Tom Dove ” was a well-known bear exhibited at the Bear-Gimden. He is also alluded to in 
the Epilogue on the occasion of the Union of the two Companies, line 24. 

f Dryden turns the name of his foe, Blackmore, into Maurus, as he has done before in the ■ 
“ Epistle to John Dridcn,” line 83. Blackmore had taken the degree of M.A. at Oxford, hut not 
a medical degree , his medical degree was from the University of Padua When this Prologue 
was written he had just published “A Paraphrase on the Book of Job, as likewise on the Songs of 
Mesis, Deborah, David, on four select Psalms, some Chapters of Isaiah, and thfe Third Chapter 
of Habakkuk. ” He had previously published two long heroic poems, “ Prince Arthur ” and 
“ King Arthur.” Pope followed Dryden in treating Sir Richard Blackmore’s poetry with 
contempt; hut his poem “Creation” was highly praised by Addison in the Spectator , ” and 
Locke, who was a better judge of philosophy than of poetry, gives great praise to Blackmore’s 
philosophy. 

t Referring to Blackmore's poems on King Arthur and paraphrase of Job. 

1 1 2 
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But our bold Briton, without fear 01 awe, 

O’erleaps at once the whole Apocrypha ; 

Invades the I’salms with rhymes, and leaves no room 
For any Vandal Hopkins yet to come. 35 

But when, if, after all, this godl}'' gear 
Is not so senseless as it would appear, 

Our mountebank has laid a deeper train ; 

His cant, like Merry-Andrew’s noble vein, 

Cat-calls the sects to draw ’em in again. ^0 

At leisure hours in Epic Song he deals, 

Writes to the rumbling of his coach’s wheels ; 

Prescribes in haste, and seldom kills by rule, 

But rides triumphant between stool and stool. 

Well, let him go, — ’tis yet too early day ^5 

'I'o get himself a place in farce or play ; 

We know not by what name we should arraign him, 

For no one category can contain him. 

A pedant, canting preacher, and a quack. 

Are load enough to break one ass’s back. 50 

At last, grown wanton, he presumed to write, 

Traduced two kings, their kindness to reqfiitc ; 

One made the Doctor, and one dubbed the Knight. 


EPILOGUE. 

Perhaps the parson t stretched a point tw) far, 

When with our theatres he waged a wai. 

He tells you, that this very moral age 
Received the first infection from the stage ; 

But sure, a banished coiut, with lewdness fi aught, 5 

The seeds of open vice returning brought. 

Thus lodged, (as vice by great example thrives,) 

It firijt debauched the daughters and the wives. 

London, a fruitful soil, yet never boie 
So plentiful a crop of horns before. lO 

The poets, who must live by couits or starve, J 
Were j'lroud, so good a government to seivc ; 

.‘Vnd, mixing with buffoons and pimps profane, 

'Fainted the stage for some small snip of gain ; 

h'ur they, like ballots, under bawds professed, 15 

d'ook all the ungodly pains, and got the least, 

'Fhus did the thriving malady prevail ; 

'Fhe court its head, the poets but the tail. 

The sin was of our native growth, ’tis tme ; 

The scandal of the sin was wholly new. 20 

* I'his ‘Statement is not correct BUckmore was appointed physician to Wdliam III,, and was 
knighted also by him. Pope makes it a repioach to King WiUiam that he knighted BUckmoie : 

The hep William and the martyr Charles, 

One knighted Bluckmore, and one pensioned Quarles ” 

I Jeiemy Collier, in lus work on the * ** Immorality and Profancucss of the Englidi .Stage ” 
t Sec note on **Threnodia Augustah'^,” line 501, p 2x8; sometuneb printed stsme in 

Dry den's early editions, but here pmlcd stante in the original edition of jyoo. 
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Misses there were, but modestly concealed ; 

Whitehall the naked Venus first revealed, 

Who standing as at Cyprus in her shrine, 

The strumpet was adored with rites divine. 

Ere this, if saints had any secret motion, 25 

’Twas chamber practice all, and close devotion. 

I pass the peccadillos of their time ; 

Nothing but open lewdness was a crime. 

A monarch’s blood was venial to the nation, 

Compared with one foul act of fornication. 30 

Now, they would silence us, and shut the door 
That let in all the barefaced vice before. 

As for reforming us, which some pretend, 

That work in England is without an end ; 

Well may we change, but we shall never mend. 35 

Yet, if you can but bear the present stage, 

We hope much belter of the coming age 
What would you say, if we should fiist begin 
To stop the trade of love behind the scene. 

Where actresses make bold with married men ? 40 

For wliile abroad so prodigal the dolt is,' 

Poor spouse at home as ragged as a colt is. 

In short, we’ll grow as moral as we can, 

Save, here and there, a woman or a man ; 

But neither you, nor we, with all our pains, 45 

Can make clean work ; then) will be some remains, 

While you have still your Oates, and we our Ilaines.f 
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TRANSLATIONS FROM CHAUCER 
AND BOCCACIO. 


Nunc ultro atl cmorc& lp'" 4 us ut ossa parcntw 

(Haud e(iuidcra s>ine ineute, reur, iinti numine divumj 

Adsumus.” 

ViRG. yFn. V. 56. 



GENERAL INTRODUCTION. 


Drydens imitations or, as ho, himself calls them, translations of Chancer and 
Boccacio, were madi in 1698 and 1699, and piblishcd m March 1700, m a 
folio volume hearing the title Fables, Ancient and Modern, translated into Verse 
from Iloines*, Ovid, Boccacio and Chaucer, with Oinginal Poems f 

The J>lan of this edition excludes DiydeiHs translations front Homer and Ovid, 
The original poems published tn this volume were the Epistle to his cousin John 
Driden, the Ode, ** Alexanders Feast, and the Epitaph on Mrs, Maiy Frampton, 
The general Preface to the volume and the Dedication to the Duke of Ormond 
are printed here; and the motto from Virgil, which was intended also for Homer 
and Ovid, is retained for Chaucer and Boccacio only. It is known that the 
price paid to Dry den by Jacob Ton son m all for this folio volume was : two 
hundred and fifty guineas were paid at the time cf the contract, March 1699, and 
the remainder, due on the printing of a set end edition, as paid m June for 

the benefit of DrydePs wuhno, then out of her mind, to Lady Sylvius, her niece. The 
poet stipulated in his contract with 7 'onson that the volume should contain ten 
thousand verses, and 7jS^^ wei e delivered at the time of the contract . heaftenvards 
gave 5,000 more, twice as many as remained due from him, hut the payment was 
not enlarged. Considering DrydeiPs reputation at this time, and the extent of 
the work, the payment was anything but liberal. The sale, Imvever, was not 
rapid; a thousand copies wxv pointed, and a second edition was not required 
before 17 ^ 3 * Additional profit accrued to Drydcn from presents from his cousin 
in return for^the Epistle, and from the Duke and Duchess of Ormond in return 
for the dedicatiofi of the volume to the former and the beautiful Address to the latter 
prefixed to ** Palamon and Arcite.^^ It has been said that his cousin sent him ;if500, 
and that he received flpo also from the Duke and Duchess of Ormo?id , but Malone 
thinks ficxo in each ca^e more probable. A sfoiy mentioned by Johnson, founded 
on a conversation of Pope as related by Spence, that Tonson had agreed to pay 
Dryden sixpence a line for the contents of this folio volume, appears to be without 
foundation. 

Dryden^ s Tales fiom Chaucer and Boccacio have been perhaps ike most popular 
of hts writings ; and thei^e havt been w numerable editions. Diy den's power of 
versification ts seen vt pei fiction tn these compositions of Ms latest years. Several 
small but serious ccoiuptions of the text are in all editions since the first: sojne of 
the worst having b.c i inti odiued into the second edition of 1713. 



TO HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF ORMOND/ 


I\Iy Lord, — Some estates are held in England by paying a fine at the change 
of cveiy loul. I have enjoyed the jialronage of your family, from the lime of 
)our excellent giandfathei to this present day. 1 ha\e dedicated the Jdves of 
Vlutarch to the first Duke, and have celebrated the memory of yoiu heioic 
father. Though J am Aciry shoit of the age of Nestor, yet X have In, eel to a 
tiiiul generation of youi house; and by your Cliace’s favour erm adiintted still 
to liold Iioin you by the same tenure. 

I am not vain enough to boast that I have deseivcd the value of so illustriouH 
a line; but my forlime is tlie gi eater, that for three descents they ha\e been 
pleased to distinguish my poems fioin those of other men, and have aceoidingly 
uiide me their peculiar care. ?.lay it he peimitted me to say, that as your 
gKiudfather and father -vveie eherished and adorned with bonoms by tv/o successive 
laouarchs, so I have been esteemed and paliomsed by the grandfather, the father, 

. ml the son, descended from one of the niOat ancient, most conspicuous, and most 
dwM.i\rig families in Em ope. 

ri>, tiLie, that by delaying the payment of my last fine, when it uas due by 
ytiLi' Gi ace’s accession to the titles and pa4imionies of your house, 1 may seem 
m iigoui of law to have made a foifciture of niy edaim ; yet my hcait has always 
been devoted to your sen ice; and since you have been graciously jiieased, by 
your ]ietiniision of tlii.- adthe..s, to accept the* tender of my duty, it is not yet too 
1 it. to lay these volumes at your feet. 

The world is sensible that you woithily succeed not only to the honoms of 
your ancesUirs, but also lo dieir virtues. The long chain of magnanimity, courage, 
i'tsjHjs') of access, and desire of doing good, even to the piepulice of yiAir fortune, 
i* so farfium being bioken m yrmr (liaee, tliat the pieeious nmtal yet urns puie* 
to the nev.e‘t link of it; which I will not cull the la^t, because* I hope and jnay 
It may descend to late ]josle*iity, and yoiu flourishing y'outh, and that of your 
excellent nuehe.ss, aie happy omens oi my wish. • 

Tis ub.>.erce*l by Livy and by othiTS li-J’-t some of the noblest Roman families 
retaine‘<l a le-^anblauce of their anrestiy, not only in their sliajies and features, 
but also in dieir manners, their qualities, and the distinguishing charactcis of their 
minds : some Imcs weie noted for a stem, ligid virtue, sa\age, haughty, parsi- 
iiijiuous, and iinpopulai : others were ii’ore sw’cet and affable, made of a more 

■* This dodic lUon of the volume of “ Fables, Ancient and Modern," of which the translations 
ftoiu Cbpucei Mid Boccacio aie the lar^CwSt part, is to James, the second Duke of Ormond, 
S' r of the Earl of O'? jtjrj', who died in iflSo, before his father the fust D*akc The first Duke 
ix f*»i<‘Iy tuloqiyed liy Diyden in “Abs.tlom and Achitophel" undei the name of Bai^ilUi: 
.uiti tile '.nnie T)‘i s'* contains a clnwina trilivtcto the nieiuoiy of Osv.ry fSce pp. 113—115, 
.•ml note' ) 'I'he first Dul.e ot Ounoud ehed in iCjCZ His "randson, the sernnd J>iike, married 
ills h-st Wife ’iv.is the Lidy Anne }Iyde, daughter of Iiaiirerce, Fail of l{.ochs"-ter, 
.ird ’.uidl'lwi of the Chanov-doi CUruidon, I’/h.ji died early, and before he was Dvd.e: 

his second wife uas the Lady iSInry Sonieiset, a daui-hter of the Duke of Be.iufoit, to whom 
Diyilfii dediuited “ P'l’arnon and Arcite ” This Duke ot_f)iiuond on the accession of George I 
was luipcached, and lieu fiu u Ln^lend: he died ui bpauiiu 1746. 
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pliant paste, humble, courteous, and obliging ; studious of doing charitable offices, 
and diffusive of the goods which they enjoyed. The last of these is the proper 
and indelible character of your Grace’s family. God Almighty has endued you 
with a softness, a beneficence, an attmelive behaviour winning on the hearts of 
others ; and so sensible of their misery, that the wounds of fortune seem not 
inflicted on them, but on your self. You are so ready to redress, that you almost 
prevent their wishes, and always exceed their expectations ; as if wdiat was yours 
was not your own, and not given you to possess, but to bestow on wanting merit. 
]>ut this IS a topic w’hich I must cast in shades, lest I offend your modesty, wdiich 
is .«o far from being ostentatious of the good you do, that it blushes even to have 
it known; and therefore I must lepe you to the satisfaction and testimony of 
your owm conscience, wdiich, though it be a silent panegyric, is yet the best. 

You arc so easy of access that Poplicola* w'as not more, whose doors were 
ojjencd on the oulsidc to save the people even the common civility of asking 
entrance; wheic all wx*ie equally admitted, wdiere nothing that was reasonable 
w’as denied, wdiere misfortune was a powerful recommendation,^ and w’-herc (I 
can scarce forbear saying) that want itself w^as a powerful mediator, and was 
next to merit. 

The history of Peru assuies us, that their Incas, above all their titles, esteemed 
that the highest which called them lovers of the poor : a name more glorious than 
the Felix, Pius, and Augustus of the Roman emperors ; which were epithets of 
flattery, deserved by few^ of them ; and not lunning in a blood like the perpetual 
g.mtleness and inherent goodness of the Ormond family. 

Gold, as it is the puicst, so it is the softest an<l most ductile of all metals. Iron, 
wdiich is the hardest, gathers rust, con odes itself, and is therefore subject to 
corruption : it w'as never intended for coins ami medals, or to bear the faces and 
tuscupti«ms of the gieat. Indeed his fit for armour, to bear off insults, and 
piescive the W’earer in the day of battle ; but the danger once repelled, it is laid 
aside by the brave, as a garment too rough for civil conversation: a necessary 
giiaid in wai, but too harsh and cumbcisoine m peace, and which keeps off the 
embraces of a moic human life. 

For tills leason, my I. or' 1 , though you have courage 111 a lieroical degree, yet 
T ascribe it to you but as youi second attribute : mercy, beneficence, and 
eoinpasdou (daim jnccedencc, us they aie first in the divine nature. An intrepid 
courage, which isinhcient in yoiii Grace, is at be.'.! but a holiday kind of virtue, 
to be .seldom exercised, and lu vci but in cn*^es of necessity ; affability, mildness, 
tenderness, and a w'ord, w'hicli 1 would fain bring back to its original signification 
of \irtue, J mean good-nature, arc of daily use; Ihcy'aix* the biead of mankind 
and staff of life : neither sighs, nor tears, nor groams, nor cuiscs of the vanquished 
follow acts of compassion aii<l of charity : but a sinccref pleasure and serenity of 
mind, in him wdio performs an action of mercy, wdiich cannot .suffer the misfortunes 
of another without ledresa, Ic'^t they should bring a kind of contagion along with 
them, and pollute the liap}>iiie.->s w’hich he enjoys. 

Vet since the perverse tempers of mankind, since oppression on one side and 
ambition on the other, are sometimes the unavoidable occasions of war; that 
courage, that magnanimitv, and resolution, w'hich is bom with you, cannot be too 
much commended : and here it grieves me that I am scanted in the pleasure of 


Publius Valerius, Roman Consul, who was colleague of Lucius Junius Brutus, after the expul- 
sion of Collatinus, and received the name of Poplicola for his popularity. 

t Sincert, used here in the sense of pure, unalloyed, as elsewhere by Bryden. See note on 
this word in '' ^Vunus ^lirabilis," sUuza 209. 
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dwelling on many of your actions : but alBeofiat Tpaas * is an expression winch 
Tally often uses, when he would do what he dares not, and fears the censuic of 
the Romans. 

I have sometimes been forced to amplify on others ; but here, \^heic tlic '-ubjtc* 
is so fmitful that the harv^est overcomes the reaper, I am shoitencd by iny chain, 
and can only see what is forbidden me to leach : since it is not pcimitted mo to 
commend you according to the extent of my wishes, and much less is it in in) 
power to make my commendations equal to your ments. 

Yet in this frugality of your praises, there aie some things which I cannot omit, 
without detracting from your character. 'V'ou have so formed your own education, 
as enables you to pay the debt you owe 5 x>ur country, or, more properly speakuig, 
both your countries, because you wcie boin, 1 may almost say, in purple at the 
castle of Dublin, when your grandfather w'as lord-lieutenant, and have since been 
bred in the court of England. 

If this address had been in verse, I might have called you, as Claudian calls 
Mercury, Nmnen commune, gemmo faciens commercia minidolc I'lie bettei to satisfy 
this double obligation, you have eaily cultivated the genius you have to arms, that 
when the service of Britain or Ireland shall require your courage and your conduct, 
you may exert them both to the benefit of either countiy. You began in the 
cabinet what you afterwaids piactised in the camp ; and tliiis both Liicullus and 
Caesar (to omit a crowd of shining Romans) formed them selves to war by the study 
of history, and by the examples of the greatest captains both of Greece and Ital) , 
before their time. I name those two commanders in particular, because they w’cie 
better read in chronicle than any of the Roman leaders ; and that Luciuhis in 
particular, having only the theory of war from books, was thought fit, without 
practice, to be sent into the field against the most foimidable enemy of Rome. 
Tully, indee^ was called the learned consul in dension ; but then, he was not bom 
a soldier ; his head was turned another way : when he read the Tactics, he was 
thinking on the bai, -which was his field of battle. Tlie kno-wledge of waifare is 
thrown away on a general who dates not make use of -ivhat he knows. I commend 
it only in a man of courage and of resolution; in him it will direct his maitinl 
spirit, and teach him the -way to the best vicloiies, -which are those that aic least 
bloody, and which, though achieved by the hand, aie managed by the head. 
Science distinguishes a man of honom from one of those athletic bnites whom 
undeserved ly we cal] heroes. Cursed be the poet, who first honouicd with that 
name a mcic Ajax, a man-killing iditd. The Ul>sses of Ovid upbniuK liis 
ignorance, that he understood not the shield fur -which he plea^led : thcie wa, 
engraven on it plams of cities, and maps of countries, which Ajax could not com- 
prehend, but looked on Ihein as slujiidly as bis fellow-beast the bon. Bui on the 
other side, your Grace has given your self the education of his rival ; you have 
studied every spot of ground in Flanders, which for these ten years past has been 
the scene of battles and of sieges. No \vonder if you performed your pait with 
such applause on a theatre which you undei stood so well. 


** AiSfeOfiat Tpuop (Cat TpttttSay tXfccatfff-JiXous.” 

Hoau // vi 442, xxu 105. 

This line is quoted by Cicero in his letters to Atticus ( n. 5) and cKewhere 
t In Ckudian’s Rape of Proserpine” Mercury is thus addressed as belonging both to the gods 
of Heaven and the gods of Hades : 

Atlantis Tegeaee nepos, commune profundis 
Et superis numcnj qui fas per limen utnimquc 
Solus habes, gerninoque facis commercia mundo.'** 

• Claudian, xxxiii. 89*. 
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If I dcisignecl this for a poetical encomium, it were easy to enlarge on so copious 
a subject ; Ijiit confining my self to the severity of truth, and to what is becoming 
me to say, I must not only i^ass over many instances of your militaiy skill, but 
also those of your assiduous diligence in the war, and of your personal bravery, 
attended with an ardent thirst of honour, a long train of generosity, prbfiiseness 
of doing good, a soul unsatisfied with all it has done, and an unextinguished 
desire of doing more. But all this is matter for your own historians j 1 am, as 
I Virgil says, spatiis exchtsus iniqitisF 

i Yet not to be wholly silent of all your charities, I must stay a little on one 
j action, which preferred the relief of others to the consideration of your self. 

I When, in the battle of Laiiden,t your heat of courage (a fault only pardonable to 
i your youth) had transported you so far before your friends, that they were unable 
' to follow, much less to succour you ; when you were not only dangerously, but in 
i all appearance mortally wounded ; when in that desperate condition you were 
i made prisoner, and carried to Namur, at that time in possession of the French ; 

I then it was, my Lord, that you took a considerable part of what was remitted to ! 

I you of your own revenues, and as a memorable instance of your heroic charity, ! 

- put it into the hands of Count Guiscard, who was governor of the place, to be I 
I distributed axnong your fellow-prisoners. The French commandei*, charmed with 
! the greatness of your soul, accordingly consigned it to the use^ for which it was 
j intended by the donor ; by which means the lives of so many miserable men V'ere 
I saved, and a comfortable provision made for their subsistence, who had othei'wise 
j perished, had not you been the companion of their misfortune ; or rather seiit by 
i Providence, like another Joseph, to keep out famine from invading those, wdiom’ in 
! humility you called your brethren. How happy was it for those poor creatures 
I that your Grace was made their fellow-sufferer ! And how glorious for you, that 
i you chose to want, rather than not relieve the wtmts of others ! The heathen * 

’ ])oet, in commending the charity of Dido to the Trojans, spoke like a Christian : 
j jVon ignam mali, miserls succurren disco,% All men, even those of a different 
I interest and contrary principles, must praise this action, as the most eminent for 
piety, not only in this degenerate age, but almost in any of the former ; when men 
were made de melhre /«/£?;§ when examples of charity were frequent, and when > 

there were in being, j 

“Tfiicri, r.ttlchommii proles, j 

Mngnanh'iii licrot:R, n.ui jat.lunbuf-. uiuiis.” il } 

No envy can detract from this: it wall shine in history; and, like swans, grow 
whiter the longer it endures ; and the name of Osmond will be more celebrated 
, in Ins captivity than in his greatest triumphs. 

But all actions of your Grace are of a piece, as waters keep the tenour of their 
fountains : your compassion is general, and has the same effect as w^ell on enemies 
as friends. It is so much in your nature to do good, that your life is but one 
continued act of placing benefits on many, as the sun is always carrying his light 
to some part or other of the world. And were it not that your reason guides you 
where to give, I might almost say that you could not help bestowing more than 

■*' Georg, iv. x.\7. 

■f ’j'he buttle Landen was fought on Jub' 39, 1693. The Duke of Ormond was sev^ely 
woiim jed, and very narrowly escaped death. ^ , 

I Virgil, VEn. i. G34. 

I “ Melbre Into.” -Jj VENAT,, .W, Kjv- 34- The c/e added by Dryden, He uses the phrase in 
ir;in kition in his Address to the Earl of Roscomon, line 74, where see note. 

II Virgil, vi. C49. ‘ ■ 
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is consisting with the fortune of a private man, or with the ’Vvill of any but an ® 
Alexander. 

What wonder is it then, that being born for a bleh.sing to mankind, ytHir 
supposed death in that engagement was so gencially lamented tliioiigli the nation? 
The concernment for It wa? as universal as the loss ; and thougti the giatitude 
might l>e countcifeit in some, yet the tearrs of all weie leal: w'here every man 
deplored his piivatc part 111 that calamity, and even tho-se who had not tasted of 
your favours, yet built so much on the fame of your beneficence, that they be- 
moaned the loss of their expeclntion,. 

This brought the untimely ilead’ of youi great father into fresh remembiance ; as 
if the same^decree had passed 0 i - wo shoit ‘‘Ucoes-.ive generations of the viituous j 
and I repeated to my self the a' no verses, winch 1 had formerly ai)i)liccl to him : 

" Ostendur-t nunc taiituni fata, neque iiltia 
Esse sim .it.” ’ 

But to the joy not only of all good men, but of mankind in geneial, the unhappy 
omen took not place. You are still living to enjoy the blessings and applaiue of | 
all the good you have performed, the jJiayeis of multitudes whom you have j 
obliged foi your long piosperity, and that your power of doing geneious and | 
charitable actions may be as extended as >oiu will ; W’hich is by none moie j 
zealou.sly desired than by | 

Your Giace s most humble, most obliged, | 

And most obedient seivant, i 

John Dryden. ! 


I 


PREFACE. : 

’Tis with a poet as with a man who designs to build, and is very exact, as he | 
supposes, in casting up the cost beforehand ; but, gencially spcaliiug, he is 1 
mistaken in his account, and reckons short of the expense he first inleuded : he 
alteis his mind as the work proceeds, and will have this or that convenience mure, 
of which he had nut thought when he began. So has it happened to me. 1 have 
built a house, where I intended but a lodge ; yet with better success than a ceilaiii 
nobleman, who, beginning with a dog-keimel, never lived to finish the palace he 
had contrived. 

From translating the first of Homer’s Iliads (%yhich I intended as an essay to the 
whole w’ork) I proceeded to the tianslation of the twelfth book of Ovids Meta- 
moiphoses, because it contains, among other things, the causes, the beginning, and 
ending of the Trojan war. Here I ought in reason to ha%e stopped; but the 
sneeches of Ajax and Ulysses lying next in my way, I could not balk them 
When I had compassed them, I was so taken witli the former pail of the fifteenth 
book fwhich is the masterpiece of the whole Metamorphoses) that I enjoined 
iny self the pleasing task of rendciing it into English. And now I found by the 
number of my veises, that the> began to swell into a little volume; W'hich gave 
U‘e an occasion of looking backward on some beautie.s of my author, in his fornwr 
books. There occurred to me die Hunting of llic Boar, Cinyras and Myrrha, the 


Virgil, Mn. vi, 370. OsUfident and Hfmi in Virgil. 



494 


PREFACE TO ^'FABLES: 


good-natured story of Baucis and Philemon, with the rest, which I hope I have 
translated closely enough, and given them the same turn of verue which they had 
in the original ; and this, I may say without vanity, is not the talent of every poet, 
lie who has ai rived the nearest to it is the ingenious and learned Sandys, the 
best versifier of the former age ; if I may properly call it by that name, which was 
the former part of this concluding century. For Spenser and Fairfax both 
floiuished in the reign of Queen Elizabeth ; great masters m our language, and 
who saw much faither into the beauties of our numbeis than those who imme- 
* diately followed them, Milton was the poetical son of Spenser, and Mr. Waller 
' of h'airfax ; for we have our lineal descents and clans, as well as other families, 
Spenser inoie than once insinuates that the soul of Chaucei was transfused into 
his body, and that he was begotten by him two hundred yeais after his decease. 
Milton has acknowledged to me, that Spenser was his original ; and many besides 
my self have heard our famous Waller own, that he derived^ the harmony of his 
numbers from the Godfrey of Bulloign, which was turned into English by Mr. 
Fairfax. But to return. Having done with Ovid for this time, it came into my 
mind that our old English poet, Chaucer, in many things resembled him, and that 
with no disadvantage on the side of the modern author, as I shall endeavour to 
j prove when I compare them ; and as I am, and always have been, studious to 
piomote the honour of my native country, so I soon resolved to put their merits 
to the trial, by turning some of the Canterbury Tales into our language, as it is now 
refined ; for by this means, both the poets being set in the same light, and dressed 
in the same English habit, story to be compared with story, a certain judgment 
may be made betwixt them by the reader, without obtruding my opinion on him. 
Or if I seem partial to my countryman and predecessor in the laurel, the friends 
of antiquity aie not few ; and besides many of the learned, Ovid has almost all 
the beaux, and the whole fail sex, his declared patrons. Peihaps I have assumed 
somewhat more to my self than they allow me, because I have adventured to sum 
j up the evidence ; but the readeis are the jury, and their privilege lemains entire 
j to decide according to the merits of the cause, or, if they please, to bring it to 
; another hearing before some other court. In the meantime, to follow the thrid 
1 of my discourse (as thoughts, according to Mr. Hobbs, have always some con- 
: nexion), so from Chaucer I was led to think on Boccace, who was not only his 
j contemporaiy, but also pursued the same studies; wrote novels in prose, and many 
I works m verse ; particulaily is said to have invented the octave rhyme, or stanza 
of eight lines, which ever since has been maintained by the practice of all Italian 
1 writers who are, or at least assume the title of, heroic poets : he and Chaucer, 
among other things, had this in common, that they refined their mother tongues ; 
but with this dilfcrence, that Dante had begun to file their language, at least in 
verse, before the tinie of Boccace, who likewise received no little help from his 
niaster Petrarch. But the reformation of their prose was wholly owing to Boccace 
him self, who is yet the standard of x^urity in the Italian tongue ; though many of 
his phrases are become obsolete, as in process of time it must needs happen. 
Chaucer (as you have formerly been told by our learned Mr. Rymer* **^) first adorned 
and amplified our barren tongue from the Proven9al, which was then the most 

* Thomas. Rymer, the editor of the Foedera,” had pubhished two works on the English stage, 
in one of which, “ A Short View of Tragedy of the Last Age/' published in 1692, he had given 
offence to Dryden by disparaging remarks on the modern drama, which Bryden had taken to him- 
Mslf. Dryden replied contemptuously in his Dedication to Lord Radcliffe of the third volume of 

the Miscellany Poems/’ published in 1693,: and Rymer is also sneenngly referred to in the 
Ailiire&s to Congreve of the same year, line 48, where see note It would .seem from the respectful 
mode of referring to Rymer in the text, that all angry feeling had in disappeared. 


PREFACE TO FABLES: 


495 


polished of all the modcui languages ; but this subject has bi:en copiously tioaletl 
by that great critic, who deserves no little commendation from us his countiyinen. 
For these reasons of time and resemblance of genius in Chaucer and lioccace, I 
resolved to join them in my present woik ; to which I have added some oiigiiial 
papeis of my own, which whether they are equal or inferior to my other prlem-,, 
an author is the most improper judge ; and theiefoie I leave them wholly to the 
mercy of the reader. I will hope the best, that they will not be con(lemne<l ; but 
if they should, I have the excuse of an old gentleman, who mounting on hoise- 
back before some ladic^, when I was present, got up somewhat heavily, but 
desiied of the fair spectatois that they would count four'^core and eight lx foie 
they judged him. By the mercy of God, lam already come w'lLhbi twenty yeuis 
of lii^ number, a cupple in my limbs; but whuL deca)s are m my mind, the leader 
must determine. 1 think mjself as vigr-rous as ever in the faculties of my soul, 
excepting only my memoiy, which is not iuijsaiieil to any gieat dtgree ; and if I 
lose not inrire of it, 1 liavo no gieat reason to c<iin]>iaiu. What judgment I had 
increases rather than diminishes ; and thoughts, such as they arc, come ciow^ding 
in so fast upon me, that my only difficulty is to choose or to i eject ; to luu them 
into verse or to give them the other harmony of prose. I have so long studied 
and practised both, that they are grown into a habit, and become familiar to me, 
In shoit, though I may lawluUy plead some pait of the old gentleman’s excuse, 
yet I wall reserve it till I think I have greater need, and asknogiains of allowance 
for the fiiults of thi** my present work, but those which are given of course to 
human frailty. I will not trouble my rcadei with the shoitnca'i of tune in winch I 
writ it, or the several interval* of sichrie-ss ; they who think too well i>f their owm 
performances aie apt to boast in their prefaces how’ little time their w^orks have 
cost them, and what other busineas of more importance interfered ; but the leader 
will be as apt to ask the question, why they allow ed not a longer time to make 
their works more perfect, and why they had so despicable an opinion of their 
judges as to thrust their indigested stuff upon them, as if they deserved no better? 

With this account of my present undertaking 1 conclude the fiist part of this 
discourse : in the second part, as at a second sitting, though I alter not the draught, 
I must touch the same fealiues over again, and change the dead colouring of the 
whole. In general I will only say, that I have written nothing which savours of 
immorality or profaneness ; at least, I am not conscious to my self of any such 
intention. If there happen to be found an irreverent expression or a thought too 
wanton, they are crept into my verses through my inadvertency; if the seaichers 
find, any in the cargo, let them be staved or forfeited, like counterbanded* goods ; 
at least, let their authors be answerable for them, as being but impoited mer- 
chandise, and not of my own manufacture. On the other side, I have endeavoui cd 
to choose such fables, both ancient and modern, as contain in each of them some 
instructive moral, which I could prove by induction, but the way is tedious ; and 
they leap foiemost into sight, without the reader’s trouble of looking after them. 
I wish I could affiim with a safe conscience, that I had taken the same care in all 
my former writings ; for it must be owned, that supposing verses are never so 
beautiful or pleasing, yet if they contain anything which shocks religion, or good 
manners, they are at best, what Horace says of good numbers without good sense, 
Versus inopes reruni, fiugceqite canorceA Thus far, I hope, I am right in court, 
without renouncing my other right of self-defence, where I have been WTongfully 

* Dryden’s English form is haie printed; in the Wartons’ edition it i* avifiit- 

handed t Mr. R. Bell prints coniraland. 

t Ars Poetlca, 32s. 




496 " 


PREFACE TO FA BLEST 


accused, and my sense wire-diawn into blasphemy or bawdiy, as it has often been 
by a religious lawyer, in a late pleading against the stage ; * in which he mixes 
tuitli with falsehood, and has not forgotten the old rule of calumniating stiongly, 
that something may remain. 

1 lesume the thud of my drscouise with the first of my translations, which was 
tlie fust Iliad of Homer. If it shall please God to give me longer life, and 
moderate health, my intentions are to translate the wliole Ilias ; piovicled still 
that I meet with those cncouiagenients from the public, which may enable me to 
proceed in my undei taking with some cheerfulness. And this I dare assiue the 
world before-hand, that I have found by trial Homer a more pleasing task tliau 
Virgil, though I say not the translation will be less laborious. For the Grecian 
IS more according to my genius than the Latin poet. In the works of the two 
aiitliors we may lead their manners and natuial iiichnations, which are win >11 v 
(hffeient. Virgil \vas of a cpiiet, sedate tempei ; Ilomei was violent, impetuous, 
and full of fire! The chief talent of Virgil was piopiiety of thoughts, and oina- 
meut of w'ords : Homer was rapid m his thoughts, and took all the liberties hotli 
of numbers and of expressions, which his language and the age m which ho 
lived allowed him. Ilomei’s invention was more copious, Virgil’s more confined; 
so tliat if Homer had not led the way, it was not in Viigil to have begun heioio 
poetry ; for nothing can be more evident, than that the Roman poem is but the 
I second part of the llias ; a continuation of the same stoiy, and the pci sons already 
I formed ; the manners of .^'Eneas are those of Hector superadded to those winch 
Homer gave him. The adventures of Uljsscs in the Odysscis are imitated in the 
fust six books of Virgil’s ..Eiieis; and though the accidents are not the .same 
(which would ha%e argued him of a servile, copying, and total baiieiiness of 
invention), >et the seas were the same in w^ueh both the heroes wandered; and 
Dido cannot be denn-d to be the poetical daughter of Calypso. The six latter 
books of Virgil's poem aic the four and twenty Iliads contracted : a quanel 
occasioned by a lady, a single combat, battles fought, and a town besieged. I 
say not this in derogation to Virgil, neither do I contradict anything which I ha\e 
formcily said in his just piaLe ; for his episodes aie almost wdiolly of his own 
invention ; and the form which he has given to the telling makes the tale his own, 
even though the oiigiual story had been the same. But this proves, how'ever, tlmt 
Homer taught Virgil to design ; and if invention be the first virtue of an epic 
poet, then the Latin poem can only be allowed the second place. Mi. Ilobbs, ni 
the preface to his own bald translation of the TIias (studying poetry as he diet 
inathematic.s, when it was too late), Mr. Holibs, I say, begins the praise of Homer 
where he should have ended it. He tells us, that the first beauty of an Epic poem 
eoiisisti* in diction, that is, in the choice of w^ords and harmony of numbers ; now, 
the words are the colouiing of the work, which in the order of natuie is last to be 
considered. The design, the disposition, the manners, and the thoughts are all 
before it : \vhere any of those are wanting or imperfect, so much wants oi is 
imperfect in the imitation of human life ; which is in the very definition of a 
\Hitm, W^jrds indeed, like glaring colouis, are the fiist beauties that arise, and 
St like the sight : but if the draught be false or lame, the figures ill-disposed, the 
manners obscuie or inconsistent, or the thoughts unnatural, then the finest colours 
are but daubing, and the piece is a beautiful monster at the best. Neither Vi.gil 
nor Hoiiur were deficient in any of the formei beauties ; hut in this last, which is 
i expr'.viion, tlic Ro.mui noct is at least equal to the Grecian, as I have said else- 
j wheie ; supplying the poverty of his language by his musical ear. and by his 

I * Jeremy Collier's ** ImiaoraUty and Profaneness of the English Stage." 
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diligence. But to return : oiii two great ])uet^, being so clifTeient in their tempers, 
one choleric aiitl sanguine, the otlici phlegmatic iiucl iiielandiolic : tliat wliicli 
makes them excel in their several ib, that each of them has folLoii ed hia ov. n 
natural inclination, as well in forninig the design as in the execution of it. The 
very heroes show their authors : Achilles is hot, impatient, icven*"' ful, /w/v^tv, 
iractuidus^ incxoyabilis^ accr, ' &c. ; ^Eneas patient, considerate, caiv' il of hi^ pc' ijile 
and merciful to his enemies; ever submissive to flic will of lic.iven, quo fata 
trahuut retrahimtquc sequamur,^ 1 could please myself with enlarging on this 
subject, but am foiced to defei it to a fitter time. From all I have said 1 will <mly 
draw this infeience, that the action of Homei being moie full of vigour than that 
of Virgil, according to the temper of the writei, is of consctiueiice moie pleas.ng 
to the reader. One warms you by degrees ; the other sets you fjii fiie all at once, 
and never intermits Ids heat. ’Tis the same difference which Longinus makes 
betwixt the effects of elocjuence in Demosthenes and Tully. One persuades, the 
other commands. You never cool •while you read Hornet, even not in the second 
book (a giaceful flattery to his countiymen) ; hut he hastens from the ships, and 
concludes not that hook till he has made you an amends by the violent playing of a 
new machine. From thence he huiries on his action with vaiiety of events, and 
ends It in less compass than tw'o months. This vehemence of his, I confess, is 
moie suitable to my temper ; and therefoie I have translated his first hook with 
greater pleasure than any part of Viigil ; but ft was not a pleasure without pains : 
the continual agitations of the spirits must needs be a weakening of any consti- 
tution, especially in age ; and many pauses are lequired for refieshment beUvixt 
the heats; the Iliad of itself being a third part longer than all Virgil’s woiks 
together. 

This is what I thought needful in this place to say of Homer. I proceed to 
Ovid and Chaucer, considering fhe former only in relation to the latter. With 
Ovid ended the golden age of the Roman tongue : from Chaucer the purity of the 
I English tongue fegan. The manners of the poets were not unlike : both of them 
I weie well-bred, w'’ell-natured, amorous, and libeitme, at least in their writings, it 
j may be also in their lives. Their studies were the same, philoso]>hy and philology. 

! Both of them were knowing in astronomy, of which Ovid’s books of the Roman 
j feasts, and Chaucer’s treatise of the Astnflabe, aie sufficient witnesses. But 
Chaucer was likewise an astrologer, as were Virgil, Horace, Persius, and Manilius. 
Both writ with wonderful facility and cleaniess : neither were great inventors ; for 
Ovid only copied the Giecian fables; and most of Cbaucer’s stories were taken 
from his Italian contemporaries or their predecessors. Boccace his Decameron” 
was first published ; and fiom thence our Englishman has bonowed many of Ins 
“Canterbury Tales yet that of “Palamon and Aitile” was vvidten, in all jiio- 
j bability, by some Italian wit in a former age, as I shall prove heieaftcr: tlic tale of 
I Ori?ild was the invention of I’etraicli, by him sent to Ikiccace, fiom v.’hom it came 
! to Chaucer. “Troilus and Ciessida” was also writtoii by a Lumbaid author ; but 
i much amplified by our English tianslalor, as well as beautified ; the genius of our 
1 cc'iintrymen in general being rather to improve an invention, than to invent them- 
selves ; as is evident only, in oui jiuetiy, but in many of our manufactures. I 
.ind I iiave anticipated already, and taken up fioin Boccace before I come to him ; 
1 nt there is so much less behind ; and I am of the temper of most kings, who love 
, to bo in. debt, are all for pieseiit money, no mattei how they pay it aftenvaids : 

beetles, the nature of a pieface L rarobhng; never wholly cut of the way, noi in 
■ it. Tliis I have learnt from the piacticc of honest Montaigne, and return at my 



Horace, Ars Poct.ca, 121. 
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] pleasure to Ovul and Chaucer, of whom I have more to say. Both of tliem 
hiult on the inventions of oilier men ; yet since Chaucer had something of his own, 
ns “ The Wife of Bath’s Tale,” “ The Cock and the Fox,” -which I have translated, 
and hfjme others, I may justly give our countryman the precedence in that pait ; since 
I can remcn-llber nothing of ( 3 vid -wdiicli -was wholly his. Both of them imdeistood 
the manners, under which name I comprehend the passions, and, in a larger sense, 
the descriptions of person.-,, and their very habits. For an example, I see Baucis and 
IMiilemon <-is perfectly before me, as if some ancient painter had drawn them ; and 
all the pilgrims in the Caiiterbmy Tales,” their humouis, their features, and the 
\ cry clresst as distinctly as if I had supped with them at the Tabard in Southwaik ; 
yet even there too the figures in Chaucer are much more lively, and set in a better 
light : which though I have not time to prove, yet I appeal to the leader, and am 
suic he will clear me from partiality. The thoughts and words remain to be con- 
sidered m the comparison of the two poets ; and I have saved my self one half 
of tliat labour, by owning that Ovid lived when the Roman tongue was in its 
meridian, Chaucer in the dawning of our language ; therefore that part of the 
comparison stands not on an eqnal foot, any more than the diction of Ennius and 
Ovifl, or of Chaucer and our present English. The words are given up as a post 
nc't to be defended in our poet, because he w^anted the modern art of fortifying, 
'riio thoughts remain to be considered, and they are to be measured only by their 
propriety ; that is, as they flow more or less naturally from the persons described, 
on such and such occasions. The vulgar judges, which are nine parts in ten of all 
nations, who call conceits and jingles wit, who see Ovid full of them, and Chaucer 
altogether without them, wdll think me little less than mad for prefeiring the 
Englishman to the Roman : yet, with their leave, I must presume to say, that the 
things they admire are only glittering trifles, and so far from being witty, that in a 
seiious poem they are nauseous, because they are unnatural. Would any man, 
who is ready to die for love, desenbe his passion like Narcissus? Would he think 
of inopem me copia feat^* and a dozen more of such expressions, poured on the 
neck of one another, and signifying all the same thing? If this were wit, ivas 
this a time to be witty, when the poor wietcli was in the agony of death? This is 
just John Littlewit in “Bartholomew Fair,”t wdio had a conceit (as he tells you) left 
him m his misery ; a miserable conceit. On these occasions the poet should 
endeavour to raise pity ; but instead of this, Ovid is tickling you to laugli. Viigil 
never made use of such machines, wdien he -was moving you to commiserate the 
death of Dido : he would not destroy what he was building. Chaucer makes 
Ai'cite violent ?h his love, and unjust in the pursuit of it : yet when he came to 
die, he made him think- more reasonably : he repents not of his love, for that had 
altered his character j but acknowledges the injustice of his proceedings, and 
resigns Emilia to Balanion. What would Ovid have done on this occasion ? Fie 
would certainly have made Arcile witty on his death-bed. He had complained he 
was farthei off from possession, by being so near, and a thousand such boyisms, 
which Chancer rejected as below the dignity of the subject. They who think 
alherwise would, by the same reason, prefer Lucan and Ovid to Homer anti 
Virgil, and Martial to all four of them. As for the turn of words, in which Ovid 
particularly excels all poets, they are sometimes a fault, and sometimes a beauty, 
as they are used properly or improperly ; but in strong passions always to be 
shunned, because passions are serious, and will admit no playing. ‘The French 
have a high value for them % and I confess, they are often what they call delicate, 
when they are introduced with judgment ; but Chaucer writ vnth moie .simplicity, 


* Ovid, Metain. lii. 466. 
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and followed nature more closely, than to use tliein. I have thus far, to the best 
(jf my knowledjjc, be^n an upii.ght judge betwixt the parties in competition, not 
mcrkflmg with the design oi liie disposition of it ; because the design was not their 
own, and in the disposing oi it they weie ecpial. It remains that I say somewhat 
of Chaucer in particular 

111 the first place, as he is the father of English poetry, so I hold him in the 
same degree of veneration as the Grecians held Homer, or the Romans Virgil : 
lie IS a perpetual fountain of good sense; learned in all sciences; and therefore 
Speaks properly on all subjects ; as he knew what to say, so he knows also when 
to leave off, a continence which is practised by few wnteis, and scarcely by any 
of the ancients, excepting Virgil and Hoiace. One of our late great poets is sunk 
m his reputation because he could never forego any conceit which came in his way, 
but swept like a drag-net, great and small.* There was plenty enough, but the 
dishes were ill-sorted; whole pyramids of sweetmeats foi boys and women, but 
little of solid meat for men : all this proceeded not fiom any want of knowdedge, 
but of judgment ; neither did he want that in discerning the beauties and faults of 
other poets ; but only indulged himself in the luxury of writing ; and perhaps 
knew it was a fault, but hoped the reader would not find it. For this reason, 
though he must always be thought a gieat poet, he is no longer esteemed a good 
writer : and for ten impressions which his works have had in. so many suc- 
cessive years, yet at j^resent a hundred books are scaicely purchased once a twelve- 
month : for as my last Lord Rochester + said, though somewhat profanely, § **Not 
being of God, he could not stand.’* 

Chaucer followed nature cvcrjrvvhere ; but was never so bold to go beyond her : 
and theie is a great difference of being Poeta and nwiis Poeta, if w'e believe 
Calullus,+ as much as betwdxt a modest behaviour and affectation. The verse of 
Chaucer, I confess, is not harmonious to us ; but is like the eloquence of one whom 
Tacitus commends, it was aurihis ist’ms tcmpoi'is airo??unodata :§ they who lived 
with him, an<l some time after him, thought it musical ; and It continues so even 
in our j 11(1 gm out, if compared w ith the numbers of Lytlgate and Gower, his con- 
temporaries : there is the ntde swetdiicss of a Scotch tune ni it, which is naluial 
and pleasing, though not perfect. ’Tis tiuc, I cannot go so far as he who published 
the last edition of him ; for he would make us believe the fault is in our cais, and 
that theie were really ten syllables in a verse where w^e find but nine : but tliis 
opinion Ls not woith confuting ; ’tis so gioss and obvious an error, that common 
sense (which is a rule in everything but matters of faith and revelation) must 
convince the reader, that equality of numbers in every verse which we call heroic, 
was either not known, or not always piactised in Chaucer’s age.H It were an easy 
matter to produce some thousands of his verses, which aie lame for w^ant of half a 
foot, and sometimes a whole one, and which no pronunciation can make otherwise, 

Cowley. 

t Wilmot, Earl of Rochester, the poet and pinfligate, who died in iG6o 

t Dryden’s memory has here deceived him, the passacfc he rcfins to being in Martial, and not 
in Catullus : 

“ Nimis poeta e<? , 

Hoc valde vjtiura penculosum est ” 

Maktial, ui. 44. 

§ This IS a misquotation, Lryden trusting again too much to his memory : he doubtless refers to 
a passage of Tacitus in his “ Dialogue on Oiators” fc, 21), where be describes an oration of Cahns 
as “ verhis ornata et sentcntiis aunbusquo judicum acenmmodata." 

II Tliomas Speght’s edition of Chaucer, published in 1597 and 1602, is heie referred to Dryden 
is here wrong in his ciiticism, anci, m ju%ing Chaucei’s metres, has not considered changes of 
pronunciation 
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We can only say, that he lived in the infancy of our poetry, and that nothing is 
brought to perfection at the first. We must be children before we grow men. 
There was an Ennius, and in process of time a Lucilius, and a Lucretius, before 
Vircril and Horace ; even after Chaucer there was a Spenser, a Harrington, a 
FaiSfax, before Waller and Denham were in being : and our numbers were in 
their nonage till these last appeared.* I need say little of his parentage, life, and 
fortunes : they are to be found at large in all the editions of his works. He was 
employed abroad and favoured by Edward the Third, Richard the Second, and 
Henry the Fourth, and was poet, as I suppose, to all three of them. In Richard s 
time, I doubt, he was a little dipped in the rebellion of the Commons ; and being 
brother-in-law to John of Gaunt, it was no wondei if he followed the fortunes of 
that family;, and was well with Henry the Fourth when he had deposed his 
predecessor. Neither is it to be admired, that Heaiy, who was a wise as well as 
a valiant prince, who claimed by succession, and was sensible that bis title was not 
sound, but was rightfully in Mortimer, who had married the hcii of York ; it was 
not to be admired, I say, if tliat great politician slioiild be pleased to have the 
greatest wit of those times in his uitercsts, and to be the trumpet of his praisi's 
Augustus had given him the example, by the advice of hlecmnas, wlio recoi i- 
mended Virgil and Horace to him ; whose praises helped to make him popular 
while he was alive, and after his death have made him piccious to posterity. As 
for the rclimon of our poet, he seems to have some little bias towards the opiniohs 
of Wicklilh after John of Gaunt bis pation ; somewhat of which appeais in the 
tale of ‘Spiers Plowman yet I cannot blame him for inveighing so sharply against 
the vices of the clergy m his age : their piide, their ambition, their pomp, thujr 
avarice, their worldly interest, deserved the laslies which he gave them, botli in 
that, and in most of his “ Canterbmy Tales : ” neithei has his contemporary Boccace 
spared them. Yet both those poets lived in much esteem with good and holy 
men in orders : for the scandal which is given by paitlcular pnests reflects not on 
the sacred function. Chaucer’s Monk, his Canon, and his Fnar took not from 
the character of his Good Parson. A satirical poet is the check of the laymen on 
bad priests. We are only to take care, that we Involve not the innocent with the 
guilty in the same condemnation The good cannot be too much honoured, nor 
the bad too coarsely used: for the corruption of the best becomes the woist. 
When a clergyman is whipped, his gown is fiist taken off, by which the dignity 
of his order is secured : if he be wrongfully accused, he has his action of slander ; 
and it is at the poet’s peril if he transgress the law. But they will tell us, that 
all kind of satfre, though never so well dcseived by pai-ticulai- priests, yet brings 
the whole order into contempt. Is then the peerage of England anything dh- 
honourci!, when a peer suffers for his treason? If he be libelled, or any way 
defamed, tie has his Scandalum Mapiatum to punish the offender. They who 
ti.se this kind of argument seem to be conscious to themselves of somewhat which 
has deserved the poet’s lash ; and are less concerned for their public capacity, 
than for their private ;^'at least there is pride at the bottom of their reasoning. If 
the faults of men in orders are only to be judged among themselves, they are all in 

_ Drytlen had paid a similar comxdime.at tn Waller and Deni’ am m one of his cat Host ded'ea- 
tionf, th'it '»f **T}ic Rival Ladies/’^ to Lord On’ory In 1664 : “But the e\ct,IIe.;ce and dignity of 
»hyme were never fully known till Mr Waller taught it . he made writing easily .in ait, first 
^owed us to conclude the .sense, most 'commonly in distichs, which in the verse of tho->e before 
him run.s on for so many lines together, that the reader is out <jf breath to overtake it. This 
^eetness of Mr. Waller’s lync poesy was afterwards followed m the epic b)'’ Sii John Denham in 
his 'Coijper’s HiJL’a poem which, for the majesty of the style, is and ever will be the exact standard 
of good wntujg.’* 
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some sort parties ; for, since they say the honour of their order is concerned in > 
every member of it, how cai we be suie, that they will be impaitial judges? ' 
How far I may be allowed to speak my opinion in this case, I know not ; but I 
am sure a dispute of this nature caused mischief in abundance betwixt a King of 
England and an Archbishop of Canteibuiy ; one standing up for the laws of his 
land, and the other for the honour (as he called it) of God’s Chinch ; which 
ended in the murder of the prelate, and m the whipping of his Majesty from post 
to pillar for his penance. The learned and ingenious Dr. Drake has saved me the 
labour of inquiiing into the esteem and reverence which the priests have had of 
old : and I would rather extend than dimiiiisli any pait of it ; yet I must needs 
say, that when a priest piovokes me without any occasion given him, I have no 
reason, unless it be the charity of a Christian, to foigivc him. Prior Issti is 
justification sufficient in the Civil Law. If I answer him in his own language, 
self-defence, I am suie, must be allowed me ; and if I cany it faither, even to a 
sharp recrimination, somewhat may be indulged to human fiailty. Yet my resent- 
ment has not wrought so far but that I have folloivcd Chaucer in his character of 
a holy man, and have enlarged on that subject with some pleasuie, reserving to 
my self the right, if I shall think fit heieafter, to desciihe another sort of priests, 
such as are more easily to be found than the good parson ; such as have given the 
last blow to Christianity m this age by a practice so contrary to their doctiine. 
But this will keep cold till another time. In the meanwhile, I lake up Chaucer 
where I left him. He must have been a man of a most wonderful comprehensive 
nature, because, as it has been truly observed of him, he has taken into the 
compass of his “ Canterbury Tales’^ the various manners and humours (as we now 
call them) of the whole English nation, in his age. No't a single character has 
escaped him. All his pilgrims are severally distinguished fioni each other and 
not only in their inclinations, but in their very physiognomies and persons. 
Baptista Porta t could not have described their natuies better than by the marks 
which the poet gives them. The matter and manner of their tales and of their 
telling are so suited to their different educations, humours and callings, that each 
of them would be improper in any other mouth. Even the grave and serious 
characters are distinguished by their several sorts of giavity : their discourses are 
such as belong to their age, their calling, and their breeding; such as are becoming 
of them, and of them only. Some of his peisons aie vicious, and some virtuous ; 
some are unlearned or (as Chaucer palls them) lewd, and some aie learned. 
Even the ribaldry of the low characters is different : the Reeve, the Miller, and 
the Cook are several men, and distinguished from each other,* as much as the 
mincing lady Prioress and the broad-speaking gap-toothed Wife of Bath. But 
enough of this : there is such a variety of game springing up before me, that I 
am distracted in my choice, and know not which to follow. ’Tis sufficient to say, 
according to the proverb, that here is God’s plenty. We have our forefathers and 
great-grandames all before us, as they were in Chaucer’s days ; their general 
characters are still remaining in mankind, and even in England, though they are 
called by other names than those of Monks and Friars, and Canons, and lady 
Abbesses, and Nuns : for mankind is ever the same, and nothing lost out of nature, 
though everything is altered. May I have leave to do myself the justice (since my 
enemies will do me none, and are so far from granting me to be a good poet that 
they will not allow me so much as to be a Chiistian or a moral man), may I have 
leave, I say, to inform my reader, that I have confined my choice to such tales of 


* Br. Brake’s answer to Collier’s attack on the stage is here referred to. 
t A famous Italian physiognomist. ^ 
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Chaucer as savour nothing of immodesty. If I had desired moie to please than 
to instruct, the Reeve, the Millei, the Shipman, the Mei chant, the Sumner, and, 
above all, the Wife of Bath, in the Piologiie to her Tale, would have piocured me 
as many friends and leaders, as there aie beaux and laches of pleasiue in the town. 
But 1 will no more offend against good manners : I am sensible, as I ought to be, 
of the scandal I have given by my loose wiitings ; and make what reparation 1 
am able by this public acknowledgment. If anything of this natuie or of piofane- 
ness be crept into these poems, I am so far fioin defending it, that I disown it 
Totum hoc indicium volo. Chaucer makes another manner of apology foi liis 
broad speaking, and Boccace makes the like ; but I will follow neither of them. 
Our (jountrynian, m the end of his characLeis, before the “ Canterbury Tales,” thus 
excuses the ribaldiy, which is very gioss in many of Ins novels : 

. But first, I pray >ou of youi courtesy, 

That ye ne airctc it nought my villany, 

'J'hough that I plainly speak in this mattcre 
To tcllen you her words, and eke her chere 
Ne though I speak her woids propel ly, 

For this ye knowen as well ns (, 

‘ Who shall tcllen a talc after a nun 

11 c mote icheaise as nyc as eve* he can 
E vouch wold of it been m his charge. 

All Speke he^ net>er so rudely, ne large. 

Or else he mote lellcu his talc untrue. 

Or feinc things, or find woids now 
He may not spare, altho he weie his brother 
He mote as well say o word as another. 

Christ spake himself full broad in holy writ, 

And well I wote no villany is it, 

Eke Pinto saith, who so can him rede, 

The woids luofe been cousin to the dede '* 

Yet if a man should have mqiuied of Boccacc oi of Chaucer, what need they 
had of introducing such characters, where obscene words were proper in their 
mouths, but very undecent to be heard, I know not what answer they could have 
made ; for that reason, such tales shall be left untold by me. You have here a 
specimen of Chaucer’s language, which is so obsolete, that his sense is scarce to be 
understood. And you have likewise more than one example of his unequal 
numbers, which were mentioned before. Yet many of his vciscs consist of ten 
syllables, and the words not much behind our ])resent English : as, for example, 
these two lines in the description of the carpenter’s young wife : 

** Wincing she was, as is a joHy colt, 

Long as a mast, and upright as a bolt.” 

1 have almost done with Chaucer, when I have answered some objections 
relating to my present work. I find some people are offended that I have tinned 
these tales into modern English ; because they think them unworthy of my pains, 
and look on Chaucer as a dry, old-fashioned wit, not woith reviving. I have often 
heard (he late Earl of Leicester* say, that Mr. Cowley himself was of that opinion; 
who having read him over at my lord’s request, declared he had no taste of him. 
y^^re iiot advance my opinion against the judgment of so great an author; but I 
think it fair, however, to leave the decision to the public. Mr. Cowley was too 
modest to set up for a dictator ; and being shocked, perhaps, with his old style, 

* The Earl of Leicester, Algernon Sydney’s elder brother, had died in 1607, at the age of 
dedicated to him lus play of “Don Sebastian” in 1690, his first play aftei the 
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never examined into the depth of hh good sense. Chaucer, I confers, is a rough 
diamond ; and must hist be polished ere he shines. I deny not, likewise, that, 
living in our early days of poetry, he wiitcs not always of a piece, but sometimes 
mingles trivial things with those of greater moment. Sometimes also, though not 
often, he runs not, like Ovid, and knows not when he has said enough. But theie 
aie more gieat wits besides Chaucer, whose fault is their excess of conceits, and 
' those ill sorted. An author is not to wiite all he can, but only all he ought. 

1 I laving obseived this redundancy m Chaucer (as it is an easy matter for a man of . 
oidmaiy parts to find a fault in one of gieatei), I have not tied myself to a literal ' 
tianslation; but have often omitted what I ju^ed unnecessary, ci not of dignity 
enough to appeal in the company of beltei thoughts. I have piesiuned farther in 
some places ; and added somewhat of my own where I thought my author was 
deficient, and had not given his thoughts their true luslie, for want of words in the 
beginning of our language. And to this I was the more emboldened, because (if 
I may be peiinilted to say it of my self) I found I had a soul congenial to his, and 
tliat I had been conversant in the same studies. Another poet in another age t 
may take the same hbeity with my writings ; df at feast they live long enough to j 
dcseive collection. It was also necessary sometimes to restoie the sense of | 
Chaucer, which was lost or mangled in the eirors of the press. Let this example 
sufHcc at present: in the story of “ Palamon and Arcite,” where the Temple of 
Diana is desciibecl, you find these vemes in all the editions of our author : 

'* There saw I Dan6, turned into a tree, 

I mean not the goddess Diane, 

But Venus daughter, which that hight Dan6 

which, after a little consideration, I knew was to be reformed into this sense, — 
that Daphne, the daughter of Pencus, was turned into a tree. I durst not make 
thus bold with Ovid ; lest some future Milboum should arise, and say I varied from 
my author because I understood him not. 

But there are other judges who think I ought not to have translated Chaucer 
into English, out of a quite contrary notion. They suppose there is a ceitain 
j veneration due to his old language ; and that it is a little less than profanation and 
sacrilege to alter it. They arc farther of opinion, that somewhat of his good sense 
will suffer in this transfusion, and much of the beauty of his thoughts will infallibly 
be lost, which appear with more grace in their old habit. Of this opinion was 
that excellent peison whom I mentioned, the late Earl of Leicester, who valued 
Chaucer as much as IMr. Cowley despised him. My lord dissuaded me from this 
attempt (for I W’as thinking of it some years before his death), and his authority 
I prevailed so far with me as to defer my undertaking while he lived, in deference to 
him. Yet my reason was not convinced with W’hat he urged against it. If the ■ 
first end of a writer be to be understood, then, as his language grows obsolete, his I 
thoughts must grow obscure : 

“ Multa renascentur quae jam cecideie, cadentque 
Qum nunc sunt in honore vocabula, si volet usus, 

Quem penes axbitrxum est et jus et norma loquendi 

When an ancient word for its sound and significancy deserves to be revived, 

I I have that reasonable veneration for antiquity to restore it, All beyond this 
is superstition. Words are not like landmarks, so sacied as never to be removed. 
Customs are changed ; and even statutes aie silently repealed, when the reason 
ceases for which they were enacted. As for the other part of the argument, 


* Hor. Ais Poetica, 70-2. 
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that Ills thoughts will lo&u of their original beauty, by the innovation of words : 
in the fust place, not only their beauty, but their being is lost, where they 
aie no longer uiideibtood*; which is the present case. I grant that sometliiiig 
must be lost in aH transfusion, that is, in all translations ; but the sense will 
remain, which would otherwise be lost, or at least be maimed, when it is scarce 
intelligible, and that but to a few. How few are there who can read Chaucer, 
so as to understand him perfectly ! And if imperfectly, then with less profit and 
no pleasure. ’Tis not for the use of some old Saxon friends that I have taken 
thc'ic pains wdth him : let them neglect my version, because they have no need 
of It I made it for Iheir sakes who understand sense and poetry as well as they, 
when that poetiy and sense is put into words which they understand. I will 
go fartlier, and daie to add, that what beauties I lose in some places I give to 
others which had them not originally. But in this I may be partial to my self. 
Let the leader judge : and I submit to his decision. Yet I think I have just 
occasion to complain of them, who, because they understand Chaucer, would deprive 
the gi eater part of their countrymen of the same advantage, and hoard him up, 
as misers do their grandam gold, only to look on it themselves, and hinder otheis 
from making use of it. In sum, I seriously protest, that no man ever had, or can 
have, a g*eater veneration for Chaucer than iny self. I have translated some pait 
of his works, only that I might perpetuate his memory, or at least refresh it, 
ammigst my countrymen. If I have altered him anywhere for the belter, I must 
at the same time acknowledge that I could have done nothing without him : Facik 
est uivcntis addere is no great commendation ; and I am not so vain to think I 
have deserved a greater. I will conclude what I have to say of him singly, with 
thib one lemark : a lady of my acquaintance, who keeps a kind of correspondence 
with some authors of the fair sex in France, has been informed by them, that 
Mademoiselle de Scudery,* who is as old as Sibyl, and inspired, like her, by the 
same god of poetry, is at this time translating Chaucer into modern French. From 
wiiich I gather, that he has been formerly translated into the old Proven9al (for 
how she should come to understand old English I know not). But the matter of fact 
being true, it makes me think that there is something in it like fatality ; that, after 
certain periods of time, the fame and memory of great wits should be renewed, 
as Chaucer is both in France and England. If this be wholly chance, ’tis extra- 
rirdinaiy ; and I dare not call it more, for fear of being taxed with superstition. 

boccace comes last to be considered ; who, living in the same age with Chaucer, 
had tiie same genius, and followed the same studies. Both writ novels, and each 
of tlicm cultivated^ his^ mother-tongue. But the g*eatest resemblance' of our two 
inothTU authors being in their familiar style, and pleasing way of relating comical 
adventures, I may pass over, because I have translated nothing from Boccace 
of that nature. In the ^rious part of poetry, the advantage is wholly on Chaucei’s 
j side ; for though the Englishman has borrowed many tales from the Italian, yet 
i it appeals that those of Boccace weic not generally of his own making, but taken 
j ' from author^, of former ages, and by him only modelled ; so that what there was 
of mvontion in cither of them, may be judged equal. But Chaucer has refined on 
Boccace, and has mended the stories which he has borrowed, in his way of telling : 
though prose allows more liberty of thought, and the expiossion is more easy, 
when unconfined by numbers. Our countryman carries weight, and yet wins the 
race at disadvantage. I desire not the reader should take my word 3 and, 


« V M^deiaoiselle de Scudery died about eighteen months after Dryden’s publication of the 
^ at the age of ninety-four. Scott states that she never seriously thought of translating 
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llierefo-re, I will set two of their discomses, on the same subject, in the same light, 
for every man to judge betwixt them. I translated Chaucer first ; and, amongst 
the rest, pitched on “The Wife of Eadi’s Tale ; ” not daring, as I have said, to 
adventure on her Prologue, because it is loo licentious. There Chaucer intioduccs 
an old woman of mean parentage, whom a youthful knight of noble blood was 
forced to marry, and consequently loathed her. The crone being 111 bed with him 
on the wedding-night, and finding his aversion, endeavours to win his affection 
by reason ; and speaks a good woid for herbclf, (as who could blame her?) m hope 
to mollify the sullen bridegroom. She takes her topics from the benefits of 
poverty, the advantages of old age and ugliness, the vanity of youth, and the silly 
pride of ancestry and titles without mlierent virtue, which is the true nobility. 
When 1 had closed Chaucer, I returned to Ovid, and tianslated some more of his 
fables ; and by this time had so far forgotten “ The Wife of Bath’s Tale,” that, when 
I took up Boccace, unawares I fell on the same argument of prefernng virtue to 
nobility of blood and titles, m the story of “ Sigismonda ; ” which I had certain! v 
avoided for the resemblance of the two discouises, if my memory had not failed 
me. Let the reader weigh them both ; and if he thinks me partial to Chaucer, ’tis 
in him to right Boccace. 

I prefer in our countryman, far above all his other stoiies, the noble poem of 
“ Palamon and Arcite,” which is of the epic kind, and perhaps not much inferior to 
the Ilias or the ^Encis. The story is more pleasing than either of them, the 
manners as perfect, the diction as poetical, the learning as deep and various, and 
the disposition full as artful ; only it includes a greater length of time, as taking 
up seven years at lea^t ; but Aristotle has left undecided the duration of the 
action, which yet is easily reduced into the compass of a year by a narration of 
what preceded the return of Palamon to Athens. I had thought for the honour 
of our nation, and more particularly for his whose laurel, though unworthy, I 
have worn after him, that this story was of English growth and Chaucer’s own ; 
but I was undeceived by Boccace ; for, casually looking on the end of his seventh 
Giornata^ I found Dioneo (under which name he shadows himself,) and Fiainetta 
(who represents his mistress, the natural daughter of Robert, king of Naples,) of 
whom these words are spoken, — Dioneo e lo Fiamctta gi'an pezm ca 7 itarono tnsieme 
iV Arci/aj edi Palamone: by which it appears that this story was wiitten before 
the time of Boccace ; but the name of its author being wholly lost, Chaucer is 
now become an original; and 'I question not but the poem has received many 
beauties by passing through his noble hands. Besides this talc, il'ieic is another 
of his own invention, after the manner of the Provencals, called “ The Flower and 
the Leaf,”iWith which I was so particularly pleased, both for the invention and the 
moral, that I cannot hinder myself from recommending it to the reader. 

As a corollary to this preface, in which I have done justice to others, I owe 
somewhat to myself : not that I think it worth my time to enter the lists ' with 
one Milbourn and one Blackmore, but barely to take notice that such men there 
are who have written scurrilously against me, without any provocation.'’^ Milbourn, 
who is in orders, pretends amongst the rest this quaircl to me, that I have fallen 
foul on priesthood. If I have, I am only to ask pardon of good prieste, and am j 
afraid his part of the reparation will come to little. Let him be satisfied that 
he shall not be able to force himself upon me for an adveisary. I contemn him 
too much to enter into competition with him. His own translations of Virgil 
have answered his criticisms on mine. If (as they say he has declared in print) 

* For other notices of Bryden’s revilers, Milbourn and Blackmore, see the Epistle to John 
Briden, p. 326, and the Prologue to the Pilgrim, p. 483. 
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he picfeib the version of Ogilby to mine, the world has made him the same com- 
pliment ; for it lb agreed on all hands that he writer even below Ogilby. That, 
you will say, is not easily to be done: but what cannot Milbouin bung about > 
X am salibhed, however, that: vlide he and I live together, I shall not be thought 
the worst poet of the age. It looks as if I had desired him undeiliand to iviite 
so ill against me ; but, upon my honest woid, I have not biibed Xiini to do me 
this service, and am wholly guiltless of his pamphlet. "I'lS line, I should be glad 
if I could persuade him to continue his good offices, and write such another 
critique on anything of mine ; for I find by expeiieiico he has a great stroke with 
the reader, when he condemns any of my poems, to make the world have a better 
opinion of them. He has taken some pains with my poetiy ; but nobody will be 
persuaded to take the same with his. If I had taken to the church (as he aftirms, 
but which was never in my thoughts), I should have had more sense, if not moie 
grace, than to have tunied myself out of my benefice by writing libels on my 
paiishioners. But his accounc of my manners and my principles are of a piece 
with his cavils and his poctiy : and so I have done with him lor ever. 

As for the City Baid or Knight Physician, I hear his quarrel to me is, that I 
was the author of “Absalom and Acliitophel,’' which he thinks is a little hard on 
Ins fanatic patzons in London. 

But I will deal the more civilly with his two poems, because nothing ill is to be 
spoken of the dead : and therefoie peace be to the manes of his Aithurs.* I will 
only say, that it was not for this noble knight that I drew the plan of an epic 
poem on King Arthur, in my preface to the translation of Juvenal. The guardian 
angels of kingdoms were machines too ponderous for him to manage ; and theie- 
fore he rejected them, as Dares did the whirlbats of Eryx, when they were thrown 
before him by Entellus.+ Yet from that preface he plainly took his hint : for he 
began immediately upon the story; though he had the baseness not to acknowledge 
his benefactor, but, instead of it, to traduce me in a libel. 

I shall say the less of Mr. Collier, because in many things he has taxed me 
justly ; and I have pleaded guilty to all thoughts and expressions of mine, which 
can he truly argued of obscenity, profaneness, or immorality ; and retract them. If 
he be my enemy, let him triumph ; if he be my friend, as I have given him no 
personal occasion to be otherwise, he will be glad of my repentance. It becomes 
me not to draw my pen m the defence of a bad cause, w^hen I have so often diawii 
it for a good one. Yet it were not difficult to prove that in many places he has 
perverted my meaning by his glosses ; and interpieted my words into blasphemy 
and bawdry, of which they were not guilty ; besides that he is too much given to 
horse-play in his raillery ; and comes to battle like a dictator from the plough. J 
will not say, The zeal of God’s house has eaten him up ; but I am sure it has 
devoured some part of his good manners and civility. It might also be doubted 
whether it were altogether zeal, which prompted him to this rough manner of 
proceeding ; perhaps it became not one of his function to rake into the rubbish of 
ancient and modern plays ; a divine might have employed his pains to better 

* Blackmore^s two epic poem^ Prince Arthur” and “ King Arthur.” 

t See Vitgil’s AEneas, w. 394, seq. In the Trojan games in Sicily Dares refused to fight 
Entelui'; with the^ “ cestus” of Eryx. Cesites, here called whirlbats by Dryden, is translated 
in his Translation of Virgil, Virgil describes the make of these cestjis. 

** Tantorum ingentia septern 

„ , Terga houm plumbo insuta ferroque regebant.” 

Translated by Dryden : 

, “ The gloves of death, with seven distinguished folds 

Of tough bull-hides : the space %vithin is spread 
With iron or with loads of heavy lead.” 
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I puipose than in the nastinetiS of Plauturi and Anstophanes ; whose examples, as j 
j they excuse not me, so it might be possibly supposed, that he read them not 
1 -without some pleasure. They who have written comineniaiies on these poets, or 
: on Horace, Juvenal, or Maitial, ha\e explained some vices, which without their ! 
inteipretation had been unknown to modem times. Neither has he judged impar- ! 
tially betwixt the foimer age and us. 

T'here is more bawdiy in one play of Fletcher’s, called “ The Custom of the ■ 
Country,” than in all ouis together. Yet this has been often acted on the stage in 
my lemembrance. Are the times so much more reformed now than they were five i 
and twenty years ago ? If they are, I congratulate the amendment of our morals. 
But I am not to prejudice the cause of my fellow-poets, though I abandon my own 
defence : they have some of them answered for themselves, and neither they nor I 
can think Mr. Collier so formidable an enemy that we should shun him. lie has 
, lost ground at the latter end of the day, by pursuing his point too far, like the 
Piince of Conde at the battle of SennefTe : from immoral plays to no, plays, ab abttm 
ad tisiim n07t vakt conseqiientia. But being a party, I am not to erect myself into i 
a judg^. As for the rest of those wlio have ■wiitten against me, they are such 
scoiiiidicls that they dcseive not the least notice to be taken of them. Blackmorc 
and Milboiini are only distinguished fioin the ciowd by being remembeied to their 
infamy. 

Demetii, teque Tigi^lU 

Discipularum. inter jubeo plorarc cathcuias.'* ** * 


TO HER GRACE THE DUCHESS OF ORMOND, 

WITH THE FOLLOWING POEM OP 

PALAMON AND ARCITE FROM CHAUCER. 
Madam, 

The bard who first adorned our native tongue 
Tuned to his British lyre this ancient song ; 

Which Plomei might without a blush reherse. 

And leaves a doubtful palm in Virgil’s verse :+ 

He matched their beauties, where they most excel ; 5 

Of love sung better, and of arms as well. 

Vouchsafe, illustrious Ormond, to behold 
What power the chairas of beauty had of old ; 

Nor wonder if such deeds of arms were done. 

Inspired by two fair eyes that sparkled like your owm. 10 
If Chaucer by the best idea wrought, 

And poets can divine each other’s thought, 


* Hor. Sat. i. 10. 

f Dryden here says of Chaucer in reference to Virgil -what Juvenal said of Virgil in reference 
to Homer : 

** Conditor IHadis cantabitur, -atque Maronis 
Altisoni dubiam fadentia carmina palmam.” 

JuvBNAi.) Sat, xi. 178. 
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The fairest nymph before his eyes he set ; 

And then the fairest was Plantagenet, 

Who three contending princes made her prize, 1 5 

And ruled the rival nations with her eyes ; 

Who left immortal trophies of her fame, 

And to the noblest order gave the name* * * § 

Like her, of equal kindred to the throne, 

You keep her conquests, and extend your own : 20 

As when the stais, in their etherial race, 

At length have rolled around the liquid space, 

At certain periods they resume their place, 

From the same point of heaven their course advance, 

And move in measuies of their former dance ; 25 

Thus, after length of ages, she returns, 

Restored in you, and the same place adorns : 

Or you pel form her office in the sphcie, 

Born of her blood, and make a new Platonic year. 

O true Plantagenet, O race divine, 30 

(For beauty still is fatal f to the line,) 

Had Chaucer lived that angel-face to view, 

Sure he had drawn his Emily from you ; 

Or had you lived to judge the doubtful right, 

Your noble Palaraon had been the knight ; 35 

Anfl conquering Theseus from his side had sent 
Your generous lord, to guide the Theban government. 

Time shall accomplish that ; and 1 shall see 
A Palamon in him, in you an Emily. 

Already have the Fates your patli prepared, 40 

And sure presage your futuie sway dcclaied : 

When westward, like the sun, you took your way, 

And from benighted Britain bore the day, 

Blue Triton gave the signal fiom the shore, 

The ready Nereids heard, and swam bcfoie 45 

To smooth the seas ; a soft Etesian gale t 
But just inspired, and gently swelled the sail ; 

Portunus took his turn, whose ample hand 
Heaved up the lightened keel, and sunk the sand,§ 

And steered the sacred vessel safe to land. 50 

* Scott thinks this Plantagenet lady was Blanche, first wife of John, duke of Gaunt. * Mr. 
Craik, in his History of English Literature ” (val. ii. p 162), suggests that it is more likely to be 
Joan, daughter of Edmund of Woodstock, earl of Kent, second son of Edward I., famous as the 
Fair Maid of Kent, and married for the thud and last time to Edward the Black Prince, by whom 
was the mother of Richard II. She was firstly the wife of Thomas Holland, son of the Lord 
Holland, and secondly of William Montague, earl of Salisbury. Thus it may be explained how 
she made three contending princes her prize ' and .she is believed to be the Countess of SalisbulV 
who gave the Order of the Garter its name The daughter of the Duka of Beaufort lineally 
cksc^ded from Edward II. through John of Gaunt would be described as “ of equal kindred to 
. throne ” with the daughter of Edward I , and as ** bom of her blood.” 

T Fatal, in the sense t^ifaiedy desthied. 

^ * Etesian gale,” an annual wind heic dct.cribed as a soft one 

§ Portunus, the proiettoi of harbours in Roman mythologj'. See ‘‘.ksinna ReJax,” isr, and 1 

note. This is an imitation of Virgil ; j 


“ Et pater ipse manu magna Portunus euntem 
Impulit.”--^w V. 241. 
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The land, if not restrained, had met your way,* 

Projected out a neck, and jutted to the sea. 

Hibernia, prostrate at your feet, adored 
In you the pledge of her expected lord, 

Due to her isle ; a venerable name ; 

His father and his grandsire known to fame ; 

Awed by that house, accustomed to command, 

The sturdy kerns + in due subjection stand, 

Nor hear the leinsj in any foreign* hand. 

At your approach, they crowded to the port ; 

And scaicely landed, you cieate a court : 

As Ormond’s haibinger, to you they run. 

For Venus is the promise of the Sun.§ 

The waste of civil wars, their towms destroyed, 

Pales unhonoured, Ceres unemployed, || 

Were all forgot ; and one triumphant day 
Wiped all tlie tears of three campaigns away. 

Blood, rapines, massacres, were cheaply bought, 

So mighty recompense your beauty brought. 

As when the dove retui ning boie the mark 
Of earth restored to the long-labourmg ark, 

The relics of mankind, secuie of rest, 

Oped every v'mdow to receive the guest, 

And the fair bearer of the message blessed 
So, when you came, with loud repealed cries, 

The nation took an omen from your eyes, 

And God advanced his rainbow in the skies, 

To sign inviolable peace restored ; 

The saints with solemn shouts proclaimed the new accord. 

When at your second coming you appear, 

(For I foretell that millenary year) 

The sharpened share shall vex the soil no more, 

But earth unbidden shall produce her store ; 

The land shall laugh, the circling ocean smile, 

And Heaven’s indulgence bless the holy isle. 
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^ This idea is earned further in Astraja Redux,” where the land, unrestraira^d, meets Charles 
on his way back to England to be king : 

“ It is no longer motion cheats your view , 

As you meet it, the land approacheth you.’' 
t Kerns, Irish peasants. **The Irish kern” (Ann. Mirab 157) : 

Like a shag-haired crafty keni ” 

Shakespeare, Henry VI Part II. act ui sc i 
t "To hear the reins” is a classical expression, which has been lost in all the modern editions 
after Derrick, who changed hear into hear 

" Fertur equis aiiriga, neque audit currus habenas ” 

VuiGit, Georg i 514 

“The horse’s ear,” said Horace, “is in liis biidlcd mouth ’ 

“ Equi frenato cst auns in ore ” 

Hor. I Epod XV 1 3 

^ The Duchess of Ormond had gone to Ireland m 1697, followed shortly after by the Duke 
11 Pales the goddes, of sheep-pastnres, and Ceres of corn 
The simile of the dove was similaily u^ed by Dryden in conipUmcnting the Queen of England 
on her coming to the theatre m 1682. See the Prologue, p 136. 


Heaven from nil ages has ic&eived for you 
That happy dm which venom never knew; 

Or if it had been there, your eyes alone 
Have power to chase all poison, but their own. 

Now in this mteiwal, which Fate has cast 90 

Betwixt your future i^lories and your prst, 

This pause of power, ’tis Ireland’s hour to mourn ; 

While 'England celebrates your s^fe return, 

By wdiich you seem the seasons to command. 

And bring our summers back to their foisakcn land. 95 
The vanquished isle our leisure must attend, 

Till the fair blessing we vouchsafe to send ; 

Nor can we spare you long, though often we may lend. 

The dove was twice employed abroad, before 
The world was dried, and she retumed no more. 100 

Nor dare we trust so soft a messenger, 

New from her sickness, to that nortliern air 
Rest here awhile your lustre to restore, . 

That they may see you, as you shone before ; 

For yet, the eclipse not wholly past, you wade ic 5 

Through some remains and dimness of a shade. 

A subject in his prince may claim a right, 

Nor suffer him with strength impaired to fight ; 

Till force returns, his ardour we lestrain, 

And curb his warlike wish to cro' s the main. no 

Now past the danger, let the learned begin 
The inquiry, %vhere disease could enter in ; 

How those malignant atoms forced their way, 

What in the faultless frame they found to make their picy, 
Where every clement was weighcfl so wdl, 3 15 

That Heaven alone, v.’ho mixed the mass, could tell 
Which of the four ingredients could rebel ; 

And where, imprisoned m so sweet a cage, 

A soul might well be pleased to pass an'agc. 

And yet the fine materials made it weak ; 120 

Porcelain by being pure is apt to bicak. 

Even to your breast the sickness durst r spire, 

And forced from that fair temple to retire, 

Profanely set the holy place on fire. 

In vain your lord, like young Vespasian, t mourned, 125 
When the fierce flames the sanctuaiy burned ; 

And I prepared to pay in verses rude 
A most detested act of gratitude ; 

Even this liad been your iClegy, which now 

Is offered for your hcaltli, the table of my vow.:}, 130 



TO THE DUCHESS OF ORMOND. 




f 


Sii 

Your angel sure our Moiley’s mind. 

To find the remedy your ill required ; 

As once the Macedon, by JoveV decree, 

Was taught to dream an herb for Ptolemy : f 

Or Heaven, which had such over-cost bestowed 1 35 

As c.carcc it could afford to flesh and blood, 

So liked the frame, he would not woik anew, 

To save the charges of another you ; 

Or by his middle science did he steer, 

And saw some gieat contingent good appear, 140 

Well woith a miracle to keep you heie, 

And for that end preserved the precious mould. 

Which all the futuie Ormonds was to hold ; 

And meditated, in his better mind. 

An heir from you whoj may redeem the failing kind. 145 
Blessed be the power which has at once restored 
The hopes of lo-il succession to youi lord; 

Joy to the first and last of each dcgice, 

Virtue to couits, and, what I longed to see, 

To you the Graces, and the Muse to me. if^o 

O daugliter of the Rose, whose checks unilc 
The differing titles of the Red and White ; 

Wlio heaven’s alternate beauty well display, 

The blush of morning and the milky way ; 

Whose face is Paradise, but fenced from sin ; 155 

P'or God 111 cither eye has placed a chenibin.^ 

All is yoiii loid’s alone ; even absent, he 
Enrploys the cam of chaste I^enclope. 

P'oL* him you waste in tear-, your uidowed houis, 

h'or him your curious needle jmints the floweis ; lOo 

Such works of old impciial dames were taught, 

Such for Ascanius fur Elisa |l wrought. 

The soft recesses of your hours ini]jrove 
The three fair pledges of your happy love : 

All other parts of pious duty done, 165 


^ ou owe your Ormond nothing but a son, 

To fill in future times his father’s place, 
x\nd wear the garter of his mother’s race. 

r/ifm multi votis vitn tenipe-.tatis efTugerint’” (Ciccio, Ep. nd Attirum, .\ii 43,) Table 
iisijd 111 Dryden’s time for tablet 
")r Atorley was her physiunn. 

1 r^Loleiuy SoLer (the First! hai me? been wounded wuth a poisoned au.>w, Alexander the Gio'tt 
1-. ^ ud to ha\e had a leniedy for his friend’s wound suc?i?estcd to Imii 111 a dream Ptolemy ha I 
beloie been instrumental in saiimj. Alexander’s life, 

f UliicJt is incorrectly primed instead of ivho in all modem editions after DciricTc. 

^ 'f'he French word chimbin used by r)j5xlen Zorefienth; it occurs also in Shakespeaie. 


IJ Dido. 




512 


PALAMON AND APC/TK--B00K I 


PALAMON AND ARCITE, OR THE KNIGHTS TALE; 

FROM CHAUCER/ 

IN THREE BOOKS. 

BOOK I. 

In days of old there lived, of mighty fame, 

A valiant Prince, and Theseus was his name ; 

A chief, who more in feats of arms excelled, 

The rising nor the setting sun beheld. 

Of Athens he was lord ; much land he won, 5 

And added foreign countries to his crown. 

In Scythia with the wariior Queen he strove, 

Whom first by force he conquered, then by love ; 

He brought in triumph back the beauteous dame, 

With whom her sister, fair Emilia, came. lo 

With honour to his home let Theseus ride, 

Witli Love to friend, and Foitune for his guide, 

And his victorious army at his side. 

I pass their wailike pomp, their proud array, 

Their shouts, their songs, their welcome on the way; 15 
But, were it not too long, I would recite 
The feats of Amazons, the fatal fight 
Betwixt the hardy Queen and hero Knight ; 

The town besieged, and how much blood it cost 
The female army, and the Athenian host ; 20 

The spousals of Hippolyta the Queen j 
What tilts and tumeys at the feast were seen ; 

The storm at their return, the ladies’ fear : 

But these and other things I must forbear. 

The field is spacious I design to sow 25 

With oxen far unfit to draw tlie plough : 

The remnant of my tale is of a length 

To tire your patience, and to waste my strengtli; 

And trivial accidents shall be forbom, 

That others may have time to take their turn, 30 

As was at first enjoined us by mine host, 

,'1 That he, whoso tale is best and pleases most, 

I Should win his supper at our common cost. 

* Piydtn piisjtod Cli.iucer’s Talei with his owii versions, anti Scott h is printed them also in his 
emtion. Dryclen’s \trsif>ns .are 'very free, with fiequcut considerable ampliJicwition and intiodui,- 
1 ’ ai>d the difference of metre changes the char.icler of tlie pnctiy The stoiy 

or iaiamon and Arcite had been told, before Chaucer, by Boccacio in his “ I'heseide, and 
tlmncer prob^»bly took it from Boccacio Chaucer put it into the mouth of the Knic'ht, among 
tbe I ilgrims who, on their way to the shrine of St Thomas at Canterbury, told each other tales for 
amusment : hence the second name of * ** The Knight^s Tale.” Dryden has divided this tale into 
three books. 
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And therefore where I left, I will pursue 
This ancient story, whether false or true, 

In hope it may be mended with a new. 

The Prince I mentioned, full of high renown, 
In this array drew near the Athenian town ; 
When, in his pomp and utmost of his pride 


Marching, he chanced to cast his eye aside, 40 

And saw a quire of mourning dames, who lay 
By two and two across the common way : 

At his approach they raised a rueful cry. 

And beat their breasts, and held their hands on high, 
Creeping and crying, till they seized at last 45 

His courser’s bridle and his feet embraced. 

‘‘Tell me,” said Theseus, “ what and whence you are, 

“ And why this funeial pageant you prepare ? 

“ Is this the w^elcome of my worthy deeds, 

“ To meet my triumph in ill-omened weeds ? 50 

“ Or envy you my piaise, and would destioy 
“ With grief my pleasuies, and pollute my joy ? 

“ Or are you injured, and demand relief ? 

“ Name your request, and I will ease your grief.” 

The most in years of all the mourning train 55 

Began ; but swounded* first away for pam ; 

Then scarce recovered spoke : “Nor envy we 
“Thy great renown, nor grudge thy victory ; 

“’Tis thine, O King, the afflicted to rediess, 

“ And fame has filled the world with thy success : 60 

“We wretched women sue for that alone, 

Which of thy goodness is refused to none , 

“ Let fall some drops of pity on our grief, 

“If what we beg be just, and we deserve relief ; 

“For none of us, who now thy giace imploie, 65 

“But held the rank of sovereign queen befoie ; 

“ Till, thanks to giddy Chance, which never bears 
“ That mortal bliss should last for length of years, 

“She cast us headlong from our high estate, 

“ And here in hope of thy letum we wait, - 70 

“ And long have waited in the temple nigh, 

“ Built to the gracious goddess Clemency. 

“ But leverence thou the power whose name it beais, 

“ Relieve the oppressed, and wipe the widows’ tcais. 

“ I, wretched I, have other fortune seen, 75 

“ The wdfe of Capancus, and once a Queen ; 

“ At Thebes he fell ; cursed be the fatal day ! 

“ And all the rest thou scest in this array 
“To make their moan their lords in battle lost, 

“ Before that town besieged by our confedeiate host. 80 


* In the first foHo edition the word is soxuided, which must be a misprint ft r sivonrded Tn 
the second edition, 1713, it vas printed i,itHwncd, and this has been followed by all subseqiK <1 
editors. Swound occurs m line 537 of this Booh; but though there requbf*! to rhyme w’t'i 
drowned and sound, most of the modem editions have szveon: and co again in Book HI, line 98a, 

L L 
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“But Creon, old and impious, wlio commands 
“The Theban city, and usuips the lands, 

“Denies the rites of funeral lires to those 
“Whose breathless bodies yet he calls his foes. 

“ Unburned, unburied, on a heap they he ; 85 

“ Such is their fate, and such his tyranny ; 

“No friend has leave to bear away tlie dead, 

“But with their lifeless limbs his hounds are fed.” 

At this she shneked aloud ; the mournful train 

Echoed her grief, and grovelling on the plain, 90 

With groans, and hands upheld, to move his mind, 

Besought his pity to their helpless kind. 

The Piince was touched, his teais began to flow, 

And, as his tender heart would break in two, 

He sighed ; and could not but their fate deplore, 95 

So wretched now, so fortunate before. 

Then lightly from his lofty steed he flew. 

And raising one by one the suppliant crew, 

To comfort each, full solemnly he swore, 

That by the faith which knights to knighthood bore, 100 
And whate’er else to chivalry belongs. 

He would not cease, till he revenged their wrongs ; 

That Greece should see performed what he declared, 

And ciuel Creon And his just reward. 

He said no more, but shunning all delay » 105 

Rode on, nor entered Athens on his way ; 

But left his sister and his queen behind, 

And waved his royal banner in the wind, 

Where in an argent field the God of War 

Was drawn triumphant on Ins iron car ; iio 

Red was his sword, and shield, and whole attire, 

And all the godhead seemed to glow with fire ; 

I'lven the ground glittered where the standard flew, 

And the green grass was dyed to sanguine hue. 

High on his pointed lancc his pennon bore 1 15 

Ills Cretan fight, the conquered hlinotaur : 

The soldiers shout around w’ith generous rage. 

And in that victory tlieir owm presage. 

He praised their ardoui, inly pleased to see 

His host, the flow’er of Grecian chivalry. 120 

All day he marched, and all the ensuing night, 

And saw the city with returning light. 

The process of the war I need not tell, 

How Theseus conquered, and ho-w Creon fell; 

Or after, how by storm the w’alls were won, 125 

Or how the victor sacked and burned the town ; ■ 

Hour to the ladies he restored again 
The bodies of their lords in battle slain ; 

And with w’L.H ancient ntes they were interred ; 

All these to fitter time shall be deferred : 130 

I spare the widows^ tears, their -vvofiil cries, 

And howling at their hu&bands>’ obsequies ; 
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How Theseus at these funerals did assist, 

And with what gifts the mourning dames dismissed. 

Thus when the victor chief had Creon slain, 135 

And conquered Thebes, he pitched upon the plain 
His mighty camp, and when the day returned, 

The country wasted and the hamlets burned. 

And left the pillagers, to rapine bred, 

Without control to strip and spoil the dead. 140 

There, in a heap of slain, among the rest 
Two youthful knights they found beneath a load oppressed 
Of slaughteied foes, whom first to death they sent, 

The trophies of their strength, a bloody monument. 

Both fair, and both of royal blood they seemed, 145 

Whom kinsmen to the crown the heralds deemed ; 

That day in equal arms they fought for fame ; 

Their swords, their shields, their surcoats were the same : 

Close by each other laid they pressed the gioimd, 

Their manly bosoms pierced with many a grisly wound j 150 
Nor well alive nor wholly dead they were, 

But some faint signs of feehlc life appear ; 

The wandering breath was on the wing to part, 

Weak was the pulse, and hardly heaved the heart. 

These two were sisteis’ sons ; and Arcite one, 155 

Much famed in fields, with valiant Palamon. 

From these their costly aims the spoilers rent, 

And softly both conveyed to Theseus' tent : 

Whom, known of Creon’s line and cured with care, 

He to his city sent as prisoners of the war ; 160 

Hopeless of ransom, and condemned to lie 
In durance, doomed a lingering death to die. 

This done, he marched away with wailike sound, 

And to his Athens turned with laurels crowned, 

Wheie happy long he lived, much loved, and more renowned. 

But in a tower, and never to he loosed, 1G6 

The woful captive kinsmen are enclosed. 

Thus year by year they pass, and day by dny, 

Till once (’twas on the mom of cheerful May) 

The young Emilia, fairer to be seen 170 

Than the fair lily on the flowery green, 

More fresh than May herself in blossoms new, 

(For with the rosy colour strove her hue,) 

Waked, as her custom was, before the clay. 

To do the obsciwance due to sprightly May;"^ 175 

" To do the observance due to .sprightly May ” Compare Book IT. line 4.^ “ To do obbcrvrm 0 
to flowery May ” occurs in Beaumont and Fletcher’s “Two Noble Kinsmen,” act a, scene 5 Ihc 
lines in Chaucer are : 

“ Ere it was day, as she vi-as wont to do. 

She was arisen, and afl ledy dight ; 

For May wol have no slogardie a-night : 

The season pnketh eveiyf gentil herte, 

And maketh him out of his slope to steite, 

And sayth, ‘ Arise, and do thin observance ’ 

This mak'eth Emelie have remembraunce 
To don honour to May, and for to ni>e.” 
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For sprightly May commands our youth to keep 
The vigils of her night, and breaks their sluggard sleep 5 
Each gentle breast with kindly warmth she moves ; 

Inspires new flames, revives extinguished loves. 

In this remembrance Emily ere day 
Arose, and dressed herself in rich array ; 

Fresh as the month, and as the morning fair, 

Adown her shoulders fell her length of hair ; 

A ribband did the braided tresses bind, 

The rest was loose, and wantoned in the wind : 

(Aurora had but newly chased the night, 

(And purpled o’er the sky with blushing light. 

When to the garden- walk she took her way, 

To sport and trip along in cool of day. 

And offer maiden vows in honour of the May. 

At every turn she made a little stand, 

And thrust among the thorns her lily hand 
To draw the rose ; and eveiy rose she drew. 

She shook the stalk, and brushed away the dew ; 

Then party-coloured flowers of white and led 
She wove, to make a garland for her head : 

This done, she sung and carolled out so clear, 

That men and angels might rejoice to hear ; 

Even wondering Philomel foigot to sing, 

And learned from her to w^elcome in the spring. 

The tower, of which before was mention made, 

Within whose keep the captive knights were laid, 

Built of a large extent, and strong withal, 

Was one partition of the palace wall ; 

The garden was enclosed within the square, 

Where young Emilia took the morning air. 

It happened Palamon, the prisoner knight, 

Restless for woe, arose before the light, 

And with his jailor’s leave desired to breathe 
An air more wholesome than the damps beneath. 

This granted, to the tower he took his way, 

Cheered with the promise of a glorious day ; 

Then cast a languishing regard around, 

And saw with hateful eyes the temples crowned 
With golden spires, and all the hostile groimd. 

He sighed, and turned his eyes, because lie knew 
Twas but a larger jail he had in view ; 

Then looked below, and from the castle’s height 
Beheld a nearer and more pleasing sight ; 

The garden, which before he had not seen, 220 

In spring’s new livery clad of white and green. 

Fresh flowers in wide parten-cs, and shady walks between. 
11ns viewed, but not enjoyed, with arms across 
He stood, reflecting on his country’s loss \ 

Himself an object of the public scorn, 2'^k 

And often wished he never had been born. 

At last (for so his destiny required), 
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With walking giddy, and with thmking tired, 

He through a little window cast liis sight. 

Though thick of bars,* that gave a scanty light ; 

But even that glimmering served him to descry 

The inevitable charms of Emily. 

Scarce had he seen, but, seized with sudden smart, 
Stung to the quick, he felt it at his heart ; 

Struck blind with overpowering light he stood, 

230 

23s 

Then started back amazed, and cried aloud. 

Young Arcite heard ; and up he ran with haste, 

To help his friend, and in his arms embraced ; 

And asked him why he looked so deadly wan, 

And whence, and how, his change of cheer + began ? 

Or who had done the offence ? “ But if,” said he, 

Your grief alone is hard captivity, 

“For love of Heaven with patience undergo 
“ A cureless ill, since Fate will have it so : 

“So stood our horoscope in chains to lie, 

240 
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“ And Saturn in the dungeon of the sky, 

“ Or other baleful aspect, ruled our birth, 

“ When all the friendly stars were under earth ; 

“ Whate’er betides, by Destiny ’tis done ; 

“ And better bear like men tlian vainly seek to shun.” 

250 

“ Nor of my bonds,” said Palamon again, 

“ Nor of unhappy planets I complain; 

“ But when my mortal anguish caused my C17, 

“ The moment I was hint through either eye ; 

“ Pierced with a random shaft, I faint away, 

“ And perish with insensible decay : 

A glance of some new goddess gave the wound, 

“ Whom, like Actaeon, unawaie I found. 

“ Look how she walks along yon shady space ; 

“ Not Juno moves with more majestic grace, 

255 

2C0 

“ And all the Cyprian queen is in her face. 

“ If thou art Venus (for thy chaims confess 
“ That face was formed in heaven), nor art thou less, 

“ Disguised in habit, undisguised m shape, 

“ 0 help us captives from our chains to scape ! 

265 

‘ ‘ But if our doom be past in bonds to lie 
“For life, and in a loathsome dungeon die, 

“ Then be thy wiath appeased with our disgrace, 

“ And show compassion to the Theban race, 

* ‘ Oppressed by tyrant power \ ” — While yet he spoke, 

270 

Arcite on Emily had fixed his look ; 

The fatal dart a ready passage found 

And deep within his heart infixed the wound : 

So that if Palamon were wounded sore, 

Arcite was hurt as much as he or more : 

27s 

“Thick of bar^ Compare “ of conquest's thick” in Stanzas on Oliver Cromwell, 14, wheic 
see note. Chaucer’s words here are, “ Through a window thickke of many a bane ” 

i CJuisri countenance. So in Book 11 . line 83, and in “ The Hind and the Panther ” part 3, hne 437 
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Tiiiii from hi* inmost soul he sighed, and said, 

“ 'llio beauty I behold has struck me dead : 

Unknowingly she btrike&, and kills by chance ; 
kor.ou lb ill her eyes, and death in every glance. 

** Oh, I must ask ; nor ask alone, but move 280 

“ Her mind to mercy, or must die for love.’^ 

Thus Arcite : and thus Palamon replies 
(Eager his tone, and ardent were his eyes,) 

“ Speakst thou in earnest, or in jesting vein ? ” 

Jfeoting,” said Arcitc, ** suits but ill with pain.*’ 285 

“ It suits far worse,” (said Palamon again, 

And bent his brow.s,) “ with men who honour weigh, 

** Their faith to break, their fiicndship to betray ; 

But worst With thee, of noble lineage born, 

My kinsman, and in arms my brother sworn. 290 

Have we not plighted each our holy oath, 

“ That one should be the common good of both ; 

“ One soul should both inspire, and neither prove 
‘* Ills fellow’s hindrance in iDursuit of love ? 

To this before the Gods we gave our hands, 295 

And nothing but our death can break the bands. 

“ This binds thee, then, to farther my design, 

“ As I am bound by vow to farther thine : 

“Nor canst, noi darest thou, traitor, on the plain 
“ Appcach"* my honour, or thy own maintai-n, 300 

“ Since thou art of my council, and the friend 
“ Whose faith I tiusL, and on whose care depend. 

And w'ouldst thou court my lady’s love, which I 
** Much rathei than release, would choose to die? 

“ But thou, false Arcitc, never shalt obtain, 305 

** Thy bad pretence ; I told thee first my pain : 

“For first my love began ere thine was born j 
“ Thou as my council, and my brother sworn, 

“ Art bound to assist my eldership of right, 

“ Or justly to be deemed a perjured knight.” 310 

Thus Palamon : but Arcite with disdain 
In haughty language thus replied again : 

“ Forsworn thyself : the traitor’s odious name 
“ I first return, and then dispiove thy claim, 

“ If love be passion, and that passion nuist 315 

“ With strong desires, I loved the lady first. 

“ Canst thou pretend desire, whom zeal inflamed 
“ To worship, and a power celestial named? 

“ Thine was devotion to the blest above, 

“ I saw the woman, and desired her love ; 320 

“ First owned my passion, and to thee commend 
“ The important secret, as my chosen friend. 

“ Suppose (which yet I grant not) thy desire 
“ A moment elder than my rival fire ; 


occur*, in Dr j den’s “Conquest of Giau.'idn/' pnit 2, acts, scenes: “We appeach 
the 
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“ Can chance of bccmg first thy title prove? 325 

“ And knowst thou not, no law is made for love? 

“* r.avv is to things which to free choice relate; 

“ Love IS not in. our choice, but in our fate ; 

“ Laws are not positive ; love’s power we see 
“ Is Nature’s sanction, and her fust decree. 330 

“ Each day we bioak the bond of human laws 
For love, and vindicate the common cause. 

‘‘ Laws for defence of civil rights aie placed. 

Love throws the fences down, and makes a general waste. 
“ hlaids, widows, wives without distinction fall ; 33S 

‘‘ The sweeping deluge, love, comes on and covers all. 

“ If then the laws of friendship I transgress, 

‘‘ I keep the greater, while I break the less ; 

‘ ‘ *\nd both are mad alike, since neither can possess. 

Both hopeless to be ransomed, never more 340 

“To see the sun, but as he passes o’er. 

“ Like ..Esop’s hounds contending for the bone,* 

“ Each pleaded right, and would be lord alone; 

“ The fruitless fight continued ail the day, 

“ A cur came by and snatched the prize away. 345 

“ As courtiers therefore justle for a grant, 

“ And when they break their fiiendsliip, plead tkeir want, 

“ So thou, if Fortune will thy suit advance, 

“ Love on, nor envy me my equal chance : 

“ For I must love, and am resolved to try 350 

“ My fate, or failing in the adventure die.” 

Great was their strife, which homly was renewed, 

Till each with mortal hate his rival viewed : 

Now friends no more, nor walking hand in hand ; 

But when they met, they made a surly stand. 

And glared like angry lions as they passed, 

And wished that every look might be their last. 

It chanced at length, Pirithous came to attend 
This worthy Theseus, his familiar fiiend ; 

Their love in early infancy began. 

And rose as childhood iipened into man, 

Companions of the war ; and loved so well. 

That when one died, as ancient stories tell, 

His fellow to redeem him went to heU. 

But to pursue my tale : to welcome home 
His warlike brother is Pirithous come : 

Arcite of Thebes was known in arms long since, 

And honoured by this young Thessalian prince. 

Theseus, to gratify his friend and guest, 

Who made our Arcite’ s freedom Ms request, 


* The grammatical construction here is not peifect, and some editors have thou' ’it thatDp^den 
interrupted Arcite's speech and spoke in his own person the story of the hounds ^ lln this obviously 
is a mistake The word “like’* belongs to the whole of the simile. There is a similar construction 
in “ Astrsea Redux,” line 148. There is no doubt in Chaucer : “ We strive as did the houndes for 
the bone.” 
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Restored to libeity the captive knight, 

But on these haid condition^) I lecite : 

That if heieafter Aicite should be found 
Within the compass of Athenian ground, 

By day or night, or on -wliate’er pietence, 

His head should pay the forfeit of the offence. 

To this Pirithous foi his fiieiid agreed, 

And on his promibC was the piisoner fieed. 

Unpleased and pensive hence he takes Ins way, 
At his own peril ; for his life must pay. 

Who now but Arcite mourns his bitter fate,^' 

Finds his dear pui chase, and repents too late? 

** What have I gained,” he said, “ in prison pent, 
** If I but change my bonds for banishment ? 

“ And banished from her sight, I suffer more 
** In freedom than I felt in bonds before ; 

Forced from her presence and condemned to live, 
Unwelcome freedom and iinthanked reprieve : 

‘‘ Heaven is not but where Emily abides, 

“ And where she’s absent, all is hell besides. 

Next to my day of birth, was that accurst 
Which bound my friendship to Pirithous first : 

“ Had I not known that prince, I still had been 
** In bondage, and had still Emilia seen : 

“For though I never can her grace deseive, 

“ ’Tis recompense enough to see and seive. 

“ O Palamon, my kinsman and my friend, 

“ How much more happy fates thy love attend ! 

“ Thine is the adventure, thine the victory, 

“Well has thy foitune turned the dice foi thee : 

“ Thou on that angel’s face niayest feed thy eyes, 

“ In prison, no ; but blissful paradise ! 

“ Thou daily seest that sun of beauty shine, 

“ And lovest at least in love’s extremest line. 

I mourn in absence, love’s eternal night ; 

“ And who can tell but since thou hast her sight, 

“ And art a comely, young, and valiant knight, 

“ Fortune (a various power) may cease to frown, 

“ And by some ways unknown thy wishes crown? 

“ But I, the most forlorn of human kind, 

“ Nor help can hope nor remedy can find ; 

“ But doomed to drag my loathsome life in care, 
“For my reward, must end it in despair, 

“ Fire, water, air, and earth, and foice of fates 
“ That governs all, and Heaven that all creates, 
“Nor art, nor Nature’s hand can ease my giief ; 

“ Nothing but death, the wretch’s last relief : 

“ Then farewell youth, and all the joys that dwell 
“ With youth and life, and life iKelf, farewell ! 
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“ Bui why, alas I do mortal men in vain 420 

“Of Fortune, Fate, or Providence comi>laui? 

“ God gives us wliat he knows oiir wants requiic, 

“ And belter things than those which 'we desire: 

“ Some pray for riches ; riches they obtain ; 

But, watched by robbeis, for their wealth are slain ; 425 

.Some pray from prison to be freed ; and come, 

“ When guilty of their vows,*^ to fall at home ; 

“ Murdered by those they tiusted with their life, 

“ A favoured servant or a bosom wife. 

“ Such dear-bought blessings happen evciy day, 430 

“ Because we know not for what things to pray. 

“ Like drunken sots about the streets we roam : 

“ Well knows the sot he has a certain home, 

“Yet knows not how to find the uncertain place, 

“ And blunders on, and staggcis every pace. 435 

“ Thus all seek happiness ; but few can find, 

“ For far the greater part of men are blind. 

“ This is my case, who thought our utmost good 
“ Was in one woid of freedom understood : 

“ The fatal blessing came : from prison free, 440 

“ I starve abroad, and lose the sight of Emily.’’ 

Thus Arcite : but if Arcite thus deplore 
His sufferings, Palamon yet suffers more. 

F or when he knew his rival freed and gone, 

lie swells with wrath ; he makes outrageous moan ; 445 

lie frets, he fumes, he stares, he stamps the gi*ound ; 

The hollow tower with clamours rings aiouncl : 

With briny tears he bathed his fettered feet, 

And dropped all o’er with agony of sweat. 

“ Alas ! ” he cried, ** I, wietch, in prison pine, 450 

“ Too happy rival, while the fruit is thine : 

“ Thou livest at large, thou drawest thy native air, 

‘ ‘ Pleased with thy freedom, proud of my despaii : 

“ Thou mayest, since thou hast youth and courage joined, ♦ 
“ A sweet behaviour and a solid mind, 455 

“ Assemble ours, and all the Theban race, 

“To vindicate on Athens thy disgrace 5 
“ And after (by some treaty made) possess 
“Fair Emily, the pledge of lasting peace. 

“ So thine shall be the beauteous prize, while I 460 

* ‘ Must languish in despair, in prison die. 

* ‘ Thus all the advantage of the strife is thine, 

“ Thy portion double joys, and double sorrows mine.” 

The rage of jealousy then firal his soul, 

And his face kindled like a burning coal : 465 

Now cold despair, succeeding in her stead, 

To livid paleness turns the glowing red. 

His blood, scarce liquid, creeps within his veins, 

Like water which- the freezing wind constrains. 

* A Latmism: ‘Wot! reus.” (Vug. Mn, v. 237,) 
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Tlieii thus, he said : “ Eternal Deities, 470 

“ ^Vho lule the woild with absolute decrees, 

“ And write whatever time shall bring to pass 
“ With pens of adamant on. plates of biass ; 

What is the lace of human kind your care 
“ Beyond what all his fellow- creatures are? 475 

“He with the rest is liable to pain, 

“ And like the sheep, his brother-beast, is slain. 

“ Cold, hunger, piisons, ills without a cure, 

“ All these he must, and guiltless oft, endure ; 

“ Or does your justice, power, or prescience fail, 480 

“ When the good suffer and the bad prevail? 

“ What worse to wretched virtue could befal, 

“ If Fate or giddy Fortune governed all? 

“ Nay, worse than other beasts is our estate ; 

“ Them, to pursue their pleasures, you create ; 485 

“ Wc, bound by harder laws, must curb our will, 

“ And your commands, not our desires, fulfil : 

“ Then, when the creature is unjustly slain, 

“Yet, after death at least, he feels no pain ; 

“ But man in life surcharged with woe before, 490 

“ Not freed when dead, is doomed to suffer more. 

I “A serpent shoots his sting at unaware; 

“ An ambushed thief forelays a traveller ; 

“ The man lies murdered, while the thief and snake, 

“ One gains the thickets, and one thiids the brake. 495 
“ This let divines decide ; but well I know, 

“ Just or unjust, I have my share of woe : 

“ Through Saturn seated in a luckless place, 

“ And Juno’s wrath that persecutes my race; 

“ Or Mars and Venus in a quartil* move 500 

“ My pangs of jealousy for Arcile’s love.” 

Let Palamon oppressed in bondage mourn, 

"While to his exiled rival we return. 

By this the sun, declining from his height. 

The day had shortened to prolong the night : 505 

The lengthened night gave length of misery, 

Both to the captive lover and the free : 

For Palamon in endless prison mourns, 

And Arcite forfeits life if he returns ; 

The banished never hopes his love to see, 510 

Nor hopes the captive lord his liberty. 

*Tis hard to say who suffers greater pains ; 

One sees his love, but cannot break his chains ; 

One free, and all his motions uncontrolled. 

Beholds whatever he would but what he would behold. 515 
Judge as you please, for I will haste to tell 
What fortune to the banished knight befel. 

When Arcite was to Thebes returned again, 

Tbe loss of her he loved renewed hib pain; 



Drydcn lus inti jduced Mara and the quartil ; they aie not in Chaucer 
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What could be worse than never more to see 

His life, his soul, his charming Emily ? 

He raved with all the madness of despair, 

He loaied, he beat his bieasl, he tuie his hair. 

Dry sorrow in hL> stupid eyes appeals, 
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For wanting nourishment, he wanted teais ; 

His eyeballs in their hollow socliets sink, 

Bereft of sleep ; he loathes his meat and diinlc ; 

He withers at his heart, and looks as wan 

As the pale spectre of a murdered man : 

525 


That pale turns yellow, and his face receives 

The faded hue of sapless boxen leaves ; 

In solitary groves he makes his moan, 

Walks early out, and ever is alone ; 

Nor, mixed in mirth, in youthful pleasure shares, 

530 


But sighs when songs and instruments he hears. 

His spirits are so low, his voice is drowned. 

He hears as from afar, or iii a swound, 

Like the deaf murmurs of a distant sound : 

Uncombed his locks, and squalid his attire, 

535 


Unlike the trim of love and gay desire ; 

But full of museful mopings, which piesagc 

The loss of reason and conclude in rage. 

This when he had endured a year and more. 

Now wholly changed from what he was befoie, 

540 


It happened once, that, slumbeiing as he lay. 

He dreamt (his dream began at break of day) 

That Hermes o*er his head in air appeared, 

And with soft words his drooping spirits cheered ; 

His hat adorned with wings disclosed the god, 
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And in his hand he bore the sleep-compelling rod ; 
Such as he seemed, when, at his sire’s command, 

On Argus’ head he laid the snaky wand.* 

“ Arise,” he said, “ to conquering Athens go ; 

There Fate appoints an end of all thy woe.” 

5 . > 


The fright awakened Arcite with a start, 

Against his bosom bounced his heaving heart ; 

But soon he said, with scarce recovered breath, 

And thither will I go to meet my death. 

Sure to be slain ; but death is my desire, 

555 

1 

“ Since in Emilia’s sight I shall expire.” 

By chance he spied a mirror while lie spoke, 

And gazing there beheld his altered look ; 

Wondering, he saw his features and his hue 

So much were changed, that scarce himself he knew. 

A sudden thought then starting in his mind, 

“ Since I in Arcite cannot Arcite find, 

** The world may search in vain with dl their eyes, 

“ But never penetrate through this disgmse. 

5C0 
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• Argus of the hundred eyes, who was lulled to sleep by Mercury, by command of Jupiter, 
Juno hamg set Argus to watch lo. 
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Thanks to the chanp:e which and sickness give, 

In low estate I may securely live, ^ 57a 

“ And see, unknown, my mistiess day by day.’* 

He said, and clothed himself in coarse array, 

A labouring hind in show ; then forth he went, 

And to the Athenian toweis his journey bent : 

One squire attended in the same disguise, 575 

Made conscious of his master’s enterprise. 

Arrived at Athens, soon he came to court. 

Unknown, unquestioned in that thick resort : 

3 ’rofFeiingfor hire his service at the gate. 

To drudge, draw water, and to run or wail. 580 

So fair befel him, that for little gam 
He served at first Emilia’s chamberlain ; 

And, watchful all advantages to spy, 

Was still at hand, and in his master’s eye 5 

And as his bones were big, and sinews strong, 5S5 

Refused no toil that could to slaves belong; 

But from deep wells with engines water drew. 

And used his noble hands the wood to hew. 

He passed a year at least attending thus 
On Emily, and called Philostratus. 590 

But never was there man of his degree 
So much esteemed, so well beloved as he. 

So gentle of condition was he known, 

That through the court his courtesy was blown : 

All think him worthy of a greatei place, 595 

And recommend him to the royal grace ; 

That exercised within a higher sphere, 

His virtues more conspicuous might appear. 

Thus by the general voice was Arcite praised, 

And by great Theseus to high favour raised j 600 

Among his menial servants fust enrolled, 

And largely entertained with sums of gold : 

Besides what secretly from Thebes was sent, 

Of his own income and his annual rent. 

This»well employed, be purchased friends and fame, C05 
But cautiously concealed from whence it came. 

Thus for three years he lived with large increase 
In arms of honour, and esteem in peace ; 

To Theseus* person he was ever near, 

And Theseus for his virtues held him dear. C 10 
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PALAMON AND ARCITE, OR THE KNIGPIT'S TALE. 

BOOK ir. 

While Arcite lives ia bliss, the story turns 
Where hopeless Palamon in prison mourns. 

For six long years immured, the captive kmght 
Had dragged his chains, and scarcely seen the light : 

Lost liberty and love at once he boie ; 5 

His prison pained him much, his passion more : 

Nor dares he hope his fetters to remove, 

Nor ever wishes to be fiee from love. 

But when the sixth revolving year was run. 

And May within the Twins leceived the sun, 10 

Were it by Chance, or forceful Destiny, 

Which forms in causes first whate’er shall be, 

Assisted by a friend one moonless night,*' 

This Palamon from prison took his flight : 

A pleasant beverage he piepared before 1 5 

Of wine and honey mixed, with added store 
Of opium 5 to his keeper this he brought. 

Who swallowed unaware the sleepy diaught, 

And snored secure till inoin, his senses bound 
In slumber, and in long oblivion drowned. 20 

Short was the night, and careful Palamon 
Sought the next covert eie the rising sun. 

A thick-spread forest near the city lay, 

To this with lengthened strides he took his way, 

(For far he could not fly, and feared the day.) 25 

Safe from pursuit, he meant to shun the light, 

Till the brown shadows of tlie friendly night 
To Thebes might favour his intended flight. 

When to his country come,’ his next design 

Was all the Theban race in arms to join, 30 

And war on Theseus, till he lost his life, 

Or won the beauteous Emily to wife. 

Thus while his thoughts the lingering day beguile, 

To gentle Arcite let us turn our style ;+ 

Who little dreamt how nigh he was to care, 35 

Till treacherous fortune caught him in the snare. 

The morning-lark, the, messenger of day. 

Saluted in her song’t^e moining gray; 

* Chaucer says the third night of IMay, ‘^the thridde night,’* and “sone after the midnight ” 
It was therefore the morning of the fotuth day of May , and the fourth day wab Friday, the 
day of Venus. See below, line 84 ^ 

t Sfyie is here used in the sense of the Latin stylus or stilus, a pen or pencil of iron or brass 
with which tablets of wax were written on. There is a corresponding use of the verb in 
“Absalom and Achitophel,” part ej line 1051 (Tate*s portion). 
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And soon the sun arose with beams so bright, 

That all the horizon laughed to see the joyous sight ; 40 

He with Ws tepid rays the rose renews, 

And licks the dropping* leaves, and dries the dews ; 

When Arcite left his bed, resolved to pay 

Observance to the month of merr}^ May,t 

Forth on hh fiery steed betimes he rode, 45 

That scarcely prints the turf on which he trod : 

At ease he seemed, and prancing o’er the plains, 

Turned only to the grove his horse’s reins, 

The grove I named before, and, lighting there, 

A woodbind garland sought to crown his hair ; 50 

Then turned his face against the rising day. 

And raised his voice to W'elcoine in the May : 

“For thee, sweet month, the groves green liveries wear, 

“ If not the first, the fairest of the year ; 

“ For thee the Graces lead the dancing hours, 55 

“ And Nature’s ready pencil paints the flowers : 

“ When thy short reign is past, the feverish sun 
“ The sultiy tropic fears, and moves more slowly on. 

“ 80 may thy tender blossoms fear no blight, 

“ Nor goats with venomed teeth thy tendrils bite, 60 

“ As thou shalt guide my wandering feet to find 
“ The fragrant greens I seek, my brows to bind.” 

His vows addressed, within the grove he strayed. 

Till Fate or Fortune near the place conveyed 
} lis steps where secret Palamon was laid. 65 

Full little thought of him the gentle knight, 

Who flying death had there concealed hib flight. 

In brakes and brambles hid, and shunning mortal sight ; 

And less he knew him for his hated foe, * 

But feared him as a man he did not know. 70 

But as it has been said of ancient years, 

That fields are full of eyes and woods liave cars,t 
For this the wise are ever on their guard, 
h"or unforeseen, they say, is unprepared. 

Uncaratious Arcite thought himself alone, 75 

And less than all suspected Palamon, 

Who, listening, heard him, vriiile he searched the grove, 

And loudly sung his roundelay of love : 

But on the sudden stopped, and silent stood, 

(As lovers often muse, and change their mood ;) So 

Now high as heaven, and then as low vih licll, 

Now up, now down, as buckets in a well : 

For Venus, like her day, will change hei cheer, § 

And seldom shall we see a Friday clear. 

* incorrectly changed to drooping in all modern editions. 

+ ^aucer nas, And for to don his observance to hlay ’* See Book I line 175, and note, 

% There is an old monkish Ime : 

“Campus habet luracr, et h.r et ncius .'luii? ccum.cn ” 

^ C//tvr, countenance, aspect Sec Book I hue 240, and note. 
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Thus Arcite, having sung, with altered }nie 
Sunk on the ground, and from liis bosom drew 
A desperate sigh, accusing Heaveii and if ate, 

And angry Juno’s unrelenting hate : 

“ Cursed be the day when fiist I did appear ; 

“ Let it be blotted from the calendar, 

“ Lest it pollute the month, and poison all tlic year. 
“ Still will the jealous Queen pursue our race? 

“ Cadmus is dead, the Theban city was : 

“ Yet ceases not her hate ; for all who come 
“ From Cadmus are involved in Cadmus’ doom. 

“ I suffer for my blood : unjust decree, 

“ That punishes another’s ciime on me. 

“ In mean estate I serve my moital foe, 

“ The man who caused my country’s overthrow. 

“ This is not all ; for Juno, to my shame, 

“ Has forced me to forsake my former name ; 

“ Arcite I was, Philostratus I am. 

“ That side of heaven is all my enemy : 

“ Mars ruined Thebes ; his mother ruined me. 

“ Of all the royal race remains but one 
“ Besides myself, the unhappy Palamon, 

“ Whom Theseus holds in bonds and will not free j 
“ Without a crime, except his kin to me. 

‘‘Yet these and all the rest I could enduie ; 

“But love’s a malady without a cure : 

“ Fierce Love has pierced me with his fiery dart, 

“ He fries^ within, and hisses at my heart. 

“ Your eyes, fair Emily, my fate pursue ; 

“ I suffer for the rest, I die for you. 

“ Of such a goddess no time leaves record, 

“ WIk) burned the temple where she was adored :t 
“ And let it burn, I never will complain, 

“Pleased with my sufferings, if you knew my pain.” 

At this a sickly qualm his heail assailed. 

His ears ring inwaul, and his senses failed. 

No word missed Palamon of all he spoke ; 

But soon to deadly pale he changed his look : 

He trembled every limb, and felt a smart, 

As if cold steel had glided through his heart ; 

Nor longer stayed, but starting from Ins place, 
Discovered stood, and showed his hostile face ; 
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* Drydeffs word /pes was changed in the second edition (1713^ into which hasieippeared 
jn almost all later editions. Scott has the right word Dr^’den frequently uses thenoru y;^iu 
the same way ; 

“ Like water given to those whom fevers fry ” 

Mntdefi Queen, act 3, scene i. 

**The creaking locusts with my voice conspire. 

They fned with heat, and I with fierce desire ” 

TrausJatioii of Virgil* s Eclogues, il 13 

■I These two lines are taken from a song of Thomas Care w, called *‘The Cruel Misti css,” 
printed in the Miscellany Poems,” v. 136, od. ;iG, 
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“ False traitor, Aicite, traitor to thy blood, 

“ Bound by thy sacred oath to seek my good, 

^*Now ait thou found forsworn for Emily, 

“ And darest attempt her love, for whom I die. 130 

So hast thou cheated Theseus with a wile, 

“ Against Ihy vow, returning to beguile 
“ Under a borrowed name : as false to me, 

“ So false thou art to him who set thee fiee. 

But rest assured, that either thou shalt die, 135 

“ Or else renounce thy claim in Emily ; 

“ For though unarmed I am, and, fieed by chance, 

“ Am here without my sword or pointed lance, 

“ Hope not, base man, unquestioned hence to go, 

‘^For I am Palamon, thy mortal foe.” 140 

Arcite, who heard his tale and knew the man, 

His sword unsheathed, and fiercely thus began : 

“ Now, by the gods who govern heaven above, 

“ Wert thou not weak with hunger, mad with love, 

“ That word had been thy last ; or in this grove 145 

“ This hand should force thee to renounce thy love ; 

“ The surety which I gave thee I defy : 

“ Fool, not to know that love endures no tie, 

“ And Jove but laughs at lovers’ perjury. 

“ Know, I will serve the fair in thy despite ; 150 

“ But since thou art my kinsman and a knight, 

Here, have my faith, to-moirow in this grove 
“ Our arms shall plead the titles of oui love : 

“ And Heaven so help my light, as I alone 
“ Will come, and keep the cause and quanel both unknown, 

“ With arms of proof both for myself and thee ; 1515 

“ Choose thou the best, and leave the worst to me. 

“ And, that at better ease thou mayest abide, 

“ Bedding and clothes I will this night provide, 

“ And needful sustenance, that thou mayest be iGo 

“ A conquest better won, and worthy me.” 

His promise Palamon accepts ; but piayed, 

To keep it better than the first he made. 

Thus fair they parted till the morrow’s dawn ; 

For each had laid his plighted faith to pawn. 165 

Oh Love ! thou sternly dost thy power maintain, 

And wilt not bear a rival in thy reign ! 

Tyrants and thou all fellowship disdain. 

This was in Aicite proved and Palamon : 

Both in despair, yet each would love alone. 170 

Arciie returned, and, as in honour tied. 

His foe with b^dh*^ and with food supplied ; 

Then, ere the day, two suits of armour sought, 

Which borne before him on his steed lie brought : 

Both were of shining steel, and wrought so pure 175 

As might the strokes of two such arms endure. 


Jupiter ex alto pequria ridet ainautuni.”—- Tibuclus, iii. 6, 49. 
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Now, at the time, and in the appointed place, 

The challenger and challenged, face to face, 

Approach ; each other from afar they knew, 

And from afar their hatred changed their hue. iSo 

I So stands the Thiacian heidsman with his spear, 

Full in the gap, and hopes the hunted beai,^ 

And hears him rustling in the wood, and sees 
His course at distance by the bending tiees : 

And thinks, Here comes my moital enemy, 185 

And either he must fall in fight, 01 I : 

This while he thinks, he lifts aloft his dart ; 

A generous chillness seizes every part. 

The veins pour back the blood, and fortify the heart. 

Thus pale they meet ; their eyes with fury burn ; 190 

None greets, for none the greeting mil return; 

But in dumb surliness each armed with cate 
His foe professed, as brother of the war ; 

Then both, no moment lost, at once advance ‘ 

Against each other, armed with sword and lance : 195 

They lash, they foin, they pass, they stiive to boie 
Their corslets, and the thinnest parts explore. 

Thus two long hours in equal arms they stood, 

And wounded wound, till both wei e bathed in blood 
And not a foot of ground liad either got, 200 

As if the world depended on the spot. 

Fell Arcite like an angry tigei faied, 

And like a lion Palaraoii appeared : 

Or, as two boars whom love to battle draws, 

With lising bristles and with frothy jaws, 205 

Their adverse breasts with tusks oblique they wound 
With grunts and groans the forest rings aiound. 

So fought the knights, and fighting must abide, 

Till Fate an umpire sends their difference to decide. 

The power that ministers to God’s decrees, 210 

And executes on eaith what Heaven foresees, 

Called Providence, or Chance, or Fatal sway, 

Comes with resistless force, and finds or makes her way.’ 

Nor kings, nor nations, nor united power 

One moment can retard the appointed hour ; 215 

And some one day, some wondrous chance appears, 

Which happened not in centuries of years : 

For sure, whate’er we moitals hate or love 
Or hope or fear depends on powers abuve : 

They move our appetites to good or ill, 220 

And by foresight necessitate the v, ill. 

In Theseus this appeals, \\hose youthful joy 
Was beasts of chase in foiesU to destio}. ; " 

This gentle knight, inspired by jolly May, 

Forsook his easy couch at eailv daj 

*j 225 

And to the wood and wilds pursue I his way. 

* Uopcs^ expects: corapaiu edvo. “Astraa Redux," 140. 
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Beside him rode Hippolyta the queen, 

And Emily attired in lively green, 

With horns and hounds and all the tuneful cry, 

To hunt a royal hart within the coveit nigh : 230 

And, as he followed hlars before, so now 
He serves the goddess of the silver bow. 

The way that Theseus look was to the wood, 

Where the two knights in cruel battle stood : 

The laund"*" on which they fought, the appointed place 235 
In which the uncoupled hounds began the chase. 

Thither foith-iight he rode to rouse the prey, 

That shaded by the fem in harbour lay ; 

And thence dislodged, was wont to leave the wood 

For open fields, and cioss the crystal flood. 240 

Approached, and looking underneath the sun. 

He saw proud Arcite and fierce Palamon, 

In moital battle doubling blow en blow ; 

Like lightning flamed their fauchions to and fro, 

And shot a dreadful gleam; so strong they stiook, 245 
There seemed less force required to fell an oak. 

He gazed with wonder on their equal might, 

Looked eager on, but knew not cither knight. 

Resolved to learn, he spitrred his fieiy steed 

With goring rowels to provoke his speed. 250 

The minute ended that began the race. 

So soon he was betwnxt them on the place ; 

And with his sword unsheathed, on pain of life 
Commands both combatants to cease their stiifc; 

Then with imperious tone puisnes his threat :] 255 

What are you ? why in arms together met ? 

“ How dares your pride presume against my laws, 

“ As in a listed field to fight your cause, 

“ Unasked the royal gi*ant ; no marshal by, 

“ As knightly rites require, nor judge to try?” 260 

Then Palamon, with scarce iccovered breath, 

Thus hasty .spoke : “We both deserve the death, 

** Add both would die ; for look the world around, 

** A pair so wietched is not to be found. 

Our life’s a load ; encumbered with the charge, 265 

** Wc long to set the imprisoned soul at large. 

** Now, as thou ari a sovereign judge, decree 
** The rightful doom of death to him and me ; 

** Let neither find thy giace, foi grace is cruelty. 


This old word is turned into by all modem editors, including Scott. Lauftd is 

Chaucer's word, presm’cd by Dryden. A kund was a park in a forefet , Coles in his English 
Dictionary, 1C96, gives the meaning, ‘‘plain iintilled ground in a pa’-k ” 

“Then went they downe into a launde 
These noble aichcis thre, 

Each t)f them slew a hart of greeve, 

The best that they cold .se " 

(Ballad of “ Adam Bell " in Percy's Rdiques of Ancient Poetry^ 


PALAMON' AND ^Ar/Zg’.—BooK II. 


531 


Me first, O kill me fust, and erne my woe ; 270 

Then sheath the sword of justice on my foe ; 

Or lull him first, for when his name is iieaitl, 

He foremost will lecoive liis due reward. 

** Arcite of Thebes is he, thy moital foe, 

“ On whom thy grace did liberty bestow ; 275 

But first contracted, that, if ever found 
“ By day or night upon the Athenian ground, 

“ His head should pay the forfeit ; sec returned 
“ The perjured knight, his oalli and honour scorned : 

For this is he, who, with a honowed name 2S0 

‘‘ And preferred service, to thy jialacc came, 

“Now called Philostralus ; letained by iJiee, 

‘ ‘ *V traitor tiusled, and in high degree, 

“ Aspiiing to the bed of beauteous Emily. 

“ My part lemams, from Thebes my birth I own, 2S5 

“ And call myself the unhappy Palamon. 

“ Think me not like that man ; since no disgi'ace 
“ Can force me to renounce the honour of my race. 

“ Know me for what I am : I hioke thy chain, 

“ Nor promised I thy pusoncr to remain • 290 

“ The love of liberty with life is given, 

“ And life it self the inferior gift of Heaven. 

“ Thus without crime I fled ; but faith er know, 

“ I, With this Arcite, am thy mortal foe : 

“ Then give me death, since I thy life pursue ; 295 

“ For safeguard of thyself, death is my due. 

“ hTore wouldst thou know ’ I love bright Emily, 

“ And for her sake and in her sight ivill die : 

“ But kill my lival loo, for he no less 
“ Deserves ; and I thy lightcous doom will bless, 300 

“ Assuied that wdiat I lose he never shall possess.” 

To this replied the stern Athenian Piince, 

x\nd sourly smiled : “In owning youi offence 

“You judge your self, and I but keep iccoid 

“ In place of law, while you pronounce the word. 305 

“ Take your desert, the death you have clecieed; • 

“ I seal your doom, and ratify the deed : 

“ By Mars, the patron of my arms, you die.” 

He said ; dumb sorrow’ seized the standers-by. 

The Queen, above the rest, by naluie good, 310 

(The pattern formed of perfect womanhood) 

For tender pity wept : when she began, ^ 

Through the bright quire the infectious virtue ran. 

All dropt their tears, even the contended maid ; 

And thus among themselves they softly said : 315 

“ What eyes can suffer this unworthy sight 1 
“ Two youths of royal blood, renowned in fight, 


* Dryden's spelling with one p retained heie, as also in “The Hind and the Panther, part 3, 
line 766. This occasional spelling is probably imilated from the F rench 

AI M 3 
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** The mastership of Heaven in face and mind, 

And lovers, far beyond their faithless kind : 

“ See their mde streaming wounds ; they neither came 320 
“ From'* pride of empire nor desire of fame . 

“ Kings fight for kingdoms, madmen for applause ; 

“ But love for love alone, that crowns the lover’s cause.” 
This tliought, which ever bribes the beauteous kind, 

Such pity wrought in every lady’s mind, 325 

They left their steeds, and prostrate on the place, 

From the fierce King implored the offenders’ grace. 

He paused a while, stood silent in his mood j 
(For yet hio rage was boiling in his blood.) 

But soon his tmider mind the impression felt. 330 

(As softest metals arc not slbw to melt 
And pity soonest runs in gentle + minds :) 

Then reasons with himself ; and fust he finds 
His passion cast a mist bcfoie his sense, 

And either made or magnified the offence. 335 

Offence? Of what? To whom? Who judged the cause ? 
The prisoner freed himself by Nature’s laws ; 

Born free, he sought his right ; the man he freed 
Was perjured, but his love excused the deed • 

Thus pondering, he looked under witli his eyes, 340 

And saw the women’s tears, and heard their cries, 

Which moved compassion more ; he diook In. head, 

And softly sighing to himself he said : 

Curse on the iinpardoniiig piincc, whom tears can draw 
“ To no remorse, who rules by lion’s law ; 345 

“ And deaf to prayers, by no submission bowed, 

“ Rends all alike, the penitent and pioud ! ” 

At this with look serene he laised his head ; 

Reason resumed her place, and passion fled : 

Then thus aloud he spoke : — The power of Love, 350 
In earth, and seas, and air, and heaven above, 

“ Rules, unresisted, with an awful nod, 

By daily miracles declared a god ; 

“ He 'blinds the wise, gives eye-sight to the blind ; 

And moulds and stamps anew the lovei’s mind. • 355 
Behold that Arcite, and this Palamon, 

“ Freed from my fetters, and in safety gone, 

*** What hindered either in their native soil 
At ease to leap the harvest of their toil? 

But Love, their lord, did otherwise ordain, 360 

: “ .bid brought them, in their own despite again, 

' ** To suffer death deserved; for well they know 

** ’Tis in my power, and I their deadly foe. 


2 chfincted to fer in modem editions. 

f Gentle, Dn;den's word, changed in most modem editions to Scott has gentle ‘ 

Chaucer s word la gentle also ; j ^ 

** For pitee renneth sone in gentil hertes.” 
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'‘The proverb holds, that to be wise and love, 

“ Is hardly granted to the gods above.* 365 

“ See how the madmen bleed ’ behold the gams 
“ With which their master, Love, lewards their pains! 

“ For seven long years, on duty every day, 

“ Lo I their obedience, and their monarch’s pay I 

"Yet, as in duty bound, they serve him on ; 370 

" And ask the fools, they think it wisely done ; 

"Nor ease nor wealth nor life it self regard, 

"For ’tis their maxim, love is love’s reward. 

" This is not all ; the fair, for whom they strove, 

" Nor knew before, nor could suspect their love, 375 

" Nor thought, when she beheld the fight from far, 

" Her beauty was the occasion of the war. 

" But sure a general doom on man is past, 

" And all are fools and lovers, first or last : 

" This both by others and my self I know, 380 

" For I have served their soveieign long ago ; 

" Oft have been caught within the winding train 
" Of female snares, and felt the lover’s pain, 

" And learned how far the god can human hearts constrain. 

" To this remembrance, .and the prayers of those 3S5 

" Who for the offending warriors interpose, 

" I give their forfeit lives, on this accord, 

" To do me homage as their sovereign lord ; 

" And as my vassals, to their utmost might, 

" Assist my person and assert my right.” 390 

This freely sworn, the knights their giacc obtained ; 

Then thus the King his secret thought explained : 

" If wealth or honour or a royal race, 

" Or each or all, may win a lady’s grace, 

" Then either of you knights may "well deserve 395 

" A princess born ; and such is she you serve 
“ For Emily is sister to the crown, 

" And but too well to both her beauty known : 

** But should you combat till you both were dead, 

" Two lovers cannot share a single bed. , 400 

“ As, therefore, both are equal in degree, 

“ The lot of both be left to destiny. 

"Now hear the award, and happy may it prove 
" To her, and him who best deserves her love. 

** Depart from hence in peace, and free as air, 

“ Search the wide world, and wheie yon please repair ; 

“ But on the day when this returning sun 
“To the same point through every sign has run, 

“ Then each of you his hundred knights shall bring 
" In royal lists, to fight before the king ; 410 


* Amare et sapere vix deo conceditur ” 

PuBL, Syr. 

But adeo for deo is another reading in this line of Publius Syrus. 
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And then the knight, whom Fate or happy Chance 
“ Shall with his fiiends to victory advance, 

“ And gi'acc hib arms so far in equal fight, 

“ Fium out the bais to force his opposite, 

“ Or kill, or make him recreant on the plain, 415 

The prize of valour and of love shall gam ; 

“ The vanquished party shall their claim release, 

“ And the long jars conclude in lasting peace. 

“ The charge be mine to adorn the chosen ground, 

“ The theatie of war, for champions so renowned ; 420 

“ And take the patron’s place of either knight, 

“ With eyes impartial to behold the fight ; 

“ And Heaven of me so judge as I shall judge aright. 

“ If both are satisfied with this accoid, 

“ Swear by the laws of knighthood on my swoid.” 425 
Whonovv but Palamon exults with joy? 

And ravished Aicite seems to touch the sky. 

The whole assembled troop was pleased as well, 

ICxtollcd the award, and on then knees they fell 

To bless the gracious King. The knights, with leave 430 

Departing from the place, his last commands receive ; 

On Emily with equal ardour look, . 

And from her eyes their inspiration took : 

From thence to Thebes’ old walls pursue their way, 

Each to provide his champions for the day. 435 

It might be deemed, on our historian’s pail, 

Or too much negligence or want of art, 

If he forgot the vast magnificence 

Of royal Theseus, and his large expense. 

lie first enclosed for lists a level ground, 440 

The whole circumference a mile around ; 

The form was circular ; and all without 
A trench was sunk, to moat the place about. 

Within, an amphitheatre appeared. 

Raised in degrees, to sixty paces reared : 445 

That when a man was placed in one degieo, 

Height was sallowed for him above to see. 

^ Eastward was built a gate of maible white ; 

The like adorned the western opposite. 

A nobler object than this fabric was 450 

Rome never saw, nor of so vast a space : 

For, rich with spoils of many a conquered land. 

All arts and artists Theseus could command, 

Who sold for hire, or wrought for better fame ; 

The master-painters and the carvers came. 455 

*So rose witliin the compass of the year 
An age’s work, a glorious theatre. 

Then o’er its eastern gate was raised above 
A temple, sacred to the Queen of Love ; 

r wa*; chans;cd in Denidt’s edition, probably by a misprint, to exiol, and the obvious 

mis»takt‘ has been copied by all .succeeding editors, 
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An altar stood below ; on either hand 460 

A priest with roses crowned, who held a myrtle wand. 

The dome of Mars was on the gate opposed, 

And on the north a tunet ivas enclosed 
Within the wall of alaliastci white 

And ciimson coral, for the Queen of Night, 465 

Who takes in sylvan sports her chaste delight. 

Within these oratoiies might you see 
Rich carvings, portraitures, and nnagery ; 

Where every fi^re to the life expressed 

The godhead’s power to whom it was addressed. 4 70 

In Venus’ temple on the sides were seen 

The broken slumbers of enamoured men ; 

Pi*ayei*s that even spoke, and pity seemed to call, 

And issuing sighs that smoked along the wall ; 

Complaints and hot desires, the lover’s hell, 475 

And scalding tears that wore a channel where they fell ; 

And all around were nuptial bonds, the ties 
Of love’s assurance, and a tram of lies. 

That, made in lust, conclude in perjuries ; 

Beauty, and Youth, and Wealth, and Luxury, 480 

And sprightly Hope, and short-enduiing Joy, 

And Sorceiies, to raise the infernal powers. 

And Sigils framed in planetary hours ; 

Expense, and After-thought, and idle Care, 

And Doubts of motley hue, and dark Despair j 485 

Suspicions and fantastical Surmise, 

And Jealousy suffused, with jaundice in her eyes, 
Discolouring all she viewed, in tawny dressed, 

Down-looked, and with a cuckow on her fist. 

Opposed to her, on the other side advance 490 

The costly feast, the caiol, and the dance, 

Minstrels and music, poetiy and play, 

And balls by night, and turnainents by day. 

All these were painted on the wall, and more ; 

With acts and monuments of times before ; 495 

And others added by prophetic doom, 

And lovers yet unborn, and loves to come ; 

For there the Idalian mount, and Citlieron, 

The court of Venus, was in colours drawn ; 

Before the palace gate, in careless dress 500 

And loose array, sat portress Idleness ; 

There by the fount Narcissus pined alone ; 

There Samson* was ; with wiser Solomon, 

And all the mighty names by love undone. 

Medea’s charms were there ; Circean feasts, 505 

With bowls that turned enamoured youths to beasts. 

Here might be seen, that beauty, wealth, and wit. 

And prowess to the power of love submit ; 


Samson is introduced by Dryden, but Chaucer names Solomon. 
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The spreading snare for all mankind is laid, 

And lovers all betray, and are betrayed. 5^0 

The Goddess self some noble hand had wrought ; 

Smiling she seemed, and full of pleasing thought ; 

From ocean as she first began to rise, 

And smoothed the ruffled seas, and cleared the ski^s, 

She trod the brine, all bare below the breast, 515 

And the green waves but ill concealed the rest : 

A lute she held ; and on her head was seen 
A wreath of roses red and myrtles green ; 

Her turtles fanned the buxom air above ; 

And by hxs mother stood an infant Love, 520 

With wings unfledged ; his eyes weie banded o’er, 

His hands a bow, his back a quiver bore, 

Supplied with arrows bright and keen, a deadly store. 

But in the dome of mighty Mars the red 
With different figures all the sides were spread ; 525 

This temple, less in form, with equal grace, 

Was imitative of the first in Thrace ; 

For that cold region was the loved abode 
And sovereign mansion of the warrior god. 

The landscape was a forest wide and bare, 530 

Where neither beast nor human kind repair , 

The fowl that scent afar the borders fly, 

And shun the bitter blast, and wheel about the sky. 

A cake of scurf lies baking on the ground. 

And prickly stubs, instead of trees, are found ; 535 

Or woods with knots and knares deformed and old , 

Headless the most, and hideous to behold ; 

A rattling tempest through the branches went, 

That stripped them bare, and one sole way they bent. 

Heaven froze above severe, the clouds congeal, 540 

And through the crystal vault appeared the standing hail. 
Such was the face without : a mountain stood 
Threatening from high, and overlooked the wood : 

Beneath the lowering brow, and on a bent, 

The tumple stood of Mars armipotent f 545 

The frame of burnished steel, that cast a glare 
From far, and seemed to thaw the freezing air. 

A straight long entry to the temple led, 

Blind with high walls, and horror over head ; 

Thence issued such a blast, and hollow roar, 550 

As threatened from the hinge to heave the door ; 

In through that door a northern light there shone ; 

’Twas all it had, for windows there were none. 

The gate was adamant ; eternal frame, 

Which, hewed by l^lars himself, from Indian quarries came, 


* Chaucer has: 

“And downward from an hill, under a hent, 
Ther stood the temple of Mars armipotent.’* 
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The labour of a God ; aud all along 556 

Tough iron plates were clenched to make it strong. 

A tun about was every pillai* there; 

A polished mirror shone not half so clear. 

There saw I how the seciet felon wrought, 560 

And treason labouring in the trailoi’s thought, 

And midwife Time the lipencd plot to murder bi ought. 

There the red Anger daied the pallid Feai ; 

Next stood Hypocnsy, with holy leer, 

vSoft, smiling, and demurely looking down, 565 

But hid the dagger underneath the gown ; 

The assassinating wife, the household fiend ; 

And far the blackest there, the traitor-friend. 

On the other side there stood Destruction bare, 

Unpunished Rapine, and a waste of war; 570 

Contest with sharpened knives in cloisters drawn, 

And all with blood bespread the holy lawn. 

Loud menaces were heard, and foul disgrace, 

And bawling infamy, in language base ; 

Till sense was lost in sound, and silence fled the place. 575 
The slayer of himself yet saw I theie, 

The gore congealed was cl ottered in his hair ; 

With eyes half closed and gaping mouth he lay, 

And grim as when he breathed his sullen soul away. 

In midst of all the dome, Misfoitiine sate, 5S0 

And gloomy Discontent, and fell Debate, 

And Madness laughing in his ireful mood ; 

And armed Complaint on theft ; and cries of blood. 

There was the murdci 'xl corps, in coveit laid, 

And violent death in thousand shapes displayed : 585 

The city to the solcbei’s rage resigned ; 

Successless wars, and poverty behind: 

Ships burnt in fight, 01 forced on rocky shores, 

And the rash huntei strangled by the boars : 

The new-born babe by nurses overlaid ; 590 

And the cook caught within the raging fire he made. 

All ills of Mars his nature, flame and steel ; 

The gasping charioteer beneath the wheel 

Of his own car ; the ruined house that falls 

And intercepts her lord betwdxt the walls : 505 

The whole division that to Mars pertains, 

All trades of death that deal in steel for gains 
Were there: the butcher, armourer, and smith, 

Who forges sharpened fauchions, or the scythe. 

The scarlet conquest on a tower was placed, Cco 

With shouts and soldieis’ acclamations graced : 

A pointed sword hung threatening o^er his head. 

Sustained but by a slender twine of thread. 

There saw I Mars his ides, the Capitol, 

The seer in vain foretelling Caesar’s fall ; 605 

The last Triumvirs, and the wars they move, 

And Antony, who lost the world for love. 
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These, and a thousand more, the fane adoin ; 

Their fates weie painted erectile men were born, 

All copied from tlie heaven b, and ruling force 6fO 

Of the red star, in his levolving course. 

The form of Mars high on a chariot stood. 

All sheathed in aims, and gruffly looked the god ; 

Two geomantic figures were displayed 

Above his head, a warrior and a maid,* * * § 615 

One when direct, and one when retrograde. 

Tired with deformities of death, I haste 
To the third temple of Diana chaste. 

A sylvan scene with various gicens was drawm, 

Shades on the sides, and on the midst a lawn 620 

The silver Cynthia, f with her nymphs around, 

Pursued the flying deer, the woods wuth horns lesound : 

Calisto there stood manifest of shame, J 
And, turned a bear, the northern star became : § 

Her son was next, and, by peculiar grace, 625 

In the cold circle held the second place ; 

The stag Actaeon in the stream had spied 
The naked huntress, and for seeing died ; 

His hounds, unknowing of his change, pursue 

The chase, and their mistaken master slew. || 630 

Peneian Daphne too was there to see, 

Apollo’s love before, and now his tree.U 

The adjoining fane the assembled Greeks expiesscd, 

And hunting of the Calydoiiian beast. 

OEnides’ valour, and his envied prize; ** 635 

The fatal power of Atalanta’s eyes ; 

Diana’s vengeance on the victor shown, 

The murderess mother, and consuming son ; 

* ** Rubens et Puella ” is Dryden’s note, coniinonly misprinted from tlie first edition Rtthens for 
Rubeits. Chaucer ha* ; 

And o^ er his hed ther shmen two figures 
Of stencs that ben doped in scriptures, 

That on Puella, that other Rubens, 
r This god of armes was arraid thus ” 

+ Cynthia, another name of Diana 

t Compare “ manifest of crimes’* in “Absalom and Achitophel," line 204, where see note. 

§ Calisto, one of Diana’s attendants, was seduced by Jupiter, who assumed the form of Diana : 
her pregnancy was discovered as she was bathing with the goddess her mistiess, Juno changed 
Calisto into a bear, and Jupiter made her a constellation, together with her son Areas, the fruit 
of his amour, under the name of the Bear. 

11 Actaeon, a famous huntsman, who saw Diana and her attendants bathing, and was for that 
changed into a stag and theji devoured by his oWn hounds. 

f Daphne, daughter of the river Peueus. Apollo fell in love witli her, and to save her from his 
pursuit the gods changed her into a laurel. 

** <Enides, Meleager, son of CEneus, who killed the Calydonian boar, and gave the skin and 
head to Atalanta, who first wounded the animal in the hunt. Two uncles of Meleager, brotheis of 
his mother Althma, jealous of the gift to Atalanta, endeavoured to rob her of it ; and Meleager in 
her defence slew them. This so angered Althaea that she threw into the fire a fire-brand of which 
Atropos had told her, when Meleager was born, that he would live as long as it remained uncon- 
sumed. The fire-brand was now consumed and Meleager died. The word Calydonian has been 
misspelt Caledonian by all editors, following a misprint in the original folio edition. Dryden was 
very careless about correcting the press, and this is only one of many instances of incorrect 
speiling of words from Latin and Greek. 
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The Volscian queen extended on the plain/ 

The treason punished, and the liailor slain. 6.;o 

The rest weie various huntings, well designed, 

And savage beasts destioyed, of eveiy kind. 

The graceful goddess was anayed in green ; 

About her feet uero little beagles seen, 

That watched with upward eyes the motions of then Queen. 
Her legs weie buskined, and tlie led before, 646 

In act to shoot ; a silver bow she bore, 

And at her back a painted quiver wore. 

She trod a wexing moon, that soon would wane, 

And, drinking borrowed light, be filled again ; 650 

With downcast eyes, as seeming to survey 
The dark dominions, her alternate sway. 

Before her stood a woman in her throes, 

And called Lucina’s aid, her burden to disclose. 

All these the painter diew with such command, 655 

That Nature snatched the pencil from liis hand, 

Ashamed and angry that his art could feign, 

And mend the tortures of a mothers pain. 

Theseus beheld the fanes of every god, 

And thought his mighty cost was well bestoued. 6 Co 

So princes now their poets should legaid ; 

But few can write, and fewer can ieward.t 
The theatre thus raised, the lists enclosed, 

And all with vast magnificence disposed, 

We leave the monarch pleased, and haste to bring 66 5 

The knights to combat, and their arms to sing. 


PALAMON AND ARCITE, OR THE KNIGHT’S TALE. 

BOOK III. 

The day approached when Fortune should decide 
The important enterprise, and give the biide ; 

For now the rivals round the woild had sought, 

And each his number, well appointed, brought 
The nations far and near contend in choice, 

And send the flower of war by public voice ; 

That after or before were never known 
Such chiefs, as each an army seemed alone : t 
Beside the champions, all of high degree, 

Who knighthood loved, and deeds of chivalry, 10 


^ The Volscian queen, Camilla, who died by a wound received from Aruns, who was in turn 
slain by a dart of Diana 
t These two lines are an importation bv Diyden. 

X “Magniquaripse agminis instar,”— ViRG. vii. 737 
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^Thronged to the and envied to behold 
The names of others, not theii own, enrolled. 

Nor seems it strange ; for every noble knight 
Who loves the fair, and is endued with might, 

In such a quarrel would be proud to fight 15 

There breathes not scarce a man on British ground 
(An isle for love and arms of old renowned) 

But would have sold his life to purchase fame, 

To Palamon or Arcile sent his name ; 

And had the land selected of the best, ao 

Half had come hence, and let the world piovidc the icst. 

A hundred knights with Palamon there came, 

Approved in fight, and men of mighty name ; 

Their arms wcie several, as their nations were, 

But furnished all alike witli sword and spcai 25 

Some wore coat armour, imitating scale, 

And next their skins wer e stubborn shirts of mail ; 

Some wore a breastplate and a light juppon,’' 

Their horses clothed with rich caparison ; 

Some for defence would leathern bucyers use 30 

Of folded hides, and others shields of Pruce.f 
One hung a pole-axe at his saddle-bow, 

And one a heavy mace to stun the foe ; 

One for his legs and kn ees provided well, 

With jambeuxj annecl, and double plates of steel ; 35 

This on his helmet wore a lady’s glove, 

And that a sleeve embroidered by his love. 

With Palamon above the rest in place, 

Lycurgus came, the surly king of Thrace ; 

Black was his beard, and manly was his face 40 

The balls of his broad eyes rolled in his head, 

And glared betwixt a yellow and a red ; 

He looked a lion with a gloomy stare, 

And o’er his eyebrows hung his matted hair ; 

Big-boned and large of limbs, with sinejvs sliong, 45 

Broad-shouldered, and his arms were round aiicf long. 

Four milk-white bulls (the Thracian use of old) 

Were yoked to draw his car of burnished gold. 

Upright he stood, and bore aloft his shield, 

Conspicuous from afar, and ovci looked the field. 50 

His surcoal was a bear-skin on his back ; 

His hair hung long behind, and glossy raven-black. 

Plis ample forehead bore a coronet, 

With sparkling diamonds and with rubies set. 

Ten brace, and more, of greyhounds, snowy fair, 55 

And tall as stags, ran loose, and coursed around his chair, 

A match for pards in fl%ht, in grappling for the bear ; 

With golden muzzles all their mouths were bound, 

And collars of the same their necks surround. 

* a short close coat ; a French word, now obsolete in English. 

T Prussia» I JambeuXi armour for the legs, j 
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Thus through the fields Lycurgus took Ms way ; 6o 

His hundred knights attend in pomp and proud array. 

To match this monarch, with slVong Arcite came 
Emetrius, king of Inde, a mighty name, 

On a bay courser, goodly to behold, 

The trappings of his horse embossed ^ i*h ‘''aibniou*. gold. 
Not Mars bestrode a steed with greater giace ; 66 

Hi^) siircoat o’er his arms was cloth of Thiace, 

Adorned with pearls, all oiient, loimd, and great ; 

His saddle was of gold, with emeralds set ; 

His shoulders large a mantle did attire, 70 

■With rubies thick, and sparkling as die fire ; 

His^ amber- coloured locks in ringlets run, 

With graceful negligence, and shone against the sun. 

His nose was aquiline, his eyes were blue, 

Ruddy his lips, and fresh and fair his hue ; 75 

Some sprinkled heckles on his face were seen, 

Whose dusk set off the whiteness of the skin. 

His awful presence did the crowd siirpiise, 

Nor durst the rash spectator meet his eyes ; 

Eyes that confessed him born foi kingly sway. So 

So fierce, they flashed intolerable day. 

His age in natuie’s youthful prime appeared, 
j:\.ud just began to bloom his yellow beard. 

Whene’er he spoke, his voice was heaid around, 

Loud as a trumpet, with a silver sound ; 85 

A laurel wreathed his temples, fresh, and gree^ 

And myitle sprigs, the marks of love, weie mixed between. 
Upon his fist he boie, for his delight, 

An eagle well reclaimed, and lily white. 

His Iiiuidred knights attend him to the war, 90 

All armed for battle ; save Iheii heads weie bare. 

Words and devices blazed on every shield, 

And pleasing was the tenor of the field. 

For kings, and dukes, and barons you might see, 

Like spariding stais, though different in degree, 95 

All for the increase of aims, and love of chivahy. 

Before the king tame leopards led the way, 

And troops of lions innocently play. 

So Bacchus Uirough the conquered Indies rode, 

And beasts in gambols fusked before their honest god. t lOO 
In this an ay the war of either side 
Through Athens passed with military piide. 

At prime, they enteied on the Sunday morn ; 

Ricta tapestry spread the streets and fluweis the posts ^ adorn. 


In some editions, including the Wartons’ and R Bell’-, tmnod into admnrd ^ 

+ Tins simile t)f Bjcchu'. is introduced by Drydcn For “hone'.t eod” comp ire in ‘^Alexander’s 
Feast” the Ime, ‘‘He shows his honest face,” of tli- same god The epithet is piobably taken 
from Virgil, who speaks of the “ caput hone Aimi” of Bacchus (Geora il 392) 

X Pvts u the woid of the folio edition, chau-jed into in sabscouent cdUions , and/t'/jf was 
probably a miftpiint 
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The town was all a jubilee of feasts ; 105 

So Theseus v/V.V d in honour of his guests ; 

Him self with open, arms the kings embraced, 

Then all the rest in their degrees were graced, 

No harbinger was needful for the night, 

For every house was proud to lodge a knight. 1 10 

I pass the royal treat, nor must relcle 
The gifts bestowed, nor how the champions sate ; . 

Who first, who last, or hovr the knights addressed 
Their vows, or who was fairest at the feast ; 

Whose voice, whose graceful dance did most surprise, 115 
Soft amorous sighs, and silent love of eyes. 

The rivals call my Muse another way, 

To sing their vigils for the ensuing day. 

’Twas ebbing darkness, past the noon of night : 

And Phosphor, on the confines of the light, . 120 

Promised the sun ; ere day began to spring, 

The tuneful lark already stretched her wing, 

And flickering on her nest, made short essays to sing. 

When wakeful Palamon, preventing day, 

Took to the royal lists his early way, 125 

To Venus at her fane, in her own house, to pray. 

There, falling on his knees before her shrine, 

He thus implored with prayers her power divine : 

Creator Venus, genial power of love,* 

The bliss of men below, and gods above ! 130 

“ Beneath the sliding sun thou runst thy race, 

Dost fairest shine, and best become thy place. 

For thee the winds their eastern blasts forbear, 

Thy month reveals the spring, and opens all the year. ' 

** Thee, Goddess, thee the storms of winter fly,; 135 

“ Earth smiles with flowers renewing, laughs the sky, 

“ And birds to lays of love their tuneful notes apply. 


* A passage of Lucretius is imitated in this address to Venus, especially in lines 133-7. 

*“Te, Dea, te fugiunt venti, te nubila cceli 
Adventuraque tuum ; tibi suaves daidala tellus 
Submittit flores, tibi rideiit sequora ponti, 

Placaturaqiie nitet difFuso lurnine ccehtm.” 

Lucretius i. 6 , 

lmes^m*mind^^° imitated the same passage of Lucretius, and Dryden probably had Spenser’s 

”jGreat Venus ! Queene of Beautie and of Grace, 

T he Joy of gods and men that under skie 
Dost faire.st shine, and most adorne thy place: 

That with thy smiling looke dost pacific 
1 he raging seas, and makest the storms to file : 

Thee, goddess, thee the winds, the clouds do feare ; 

And when thou spredst thy mantle forth on hie, 

1 pi casant lands appeare, 

And'heavens '.laugh, and all the world shows joyous cheere.’^ 

Faery Qtieene^ iv. 10, 44 
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“For thee the lion loathes the taste of blood, 

“ And roaring hunts his female through the wood j 
“For thee the bulls rebellow through the gio\cs, 140 

“ And tempt the stream, and snuff "their absent loves. 

“ ’Tis thine, whate’er is pleasant, good, or iau ; 

“ All nature is thy province, life tliy care ; 

“ Thou madest the world, and flost the world lepair. 

“ Thou gladder of the mount of Cytheron, 145 

“ Increase of Jove,* companion of the Sun, 

“ If e’er Adonis touched thy tender heart, 

“ Have pity, Goddess, for thou knowest the smart I 
“ Alas 1 I have not words to tell my grief ; 

“ To vent my sorrow would be some relief; 150 

“ Light sufferings give us leisure to complain ; 

“We groan, hut cannot speak, in greater pain, t 
“ O Goddess, tell thy self what I would say ! 

“ Thou knowest it, and I feel too much to pray. 

“ So grant my suit, as I enforce my might, 155 

“ In love to be thy champion and thy knight, 

“ A servant to thy sex, a slave to thee, 

“ A foe professed to barren chastity: 

“ Nor ask I fame or honour of the field, 

“Nor choose I more to vanquish than to yield : 160 

“ In my divine Emilia make me blest, 

“ Let Fate or partial Chance dispose the rest : 

“ Find thou the manner, and the means prepare ; 

“ Possession, more than conquest, is my care. 

“ Mars is the warrior’s god ; in him it lies 165 

“ On whom he favours to confer the prize; 

“ With smiling aspect you serenely move 
“ In your fifth orb, and rule the realm of love. 

“ The Fates but only spin the coarser clue, 

“ The finest of the wool is left for you : 170 

“ Spare me but one small portion of the twine, 

“ And let the Sisters cut below your line : 

* The rest among the rubbish may they sweqp, 

“ Or add it to the yam of some old miser’s heap. 

“ But if you this ambitious prayei deny, 175 

“ (A wish, I grant, beyond mortalUv,) 

“ Then let me sink beneath proud Arcite’s arms, 

“ And, I once dead, let him possess her charms.’’ 

Thus ended he ; then, with obseivance due, 

The sacred incense on her altar threw' : 180 

The curling smoke mounts heavy from the fires ; 

' At length it catches flame, and in a blaze expires ; 

At once the gracious Goddess gave the sign, 

Her statue shook, and tiembled all the shrine : 

* The same phr.a‘?c, appherlto Mmervn, r'ori’rs in " PidlrTiniaPedivIva,” line eo8, where see note. 
It is a translation of “ Jovis tnciementum ” (Virq; Ed iv ^a) 
f * Cura? levcb hfxuunttir, insjcnte- stupent,” 

607, 
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Pleased Palamon the tardy omen took; 185 

P'or since the flames pursued the ti ailing smoke, 

He knew his boon was graiifed, but the day 
To distance driven, and joy adjourned with long delay. 

Now morn with rosy light had streaked the sky, 

Up rose the sun, and up rose Emily ; 190 

Addressed her early steps to Cynthia’s* fane, 

In state attended by her maiden train, 

Who bore the vests that holy rites lequire, 

Incense, and odorous g^ms, and co vexed fire. 

The plenteous horns with jjleasant mead they crown 195 
Nor wanted aught besides in honour of the Moon. 

Now, while the temple smoked with hallowed steam, 

They wash the virgin in a living stream; 

The secret ceremonies I conceal, 

Uncouth, perhaps unlawful to reveal : 200 

But such they were as pagan use required, 

Performed by women when the men retired, 

Whose eyes profane their chaste mysterious rites 
Might turn to scandal or obscene Relights. 

Well-meaners think no harm ; but for the rest, 205 

Things sacred they pervert, rnd silence is the best. 

Her shining hair, uncombed, was loosely spread, 

A crown of mastless oak adorned her head : 

When to the shnne appi cached, the spotless ma’d 

Had kindling fires on either altar laid ; 210 

(The rites were such as were observed of old, 

By Statius in his Theban story told.) 

Then kneeling with her hands across her breast, 

Thus lowly she preferred her chaste request. 

*‘0 Goddess, haunter of the woodland gieen, 215 

“To whom both heaven and earth and seas aie seen ; 

“ Queen of the nether skies, where half the year 
“ Thy silver beams descend, and light the gloomy sphere ; 

“ Goddess of maids, and conscious of our hearts, 

“So keep me from the vengeance of thy daits, 220 

“ (Which Niobe’s devoted issue felt,+ 

“ When hissing through the skies the feathered deaths were dealt,) 
“ As I desiie to live a virgin life, 

“Nor know the name of mother or of wTc. 

“ Thy votress from my tender years I am, 225 

“ And love, like thee, the woods and sylvan game. 

“ Like death, thou knowest, I loathe the nuptial state, 

“ And man, the tyrant of our sex, I hate, 

“ A lowly servant, hut a lofty mate ; 

“ Wheie love is duty on the female side, 230 

“ On theirs mere seu&ual gust, and souglit viib suily piide. 

“ Now by thy triple shape, as tlioii an seen 


* Another name of Diana. 

t The daugftieis r»f Niohe were det»tn>y<id by Diana Pi\'bn has hero subLtituted Niobe’s 
qaughters fw Actajou, anothei of Diana’a victims, wiio is by Chaucer. 
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‘‘ In heaven, earth, hell, and everywhere a queen, 

‘‘ Grant this my first desire ; let discord cease, 

And make betwixt the rivals lasting peace : 335 

“ Quench their hot fire, or far froih me remove 
The flame, and turn it on some other love ; 

Or if my frowning stars have so decreed, 

That one must be rejected, one succeed, 

Make him my lord, within whose faithful breast 240 
** Is fixed my image, and who loves me best 
* ‘ But oh ! even that avert ! I choose it not, 

But take it as the least unhappy lot 
“ A maid I am, and of thy virgin train ; 

Oh, let me still that spotless name retain ! 245 

** Frequent the forests, thy chaste will obey, 

‘‘ And only make the beasts of chace my prey ! ” 

The flames ascend on either altar clear, 

While thus the blameless maid addressed her prayer. 
Whenlo! the burning fire that shone so bnght 250 

Flew off, aU sudden, with extinguished light, 

And left one altar dark, a little space, 

Which turned self-kindled, and renewed the blaze ; 

That other victor-flame a moment stood. 

Then fell, and lifeless left the extinguished wood ; 255 

For ever lost, the irrevocable light 

Forsook the blackening coals, and sunk to night : 

At either end it whistled as it flew, 

And as the brands were green, so dropped the dew, 

Infected as it fell with sweat of sanguine hue, 260 

The maid from that ill omen turned her eyes, 

And with loud shrieks and clamours rent the skies ; 

Nor knew what signified the boding sign, 

But found the powers displeased, and feared the wrath divine. 

Then shook the sacred shrine, and sudden light 265 

Sprung through the vaulted roof, and made the temple bright. 
The Power, behold ! the Power in glory shone, 

By her bent bow and her keen aiTOWs known ; 

The rest, a huntress issuing from the wood, 

Reclining on her cornel spear she stood. ..270 

Then gracious thus began : Dismiss thy fear, 

“ And Heaven’s unchanged decrees attentive hear : 

** More powerful gods have torn thee from my 
** Unwilling to resi^, and doomed a bride ; 

The two contending knights are weighed above ; 275 

“ One Mars protects, and one the Queen of Love . 

‘ * But which the man is in the Thundeicr’s bicast ; 

This he pronounced, *’Tis lie who loves thee best* 

“ The fire that, once extinct, revived again 
“ Foreshows the loie allc'ttcd to remain. 280 

“ Farewell 1” she said, and vanished fioni the place j 
The bheat of auows shook, and rattled 111 the case. 

At?hast at this, the loyal virpn stood, 

Di claimed, and no\/ no luoie a sLier of the wood : 

y N 
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But to the parting Goddess thus she pmyed : 285 

** Propitious still, be present to my aid, 

“Nor quite abandon your/once favoured maid.” 

Then sighing she returned ; but smiled betwixt. 

With hopes, and fears, and joys with sorrows mixt. 

The next returning planetary hour 290 

Of Mars, who shared the heptarchy of power, 

His steps bold Arcite to the temple bent, 

To adorn with pagan iites the powei armipotent : 

Then prostrate, low before his altar lay, 

And raised his manly voice, ► and thus began to pray : 295 

“ Strong God of Arms, whose iron sceptie sways 
“ The freezing North, and Hypeiborean seas, 

“ And Scythian colds, and Thracians wintiy coast, 

“ Where stand thy steeds, and thou art honoured most : 

“ There most, but everywhere thy power is known, 300 
“ The fortune of the fight is all thy own : 

“ Terror is thine, and wild amazement, flung 
“ From out thy chariot, withers even the strong; 

“ And disarray and shameful rout ensue, 

‘‘ And force is added to the fainting crew. 305 

“ Acknowledged as thou art, accept my prayer I 
“ If aught I have achieved deserve thy care, 

“If to my utmost power with sword and shield 
“ I dared the death, unknowing how to yield, 

“ And falling in my rank, still kept the field ; 310 

“ Then let my arms prevail, by thee sustained, 

“ That Emily by conquest may he gained. 

“ Have pity on my pains ; nor those unknown 
“ To Mars, which, when a lover, were his own. 

“ Venus, the public care of all above, 315 

“ Thy stubborn heart has softened into love : 

“ Now, by her blandishments and powerful charms, 

“ When yielded she lay curling in thy arms, 

“ Even by thy shame, if shame it may be called, 

When Vulcan had thee in his net enthialled ; 320 

envied ignominy, sweet disgrace, 

“ 'V^hen every god that saw thee wished thy place ! 

“ By those dear pleasures, aid my arms in fight, 

“ And make me conquer in my patron’s right : 

“ For I am young, a novice in the trade, 325 

“ The fool of love, unpractised to persuade, 

“ And want the soothing aits that catch the fair, 

“ But, caught my self, lie struggling in the snare ; 

“ And she I love or laughs at all my pain 
“ Or knows her worth too well, and pays me with disdain. 
“For sure T am, unless I win in arms, 331 

To stani^ - xiluded fiom Emilia’s charms : 

“ Nor can strength avail, unless iiy thee 
“ Endue : vi.-h force I gain ihc vicioiy , 

“ Then fiii die fire which vairmcd thy gcncious heart, 333 
“ Pity thy subject’s pahi:, and equal smart. 
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** So be tbe moiTow's sweat and labour mine, 

The palm and honour of the conquest thine : 

Then shall the war, and stem' debate, and strife 
“ Immortal be the business of my life ; 340 

“ And in thy fane, the dusty spoils among, 

“ High on the burnished roof, my banner shall be hung, 

“ Ranked with my champion’s bucklers ; and below. 

With arms reversed, the atchievements of my foe ; 

“ And while these limbs the vital spirit feeds, 345 

While day to night and night to day succeeds, 

** Thy smoking altar shall be fat with food 
Of incense and the grateful steam of blood ; 
Burnt-offerings mom and evening shall be thine. 

And fires eternal in thy temple shine. 350 

The bush of yellow beard, this length of hair, 

* * Which from my birth inviolate I bear, 

‘ ‘ Guiltless of steel, and from the razor free, 

“ Shall fall a plenteous crop, reserved for thee. 

“ So may my arms with victory be blest,, 355 

“ I ask no more ; let Fate dispose the rest,” 

The champion ceased ; there followed in the close 
A hollow groan ; a murmuring wind arose ; 

The rings of iron, that on the doors were hung, 

Sent out a jarring sound, and harshly rung : 360 

The bolted gates flew open at the blast, 

The storm rushed in, and Arcite stood aghast : 

The flames were blown aside, yet shone they bright, 
tanned by the wind, and gave a ruffled light. 

Then from the ground a scent began to rise, 365 

Sweet smelling as accepted sacrifice : 

This omen pleased, and as the flames aspire, 

With odorous incense Arcite heaps the nre : 

Nor wanted hymns to Mars or heathen charms : 

At length the nodding statue clashed his anus, 370 

And with a sullen sound and feeble ciy, 

Half sunk and half pronounced the word of Victory. 

For this, with soul devout, he thanked the God, 

And, of success secure, relumed to his abode. 

These vows, thus granted, raised a strife above 375 

Betwixt the God of War and Queen of Love. 

She, granting first, had right of lime to plead ; 

But he had granted loo, nor would recede. 

Jove was for Venus, but he feared his wife, 

And seemed unwilling to decide the strife ; 380 

Till Saturn from his leaden throne aiose, 

And found a way the difference to compose : 

Though sparing of his grace, to mischief bent, 

He sddom does a good with good intent. 

Wayward, but wrise ; by long experience taught, 385 

To please both parties, for ill ends, he sought : 

For this advantage age from youth has won, 

As not to be outridden, though outiun. 

N N 2 
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By fortune he was now to Venus triiied, 

And with stem Mars in Capricorn was joined : 390 

Of him disposing in his owir abode, 

He sootlied the Goddess, while he gulled the God : 

“ Cease, daughter, to complain, and stint the strife ; 

“ Thy Palamon shall have his promised wife : 

“ And Mars, the lord of conquest, in the fight 395 

“With palm and laurel shall adorn his knight. 

“ Wide is my course, nor turn I to my place 
“ Till length of time, and move with tardy pace. 

“ Man feels me, when I press the etherial plains ; 

“ My hand is heavy, and the wound remains. 400 

“ Mine is the shipwreck in a watery sign ; 

“ And in an earthy the dark dungeon mine. 

“ Cold shivering agues, melancholy care, 

“ And bitter blasting winds, and poisoned air, 

“ Are mine, and wilfixl dealh, resulting from despair. 405 
“ The throttling quinsey ’tis my star appoints, 

“ And rheumatisms I send* to rack the joints : 

“ When churls rebel against Iheir native prince, 

“ I arm their hands, and furnish the pretence; 

“ And housing in the lion’s hateful sign, 410 

“ Bought senates and deserting troops are mine. 

“ Mine is the privy poisoning ; I command 
“ Unkindly seasons and ungrateful land. 

“ By me king’s palaces are pushed to ground, 

“ And miners crushed beneath their mines aie found. 4x5 
“ ’Twas I slew Samson, when the pillared hall 
“Fell down, and crushed the many with the fall. 

“ My looking is the sire of pestilence, 

“ That sweeps at once the people and the prince. 

“ Now weep no more, but trust thy grandsire’s art, 420 
“ Mars shall be pleased, and thou perform thy part. 

“ ’Tis ill, though different your complexions are, 

“ The family of Heaven for men should war.” 

The expedient pleased, where neither lost his right ; 

Marsjiad the day, and Venus had the night. 425 

The management they left to Chronos’t care. 

Now turn we to the effect, and sing the war. 

• In Atliens all was pleasure, mirth, and play, 

All proper to the spring, and sprightly May : 

Which every soul inspired with such delight, 430 

’Twas justing:|: ail the day, and love at night. 

Heaven smiled, and gladded was the heart of man ; 

And Venus had the world as when it fiist began. 

At length in sleep their bc. 1 ;es they conpo'-c, 

And Jieaint the faiuio fight, and eaily lO-,: <1.35 
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Now scarce the dawning day began to spring, 

As at a signal given, the streets mth clamours ring : 

At once the crowd arose ; confused and high, 

Even from the heaven was heard a shouting ciy, 

For Mars was early up, and roused the sky. 440 

The gods came downward to behold the wais, 

Sharpening their sights, and leaning from their stars. 

The neighing of the generous horse was heard, 

For battle by the busy groom prepared : 

Rustling of harness, rattling of the shield, 445 

Clattering of armour, furbished for the fidd. 

Crowds to the castle mounted up the street ; 

Battering the pavement with their coursers’ feet : 

The greedy sight might there devour the gold 

Of glittering arms, too dazzling to behold ; 450 

And polished steel that cast the view aside. 

And crested morions, with their plumy pride. 

Knights, with a long retinue of their squires, 

In gaudy liveries marcli, and quaint attires. 

One laced the helm, another held the lance ; 455 

A third the shining buckler did advance. 

The courser pawed the ground with restless feet, 

And snorting foamed, and champed the golden bit. 

The smiths and armourers on palfreys ride, 

Files in their hands, and hammers at their side, 460 

And nails for loosened spears and thongs for shields provide. 
The yeomen guard the streets in seemly bands ; 

And clowns come crowding on, with cudgels in their hands. 

The trumpets, next the gate, in order placed, 

Attend the sign to sound the martial blast : 465 

The palace yard is filled with floating tides, 

And the last comers bear the former to the sides. 

The throng is in the midst ; the common crew 
Shut out, the hall admits the better few. 

In knots they stand, or in a rank they walk, 470 

Serious in aspect, earnest in their talk ; 

Factious, and favouring this or t’other side, 

As their strong fancies and weak reason guide ; 

Their wagers back their wishes ; numbers hold 

With the fair freckled king, and beard of gold : 475 

So vigorous are his eyes, such rays they cast, 

So prominent his eagle’s beak is placed. 

But most their looks on the black monarch bend ; 

His rising muscles and his brawn commend ; 

His double-biting axe, and beamy spear, 480 

Each asking a ^gantic force to rear. 


■*' So Dryden, nearly forty years before, made the saints look do'ctn on the Restoration ; 

“ The blessed saints that watched this turning scene 
Did from their stars witiy oyfnl wonder lean.” 

Asirtsa RedtiXf 153. 
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All spoke as partial favour moved the mind ; 

And, safe themselves, at others’ cost divined. 

Waked by the cries, the Athenian chief arose, 

The knightly forms of combat to dispose ; 4S5 

^Vnd passing through the obsequious guards, he sate 
Conspicuous on a throne, sublime in state ; 

There, for the two contending knights he sent ; 

Armed cap-a-pe, with reverence low they bent ; 

He smiled on both, and with superior look 490 

Alike their oifered adoration took. 

The people press on every side to see 
Their awfiil Prince, and hear his high decree. 

Then signing to their heralds with his hand, 

They gave his ordeis from their lofty stand. 495 

Silence is thrice enjoined ; then thus aloud 

The king-at-arms bespeaks the knights and listening crowd : 

Our sovereign lord has pondered in his mind 
“The means to spare the blood of gentle kind; 

. “And of his grace and inborn clemency 500 

“He modifies his first severe decree, 

“The keener edge of battle to rebate,* 

“The troops for honour fighting, not for hate. 

“ He wills, not death shoirid terminate their strife, 

“And wounds, if wounds ensue, be short of life ; 505 

“ But issues, ere the fight, his dread command, 

“That slings afar, and poniards hand to hand, 

“Be banished from the field ; that none shall dare 
“ With shortened sword to stab in closer war ; 

“ But in fair combat fight with manly strength, 5 10 

“Nor push with biting point, but strike at length. " 

“The tumey is allowed but one career 
“ Of the tough ash, with the sharp-grinded spear ; 

“ But knights unhorsed may rise from off the plain, 

“ And fight on foot their honour to regain ; 5 15 

“Nor, if at mischief taken, on the ground 
“ Be slain, but prisoners to the pillar bound, 

. “At cither harrier placed ; nor, captives made, 

“ Be freed, or armed anew the fight invade : 

“ The chief of either side, bereft of life, 520 

“ Or yielded to his foe, concludes the strife. 

“ Thus dooms the lord : now valiant knights and young, 

“Fight each his fill, with swords and maces long.” 

The herald ends : the vaulted firmament 
With loud acclaims and vast applause is rent : 525 

Heaven guard a Prince so gracious and so good, 

So just, and yet so provident of blood ! 

This was the gener^ cry. The trumpets sound, 

And warlike symphony is heard around. 

The marching troops toough Athens take their way, 530 
The great Earl-marshal orders their array. 

Xo to blunt or duE Sec Preface to “ Absalom and Achitophel,’^ and note at p. 89. 
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The fair from high the passing pomp “behold; 

A rain of flowers is fiom the windows rolled. 

The casements arc with golden tissue spiead, 

And horses’ hoofs, lor eaith, on silken tapestry tread. 535 
The King goes midmost, and the rivals lide 
In equal rank, and close his either side. 

Next after these there rode the royal wife. 

With Emily, the cause and the rew^ard of strife. 

The following cavalcade, by three and three, 540 

Proceed by titles marshalled in degree. 

Thus through the southern gate they take their way, 

And at the list airived ere prime of day. 

There, parting fiom the King, the chiefs divide, 

And wheeling east and west, before their many ride. $45 
The Athenian monarch mounts his throne on high. 

And after him the Queen and Emily : 

Next these, the kindred of the crown are graced 
With nearer seats, and lords by ladies placed. 

Scarce were they seated, when with clamours loud 550 
In rushed at once a rude promiscuous crowd. 

The guards, and then each other overbore, 

And in a moment throng the spacious theatre. 

Now changed the jarring noise to whispers low, 

As winds forsaking seas more softly blow, 555 

When at the western gate, on which the car 
Is placed aloft that bears the God of War, 

Proud Arcite entering armed before his tram 
Stops at the barrier, and divides the plain. 

Red was his banner, and displayed abroad 5 ^*^ 

The bloody colours of his patron god. 

At that self moment enters Palamon 
The gate of Venus, and the rising Sun ; 

Waved by the wanton winds, his banner flies, 

All maiden white, and shares tire people’s eyes. 5^5 

From east to west, look all the world around, 

Two troops so matched were never to be found ; 

Such bodies built for stiength, of equal age. 

In stature sized ; so proud an equipage : 

The nicest eye could no distinction make, 570 

Where lay the advantage, or what side to take. 

Thus ranged, the herald for the last proclaims 
A silence, while they answered to their names : 

For so the king decreed, to shun with care 

The fraxtd of musters false, the common bane of war. 575 

The tale was just, and then the gates were closed ; 

And chief to chief, and troop to troop opposed. 

The heralds last retired, and loudly cried, 

“ The fortune of the field be fairly tried I” 

At this the challenger, with fierce defy, 5 So 

Plis trumpet sounds ; the challenged makes reply : 

With clangour rings the field, resounds the vaulted sky* 
Their vizors closed, their lances ia the rest, 
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Or at the lielmet pointed or the crest, 

They vanish from the barrier, speed the race, 585 

And spurring see decrease the middle space. 

A cloud of smoke envelopes either host, 

And all at once the combatants are lost : 

Darkling they join adverse, and shock unseen, 

Coursers with coursers justling, men with men ; 590 

As labouring in eclipse, a while they stay. 

Till the next blast of wind restores the day. 

They look anew : the beauteous form of fight 
Is changed, and war appears a grisly sight. 

Two troops in fair array one moment showed, 595 

The next, a field with fallen bodies strowed : 

Not half the number in their seats are found ; 

But men and steeds lie grovelling on the ground. 

The points of spears are stuck within the shield, 

The steeds without their riders scour the field. 600 

The knights unhorsed, on foot renew the fight ; 

The glittering faucHons cast a gleaming light ,* 

Hauberks and helms are hewed with many a wound, 

Out spins the streaming blood, and dyes the ground. 

The mighty maces with such haste descend, 605 

They break the bones, and make the solid armour bend. 

This thrusts amid the throng with furious force ; 

Down goes, at once, the horseman and the hoise : 

That courser stumbles on the fallen steed, 

And, floundering, throws the ilder o’er his head, 610 

One rolls along, a football to his foes ; 

One with a broken truncheon deals his blows. 

This halting, this disabled with his wound, 

In triumph led, is to the pillar bound, 

Where by the king’s award he must abide : 615 

There goes a captive led on t’other side. 

By fits they cease, and leaning on the lance, 

Take breath a while, and to new fight advance. 

Full oft the rivals met, and neither spared 
His uSnost force, and each forgot to ward : 620 

The head of this was to the saddle bent, 

The other backward to the crupper sent : 

Both were by turns unhorsed ; the jealous blows 
Fall thick and heavy, when on foot they dose. 

So deep their fauchions bite, that every stroke 625 

Pierced to the quick ; and equal wounds they gave and took. 
Borne far asunder by the tides of men. 

Like adamant and steel they met agen.** 

So when a %er sucks the bullock’s blood, 

A famished lion issuing from the wood 630 

Roars lordly fieicc, and challenges the food. 


, * The old gelling of agiutt, agcK, is hert preserved from the folio edition, as it exactly suits the 

j luyme, in the original editions of Dryden’s works again is often printed. 
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Each claims possession, neither will obey, 

But both their paws are fastened on the prey ; 

They bile, they tear ; and while m vain they strive, 

The swains come armed between, and both to distance drive. 

At length, as Fate foredoomed, and all things tend 636 
By course of time to their appointed end ; 

So when the sun to west was far declined, 

And both afresh in mortal battle joined. 

The strong Emetrius came in Arcite’s aid, 640 

And Palamon with odds was overlaid ; 

For, turning short, he struck with all his might 
Full on the helmet of the unwary knight. 

Deep was the wound ; he staggered with the blow, 

And turned him to his unexpected foe ; 645 

Whom with such force he struck, he f^ed him down, 

And cleft the circle of his golden crown. 

But Arcite’s men, who now prevailed in fight, 

Twice ten at once surround the single knight : 

O’erpowered at length, tliey force Mm to the ground, 650 
Unyielded as he was, and to the pillar bound ; 

And king Lycurgus, while he fought in vain 
His friend to free, was tumbled on the plain. 

Who now laments but Palamon, compelled 
No more to try the fortune of the field, 655 

And, worse than death, to view with hateful eyes 
His rival’s conquest, and renounce the prize 1 
The royal judge on his tribunal placed, 

Who had beheld the fight from first to last. 

Bad cease the war ; pronouncing from on high, 660 

Arcite of Thebes had won the beauteous Emily. 

The sound of trumpets to the voice replied, 

And round the royal lists the heralds cried, 

** Arcite of Thebes has won the beauteous bride I ” 

The people rend the skies with vast applause;"^ 665 
All own the chief, when Fortune owns the cause. 

Arcite is owned even by the gods above, 

And conquering Mars insults the Queen of Love. 

So laughed he when the rightful Titan failed. 

And Jove’s usurping arms m heaven prevailed. 670 

Laughed all the powers who favour i^nranny. 

And all the standing army of the sky. 

But Venus with dejected eyes appears, 

And weeping on the lists distilled her tears ; 

Her will refused, which grieves a woman most, _ 675 

And, in her champion foiled, the cause of Love is lost. 

Till Saturn said : — “Fair daughter, now be still, 

“ The blustering fool has satisfied his will ; 

“ His boon is given ; his knight has gained the day, 

“ But lost the prize ; the arrears are yet to pay. 680 

■* “The many rend the skies with loud applause." 

Alexander's Feasii i. 107. 
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** Thy houi is come, and mine the caie shall be 
To please thy knight, and set thy promise free.” 

Now while the heralds' run the lists around, 

And Arcite ! Arcite ! heaven and eaith lesound, 

A miracle (nor less it could be called) 

Their joy with unexpected sonow palled. 

The victor knight had laid his helm aside, ^ 

Part for his ease, the greater part for pride*; 

Bareheaded, popularly low he bowed, 

And paid the smutations of the crowd ; 

Then spurring, at full speed, ran endlong on 
Where Theseus sat on his imperial throne ; 

Furious he drove, and upward cast his eye, 

Where, next the Queen, was placed his Emily ; 

Then passing, to the saddle-bow he bent; 

A sweet regard the gracious virgin lent ; 

(For women, to the brave an easy prey, 

Still follow Fortune, where she leads the way :) 

Just then firom earth sprung out a flashing fire, 

By Pluto sent, at Saturn’s bad desire : 

The startling steed was seized with sudden fright, 

And, bounding, o’er the pummel cast the knight ; 

Forward he flew, and pitching on his head, 

He quivered with his feet, and lay for dead. 

Black was his countenance in a little space, 

For all the blood was gathered in his face. 

Help was at hand : they reaied him from the ground, 

And from his cumbrous arms his limbs unbound ; 

Then lanced a vein, and watched returning breath ; 

It came, but clogged with S3rmptoms of his death. 710 
The saddle-bow ttie noble parts had prest, 

All bruised and mortified his manly breast. 

Him still entranced, and in a litter laid, 

They bore from field, and to his bed conveyed. 

At length he waked ; and, with a feeble cry, 715 

The word he first pronounced was Emily. 

Mf an time the King, though inwardly he mourned, 

In pomp triumphant to the town returned, 

Attended by the chiefe who fought the field, 

(Now frienmy m'ixed, and in one troop compelled ;) 720 

Composed his looks to counterfeited cheer, 

And bade them not for Arcite’s life to fear. 

But that which gladded all the warrior train, 

Though most were sorely wounded, none were slain. 

The surgeons soon despoiled them of their arms, 725 

And some with salves they cure, and some with charms ; 
Foment the bruises, and the pains assuage^ 

And heal their inward hurts with sovereign draughts of sage. 
The King in person visits all around, 

Comforts the sick, congratulates the sound ; 730 

Honours the princely chiefs, rewards the rest, 

And holds for thrice three days a royal feast. 
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None was disgraced ; for falling is no shame, 

And cowardice alone is loss of fame. 

The venturous knight is from the saddle thrown, 735 

Ikit Tis the fault of fortune, not his own ; 

If crowds and palms the conquering side adorn. 

The victor under better stars was bom : 

The brave man seeks not popular applause, 

Nor, overpowered with arms, deserts his cause ; 740 

Unshamed, though foiled, he does the best he can : 

Force is of brutes, but honour is of man. 

Thus Theseus smiled on all with equal grace, 

And each was set according to his place ; 

With ease were reconciled the diffenng parts, 745 

For envy never dwells in noble hearts. 

At lengm they took their leave, the time expired, 

Well pleased, and to their several homes retired. 

Mean while, the health of Arcite stiU impairs ; 

From bad proceeds to worse, and mocks the leech’s cares ; 
Swoln is his breast ; his inward pains increase ; 751 

All means are used, and all without success. 

The clottered blood lies heavy on his heart, 

Cormpts, and there remains in spite of art ; 

Nor breathing veins nor cupping will prevail ; 755 

All outward remedies and inward fail. 

The mould of nature’s fabric is destroyed. 

Her vessels discomposed, her virtue void : 

The bellows of his lungs begins to swell ; 

All out of frame is every secret cell, 7^0 

Nor can the good receive, nor bad expel. 

Those breathing organs, thus within opprest, 

With venom soon distend the sinews of his breast. 

Nought profits him to save abandoned life. 

Nor vomit’s upward aid, nor downward laxative. 7^5 

The midmost region battered and destroyed. 

When nature cannot work, the effect of art is void : 

For physic can hut mend our crazy state, 

Patch an old building, not a new create. , 

Arcite is doomed to die in all his pride, 77o 

Must leave his youth, and yield his beauteous bride. 

Gained hardly against right, and unenjoyed. 

When ’twas declared all hope of life was past, 

Conscience, that of all physic works the last, 

Caused him to send for Emily in haste. 775 

With her, at his desire, came Palamon ; 

Then, on his pillow raised, he thus begun : 

“ No language can express the smallest part 
“ Of what I feel, and suffer in my heart, 

“For you, whom best I love and value most ; 7 So 

“ But to your service I bequeath my ghost ; 

“ Which, from this mortal body when untied, 

“ Unseen, unheard, shall hover at your side ; 

“Nor fright you waking, nor your sleep offend, 
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But wait officious, and your steps attend. 785 

How I have loved, excuse my faltering tongue, 

My spirit’s feeble, and my pains are stiong : 

This I may say, I only grieve to die, 

Because I lose my charming Emily. 

“ To die, when Heaven had put you in my power ! 790 

** Fate could not choose a more malicious hour. 

“ What greater curse could envious Fortune give, 

“ Than just to die when I began to live ! 

“Vain men \ how vanishing a bliss we crave ; 

“Now warm in love, now withering in the giave ! 795 

“ Never, O never more to see the sun ! 

“ Still dark, in a damp vault, and still alone ! 

“ This fate is common ; but I lose my breath 
“Near bliss, and yet not blessed before my death, 

“ Farewell ! but take me dying in your arms ; 800 

“ ’Tis all I can enjoy of all your charms : 

“ This hand I cannot but in death resign ; 

“ Ah, could I live ! but while I live ’tis mine. 

“ I feel my end approach, and thus embiaced 
* ‘ Am pleased to die ; but hear me speak my last : 805 

“ Ah, my sweet foe ! for you, and you alone, 

“ I broke my faith with injured Palamon. 

“ But love the sense of right and wrong confounds ; 

“ Stiong love and proud ambition have no bounds. 

“ And much I doubt, should Heaven my life prolong, Sio 
“ I should return to justify my wrong ,* 

“For while my former flames remain within, 

“ Repentance is but want of power to sin. 

“ With mortal hatred I pursued his life, 

“ Nor he nor you were guilty of the strife ; 815 

“ Nor I, but as I loved ; yet all combined, 

“ Your beauty and my impotence of mind, 

“ And his concuirent flame that blew my fire, 

“For still our kindred souls had one desire. 

“ He had a moment’s right in point of time ; 820 

“ Had I seen first, then his had been the crime. 

“ Fate made it mine, and justified his right ; 

“ Nor holds this earth a more deserving knight 
“For virtue, valour, and for noble blood, 

“ Truth, honour, all that is comprised in good ; 825 

“ So help me Heaven, in all the world is none 
“ So worthy to be loved as Palamon. 

“ He loves you too, with such a holy fire, 

“ As will not, cannot, but with life expire : 

“ Our vowed affections both have often tried, 830 

“ Nor any love but yours could ours divide. 

“ Then, by my love’s inviolable band, 

“ By my long suffering and my short command. 

“ If e’er you plight your vow«; when I am gone, 

“ Have pity on the faithful Palamon.” 835 

This was his last ; for Death came on amain, 
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And exercised below his iron reign ; 

Then upward to the seat of life he goes ; 

Sense fled before him, what he touched he froze : 

Yet could he not his closing eyes withdraw, 840 

Though less and less of Emily he saw; 

So, speechless, for a little space he lay ; 

Then grasped the hand he held, and sighed his soul away. 

But whither went his soul? let such relate 
Who search the secrets of the future state: 845 

Divines can say but what themselves believe ; 

Strong proofs they have, but not demonstrative ; 

For, were all plain, then all sides must agree, 

And faith itself be lost in certainty. 

To live uprightly then is sure the best ; 850 

To save ourselves, and not to damn the rest. 

The soul of Arcile went where heathens go, 

Who better live than we, though less they know. 

In Palamon a manly giief appears ; 

Silent he wept, ashamed to show his tears. 855 

Emilia shrieked but once ; and then, opprest 
With sorrow, sunk upon her lover’s breast : 

TiE Theseus in his arms conveyed with care 
Far from so sad a sight the swooning fair. 

’Twere loss of time her sorrow to relate ; 860 

111 bears the sex a youthful lover’s fate, 

When just approaching to the nuptial state : 

But, like a low-hung cloud, it rains so fast, 

That adl at once it falls, and cannot last. 

The face of things is changed, and Athens now. 865 

That laughed so late, becomes the scene of woe 
Matrons and maids, both sexes, every state, 

With tears lament the knight’s untimely fate. 

Not greater grief in falling Troy was seen 

For Hector’s death ; but Hector was not then. 870 

Old men with dust deformed their hoary hair ; 

The women beat their breasts, their cheeks they tear. 

“ Why wouldst thou go,” with one consent they cry, 

When thou hadst gold enough, and Endly?” 

Theseus himself, who should have cheered the grief 875 
Of others, wanted now the same relief : 

Old iEgeus only could revive his son, 

Who various changes of the world had knovro, 

And strange vicissitudes of human fate, 

Still altering, never in a steady state : 880 

Good after ill and after pain delight, 

Alternate, like the scenes of day and night. 

Since every man who lives is bom to die, 

And none can boast sincere felicity,’* 

With equal mind, what happens, let us bear, ’ Sf^S 

Nor joy, nor grieve too much for things beyond our caie. 

* Sincere felicity/’ unmxxed felicity ; set: note on stanza aog of “ Ainuis M.i.ibilis.” 
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Like pilgrims to the appointed place we tend ; 

The world’s an inn, and death the journey’s end. 
Even kings but play, and when their part is done, 
Some other, worse or better, mount the throne. 

With words like these the crowd was satisfied ; 

And so they would have been, had Theseus died. 

But he, their King, was labouring in his mind 
A fitting place for funeral pomps to find, 

Which were in honour of the dead designed. 

And, after long debate, at last he found 
(As Love itself had marked the .spot of ground,) 
That grove for ever green, that conscious laund,* 
Where he with Palamon fought hand to hand ; 

That, where he fed his amorous desires 
With soft complaints, and felt his hottest fires. 

There other flames might waste his earthly part, 

And bum his limbs, where love had burned his heart. 

This once resolved, the peasants were enjoined 
Sere-wood, and firs, and doddered oaks to find. 

With sounding axes to the grove they go, 

Fell, split, and lay the fuel in a row ; 

Vulcanian food : a bier is next prepared, 

On which the lifeless body should be reared. 

Covered with cloth of gold ; on which was laid 
The corps of Arcite, in like robes arrayed. 

White gloves were on his hands, and on his head 
A wreath of laurel, mixed with myrtle, spread, 

A sword keen-edged within his right he held, 

The warlike emblem of the conquered field : 

Bare was his manly visage on the bier ; 

Menaced his countenance, even in death severe. 

Then to the palace-hall they bore the knight, 

To lie in solemn state, a public sight : 

Groans, cries, and bowlings fill the crowded place, 
And unaffected sorrow sat on every face. 

Sad Palamon above the rest appears, 

In S£ible garments, dewed with gushing tears ; 

His auburn locks on either shoulder flowed, 

Which to the funeral of his friend he vowed ; 

But Emily, as chie^ was next his side, 

A virgin-widow and a mourning bride. 

And, that the princely obsequies might be 
Performed according to his high degree. 

The steed, that bore him living to the fight, 

Was trapped with polished steel, all shining bright, 
And covered with the atchievements of the knight. 
The riders rode abreast ; and one his shield, 
liis lance of cornel- wood another held ; 

The third his bow, and, glorious to behold, 

Tile costly quiver, all of burnished gold. 
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The noblest of the Grecians next appear, 

And weeping on their shoulder^ bore the bier ; 

With sober pace they marched, and often stayed, 

And through the master-street the corps conveyed. 940 
The houses to their tops with black were spread, 

And even the pavements were with mourning hid. 

The right side of the pall old ^geus kept, 

And on the left the royal Theseus wept ; 

Each bore a golden bowl of work divine, 945 

With honey filled, and milk, and mixed with ruddy wine. 
Then Palamon, the kinsman of the slain, 

And after him appeared the illustrious train. 

To grace the pomp came Emily the bright, 

With covered fire, the funeral pile to light. 950 

With high devotion was the service made. 

And all the rites of pagan honour paid : 

So lofty was the pile, a Parthian bow. 

With vigour drawn, must send the shaft below. 

The bottom was full twenty fathom bioad, 955 

With crackling straw beneath in due proportion stiowed. 

The fabric seemed a wood of rising green, 

With sulphur and bitumen cast between 
To feed the flames : die trees were unctuous fir, 

And mountain-ash, the mother of the spear j 960 

The moumer-yew* and builder-oak were there, 

The beech, the swimming alder, and the plane, 

Hard box, and linden of a softer grain, 

And laurels, which the gods for conquering chiefs ordain. 


How they were ranked shall rest untold by me, 965 

Witli nameless Njnnphs that lived in every tree ; 

Nor how the Dryads and the woodland train, 

Disherited, ran howling o’er the plain : 

Nor how the birds to foreign seats repaired, 

Or beasts that bolted out and saw the forest bared ; 970 

Nor how the ground now cleared with ghastly fright 
Beheld the sudden sun, a stranger to the light 
The straw, as first I said, was laid below : 

Of chips and sere-wood was the second row : 

The third of greens, and timber newly felled ; 975 

The fourth high stage the fragrant odours held, 

And pearls, and precious stones, and ricli array ; 

In midst of which, embalmed, the body lay. 

The service sung, the maid with mourning eyes 

The stubble fired ; the smouldering flames arise : 980 

This oflEice done, she sunk upon the ground ; 

But what she spoke, recovered from her swound, 

I want the wit in moving words to dress ; 

But by themselves the tender sex may guess. 

While the devouring fire was burning fast, 985 

Rich jewrels in the flame the wealthy cast j 


Yew spelt eugh in the folio edition. 
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And some their shields, and some their lances threw, 

And gave the warrior's ghost 'a warrior’s due. 

Full bowls of wine, of hoi?.ey, milk and blood 

Were poured upon the pile of burning wood, 990 

And hissing flames receive, and hungry lick the food. 

Then thnce the mounted squadrons nde around 
The fire, and Arcite’s name they thrice resound : 

“Hail and farewell !” they shouted thrice amain, 

Thrice facing to the left, and thrice they turned again : 995 

Still, as they turned, they beat their clattering shields ; 

The women mix their cries, and clamour fills the fields.* ** 

The warlike wakes continued all the night, 

And funeral games were played at new returning light : 

Who naked wrestled best, besmeared with oil, 1000 

Or who with gauntlets gave or took the foil, 

I will not tell you, nor would you?attend ; 

But briefly haste to my long story’s end. 

I pass the rest ; the year was fully mourned. 

And Balamon long since to Thebes returned ; 1005 

When, by the Grecians’ general consent, 

At Athens Theseus held his parliament; 

Among the laws that passed, it was decreed, 

That conquered Thebes from bondage should be freed ; 

Reserving homage to the Athenian thione, 1010 

To which the sovereign summoned Palamon. 

Ujiknowing of the cause, he took his way. 

Mournful in mind, and still in black array. 

The monarch mounts the throne, and, placed on high, 

Commands into the court the beauteous Emily. 1015 

So called, she came ; the senate rose, and paid 
Becoming reverence to the royal maid. 

* Dryden in this description has had m his mind Virgil’s account of the bunal-utes after battle 
la iEneid xi. : 

* Ter circura adcensos, cincti fulgentibus armn, 

Decurrere rogos ; ter mcestum funens ignem 
Lustr:were in equis ; ululatusque ore dedere 
Spargitur et tellus lacnniis, sparguwtur et arma. 

It coelo clamorque virum dangorque tubarum. 

Hinc alii spolia occisis derepta Latinis 
Conjidunt igni ; galeas, ensesque decoros, 

Frenaque, ferventesque rotas , pars munera nota, 

Ipsorum dipeos, et non feiicia tela ” 

w 188 — 196 

** Then thrice around the kindled piles they go, 

(For ancient custom had oi darned it so ,) 

Thrice horse and foot about the fires .ate kd. 

And thnce with loud laments they hail the dc.ul 
Tears, trickling down their bie.ists, bedew the ground, 

And drums and trumpets mix their mournful sound 
Amid the bla/e their pious brethren thiow 
The spoils, m battle taken from, the foe, 

Helms, belts embossed, and swords of .shining stpei 
One casts a taiget, one a chanot-wheel , 

^me to their fellows theii own anns restore, - f 
The fiucluoas vvUich in lueivless xlgiit they bpro 

JDuyjoit.djj Trandaiion 
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And first, soft whispers through the assembly went ; 

With silent wonder then they watched the event ; 

All hushed, the King arose with hwful grace ; 1020 

Deep thought was in his breast, and counsel in his face : 

At length he sighed, and having first prepared 
The attentive audience, thus his will declared : 

“The Cause and Spring of motion fiom above 
“ Hung down on earth the golden chain of Love; 1025 
“ Great was the effect, and high was his intent, 

“ When peace among the jarring seeds he sent ; 

“ Fire, flood, and earth and air by this were bound, 

“ And Love, the common link, the new creation ci owned. 

“ The chain still holds ; for though tlie forms decay, 1030 
“ Eternal matter never wears away : 

“ The same first mover ceitain bounds has placed, 

“ How long those perishable forms shall last ; 

“Nor can they last beyond the time assigned 
“ By that all-seeing and all-making Mind : 1035 

“ Shorten their hours they may, for will is fiec, 

“ But never pass the appointed destiny. 

“So men oppressed, when weary of their bieath, 

“ Throw off the burden, and suborn their death. 

“ Then, since those forms begin, and have their end, 1040 
“ On some unaltered cause they sure depend: 

Parts of the whole are we, but God the whole, 

“ Who gives us life, and animating soul. 

“ For Nature cannot from a pait derive 
“ That being which the whole can only give : 1045 

“ He perfect, stable; but impeifect we, 

“ Subject to change, and different in degree ; 

“ Plants, beasts, and man ; and, as our oigans are, 

“ We more or less of his perfection share. 

“ But, by a long descent, the etherial fire 1050 

“ Corrupts ; and forms, the mortal part, expire. 

“ As he withdraws his virtue, so they pass, 

“ And the same matter makes another mass : 

“ This law the omniscient Power was pleased to give, ^ 

“ That every kind sliould by succession hve; 1055 

“ That individuals die, his will oidains ; 

“ The propagated species sliU remains. 

“ The monarch oak, the patriarch of the trees, 

“ Shoots lising up, and spreads by slow degrees ; 

“ Three centuries he grows, and three he stays, 1060 

“ SuTireme in state, and in thiee mure decays : 

“ So wears the paving pebble in the stieet, 

“ ^\nd towns and towers their fatal peiiods meet : 

“ So iiveis, rapid once, now naked lie, 

Forsaken of theii springs/ and lea\e their chanreis tby. 

“ So man, at first a drop,' dilatca with heat, icf 6 

“ Then, formed, the little heart begins to beat ; 


For in tances of tins GalUcibm,/arjn/(tV8 of^ see "llio Modal,” line 7<j ni'd nute 
o o 
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Secret he feeds, unknowing, ,in the cell ; 

“ At length, for hatching npe, he breaks the shell, 

“ And struggles into brcatlf, and cries for aid ; 1070 

“ Then helpless in his mother’s lap is laid. 

“ He creeps, he walks, and, issuing into man, 

Grudges their life from whence his own began ; 

Reckless"* of laws, affects to rule alone, 

“ Anxious to reign, and restless on the throne ; 1075 

“ First vegetive, &en feels, and reasons last ; 

“ Rich of three souls, and lives all three to waste. 

“ Some thus ; but thousands more in flower of age, 

“ For few arrive to run the latter stage. 

** Sunk in the first, in battle some are slain, 1080 

“ And others whelmed beneath the stormy main. 

“ What makes all this, but Jupiter the king, 

At whose command we perish, and we spnng ? 

* ‘ Then ’tis our best, since thus ordained to die. 

To make a virtue of necessity; 1085 

Take what he gives, since to rebel is vain ; 

** The bad grows better, which we well sustain ; 

** And could we choose the time, and choose aright, 

“ ’Tis best to die, our honour at the height. 

When we have done our ancestors no shame, 1090 

“ But served our friends, and well secured our fame ; 

Then should we wish our happy life to close, 

And leave no more for fortune to dispose ; 

** So should we make our death a glad relief 
From future shame, from sickness, and from grief ; 1095 

Enjoying while we live the present hour, 

“ And dying in our excellence and flower. 

** Then round our death-bed every friend should run, 

“ And joy us of our conquest early won ; t 
“ While the malicious world, with envious tears, 1 100 
** Should grudge our happy end, and wish it theirs. 

“ Since then our Arcite is with honour dead, 

Why should we mourn, that he so soon is freed, 

‘‘ Or<call untimely what the gods decreed? 

With grief as just a friend may be deplored, 1105 

From a foul prison to free air restorei 
Ought he to thank his kinsman or his wife, 

** Could tears recall him into wretched life? 

“ Their sorrow hurts themselves ; on him is lost, 

** And worse than both, offends his happy ghost. iiio 
“ What then remains, but after past annoy 
“ To take the good vicissitude of joy ; 

To thank the gracious gods for what they give, 

“ Possess our souls, and, while we live, to live ? 

** Ordain we then two sorrows to combine, 1 1 15 

And in one point the extremes of grief to join ; 

* Rfckless printed in the folio edition reichless. 

t This line has been spoilt in all modern editions by changing joy vs into joyotts. 
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“ That thence resulting joy may be renewed, 

“ As jarring notes m haimony Qpnclude. 

Then I propose that Palamon shall be 
“ In marriage joined with beauteous Emily ; 1120 

‘ ‘ For which already I have gained the assent 
“ Of my free people in lull parliament. 

“ Long love to her has borne the faithful knight, 

“ And well deserved, had Fortune done him right : 

“ ’Tis time to mend her fault, since Emily 1125 

* ‘ By Arcite’s death from former vows is Lee ; 

“ If you, fair sister, ratify the accord, 

‘‘ And take him for your husband and your lord, 

’Tis no dishonour to confer your grace 
On one descended from a loyal race ; 1130 

And were he less, yet years of service past 
“ From grateful souls exact reward at last. 

“ Pity is Heaven’s and yours ; nor can she find 
A throne so soft as in a woman’s mind.” 

He said ; she blushed ; and as o’erawed by might, 1135 
Seemed to give Theseus what she gave the knight. 

Then, luniing to the Theban, thus he said : 

** Small arguments are needful to peisuade 

** Your temper to comply with my command 

And speaking thus, he gave Emilia’s hand. 1140 

Smiled Venus, to behold her own true knight 

Obtain the conquest, though he lost the light ; 

And blessed with nuptial bliss the sweet laborious night. 

Eros and Anteros* on either side, 

One fired the bridegroom, and one warmed the bride ; 1145 
And long-attending Hymen from above 
Showered on the bed the whole Idalian grove. 

Ail of a tenor was their after-life. 

No day discoloured with domestic stiife ; 

No jealousy, but mutual truth believed, 1150 

Secure repose, and kindness undeceived. 

Thus Heaven, beyond the compass of his thought, 

Sent him the blessing he so deaily bought. 

So may the Queen of Love long duty bless, 

And all true lovers find the same success. 1155 


Cupid and his brother. 
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THE COCK AND THE EOX, OR THE TALE OF 
THE NUN’S PRIEST, 


FROM CHAUCER, 


There lived, as authors tell, in days of yore, 

A widow, somewhat old, and very poor : 

Deep in a cell f her cottage lonely stood. 

Well thatched, and under covert of a wood. 

This dowager, on whom my tale I found, 5 

Since last she laid her husband in the ground, 

A simple sober life in patience led. 

And had but just enough to buy her bread ; 

But huswifing the little Heaven had lent, 

She duly paid a groat for quarter-rent ; 10 

And pinched her belly, with her daughters two, 

To bring the year about with much ado. 

The cattle in her homestead were three sows, 

An ewe called Mally, and three brinded cows. 

Her parlour window stuck vdth herbs around 1 5 

Of savoury smell ; and rushes strewed the ground. 

A maple dresser in her hall she had, ^ 

On which full many a slender meal she made, 

For no delicious morsel passed her throat; 

According to her cloth she cut her coat ; 20 

No poignant sauce she knew, no costly treat, 

Her hunger gave a relish to her meat. 

A sparing diet did her health assure ; 

Or sick, a pepper posset was her cure. 

Before the day was done, her work she sped, 25 

And never went by candle-light to bed 
With exercise she sweat ill humours out ; 

Her dancing was not hindered by the gout. 

Her poverty was glad, her heart content, 

Nor knew she what the spleen or vapours meshi. 30 

Of wine she never tasted through the year, 

But white and black was all her homely cheer ; 

Brown bread, and milk (but first she skimmed her bowls), 

And rashers of singed bacon on the coals. 

On holy days, an egg or two at most ; 35 

But her ambition never reached to roast. 

the nf translated, and produced with 

NoS r ‘I ^5® probably ton from a poem of Marie of France in 

f .substituted (fa/fl for being the word in Chaucer. CA/ may have 

been a misprmt for but cv?// is the word in tlie folio edition. ^ 
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A yard she had with pales enclosed about, 

Some high, some low, and a hry ditch without. 

Within this homestead lived, without a peer 

For crowing loud, the noble Chanticleer \ 40 

So hight her cock, whose singing did surpass 

The merry notes of organs at the mass. 

More certain was the crowing of a cock 
To number hours, than is an abbey-clock ; 

And sooner than the matin -bell was rung, 45 

He clapped his wings upon his loost, and sung : 

For when degrees fifteen ascended light. 

By sure instinct he knew ’twas one at night. 

High was his comb, and coral-red withal. 

In dents embattled like a castle wall ; 5 ° 

tiis bill was raven-black, and shone like jet ; 

Blue were his legs, and ouent were his feet ; 

White were his nails, like silver to behold, 

His body glittering like the burnished gold. 

This gentle cock, for solace of his lile, 55 

Six misses had beside his lawful •wife ; 

Scandal, that spares no king, though ne’er so good, 

Says they were all of his own flesh and blood. 

His sisters both by sire and mother’s side ; 

And sure their likeness showed them near allied. 60 

But make the worst, the monaxch did no more 
Than all the Ptolemys had done before ; 

When incest is for interest of a nation, 

’Tis made no sin by holy dispensation. 

Some lines have been maintained by this alone, 65 

Which by their common ugliness are known. 

But passing this as from our tale apart, 

Dame Partlet was the sovereign of his heart : 

Ardent in love, outiageous in his play, 

He feathered her a hundred times a day ; 7 ^ 

And she, that was not only passing fair, 

But was withal discreet and debonair. 

Resolved the passive doctrine to fulfil, 

Though loth, and let him work his' wicked will : 

At board and bed was affable and kind, 75 

According as their marriage-vow did bind, 

And as the Chuich’s precept had enjoined. 

Even since she was a sennight olc^ they say, 

Was chaste and humble to her dying day, 

Nor chick nor hen was kno-wn to disobey. 80 

By this her husband’ .s heart she did obtain ; 

What cannot beauty joined with virtue gain? 

She was his only joy, and he her pride’ : 

She, when he walked, went pecking by his side ; 

If, spurning up the ground, he spuing a com, 85 

The tribute in his bill to her was borne. 

But oh ! what joy it was to hear him sing 
In summer, when the day began to spring, 
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Stretching his neck, and waiblmg in his thioat, 

Sohis aim sola then was all his note. 90 

For in the days of yore, the birds of parts 

Were bred to speak, and sing, and learn the liberal ai-jc. 

It happed that perching on the parlour-beam 
Amidst his wives, he had a deadly dream, 

Just at the dawn ; and sighed and groaned so fast, 95 

As every breath he drew would be his last. 

Dame Partlet, ever nearest to his side, 

Heard all his piteous -moan, and how he cried 

Foi help from gods and men ; and sore aghast 

She pecked and pulled, and wakened him at last. lOo 

“ Dear heart,’* said she, “for love of Heaven declare 

“ Your pain, and make me partner in your care. 

“ You groan. Sir, ever since the morning light, 

“ As something had disturbed your noble spiight.”^' 

“ And, Madam, well I might,” said Chanticleer, 105 
“ Never was shrovelide-cock in such a fear. 

‘ ‘ ICven still I run all over in a sweat, 

“ My princely senses not recovered yet. 

“ For such a dream I had of dire portent, 

“ That much I fear my body will be shent 1 10 

*• It bodes I shall have wars and woeful strife, 

“ Or in a loathsome dungeon end my life. 

“ Know, dame, I dreamt within my troubled breast, 

“ That in our yard I saw a miudeious beast, 

“ That on my body would have made an-est. 115 

“ With waking eyes I ne’er beheld his fellow 5 
“ His colour was betwixt a red and yellow ; 

“ Tipped was his tail, and both his packing ears, 

“ WithJ black ; and much unlike his other haiis : 

“ The rest, in shape a beagle’s whelp thronghout, 120 

“ With broader forehead, and a sharper snout : 

“ Deep in his front were sunk his glowing eyes, 

“ That yet, methinks, 1 see him with surprise. 

“ Reach out your hand, I drop with clammy sweat, 

“ And, lay it to my heart, and feel it beat.” 125 

“ Now fie for shame,” quoth she, “by Heaven above, 

“ Thou hast for ever lost thy lady’s love, 

“No woman can endure a recreant knight ; 

“ He must be bold by day, and free by night : 


So spelt m folio edition, and not sprite : elsewhere, as in the Epilogue to “ Tyrannic Love,” 
knes 7 and II, it ib spelt s^ite in the early editions “ The spelling of this folio is not uniform ; 

' * ’ * is often spelt spritely. See note on pronunciation 
^ and the Panther,” part 2, lines 525, 618 

*1. - > ,1- den’s word, not taken from Chaucer. It is the only 

instance of the use of the word m Dryden The verb sliend and participle shenf occur in 
^l)enser, and ^hent in Shakespeare 

** How ill iny words loevci she be slieni, 

To gi\e them beak, ne\er, my soul, con ,c'it ” 

, Tt'-j/ ,, . j'/. act 3, sc a 

* It lih uivanauly cnangodinto -jjsrc iii modern editions 
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“Our sex desires a husband or a friend i ,o 

“ Who can our honour and Ins own defend \ 

“ Wise, hardy, secret, liberal of his pmse ; 

“ A fool is nauseous, but a coward wor^^e : 

“No bragging coxcomb, yet no baffled knight. 

“ How darest thou talk of love, and darest not fight? 1^15 
“ How darest thou tell tliy dame thou art aflfeied'* ? 

“ Hast thou no manly heart, and hast a beard ? 

“ If aught from fearful dieams may be divined, 

They signify a cock of dunghill kind. 

“ All dreams, as in old Galen I have read, 140 

“ Are from repletion and 'complexion bred ; 

“ From rising fumes of indigested food, 

“ And noxious humours that infect the blood : 

^ ‘ And sure, my loid, if I can read aright, 

“ These foolish fancies you have had to-night 145 

“ Are certain symptoms (in the canting style) 

“ Of boiling choler and abounding bile; 

“ This yellow gall that in your stomach floats 
Engenders all these visionary thoughts. 

When choler overflows, then dreams are bred 150 

“ Of flames, and all the family of red ; 

“ Red dragons and red beasts hi sleep we view, 

For humours are distinguished by tlieir hue. 

“ From hence we dream of wars and warlike things, 

“ And wasps and hornets with their double wings. 1 55 
Choler adust congeals our blood with fear ; 

** Then black bulls toss us, and black devils tear. 

** In sanguine airy dreams aloft we bound ; 

** With rheums oppressed, we sink in rivers drowned. 

“ More I could say, but thus conclude my theme, 160 
“ The dominating humour makes the dream. 

“ Cato was in his time accounted wise, 

“ And he condemns them all for empty lies.t 
“ Take my advice, and when we fly to ground, 

“ With laxatives preserve your body sound, 165 

And purge the peccant humours that abound. 

“ I should be loth to lay you on a bier ; 

“ And though there lives no ’pothecary near, 

“ I dare for once prescribe for your disease, 

“ And save long Ms, and a damned doctor’s fees. 170 
“ Two sovereign herbs, which I by piacticc know, 

** Are both at hand (for in our yard they grow), 

On peril of my soul shall rid you wholly 
“ Of yellow choler, and of melancholy: 

“You must both purge and vomit ; but obey, 175 

“ And for the love of Heaven make no delay. 

“ Since hot and dry in your complexion join, 

“ Beware the Sun when in a vernal sign; 

* Affered: this spelling is from Chaucer, 
t “ Somnia ne cures. Cato, De Mor&ms, ii. 32. 
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“ For when he mounts exalted in the Ram, 

“If then he finds your body^m a flame, i8o 

“ Replete with choler, I dare lay a groat, 

“ A tertian ague is at least your lot. 

“ Perhaps a fever (which the gods forfend) 

“ May bring your youth to some untimely end : 

“ And therefore, Sir, as you desire to live, 185 

“ A day or two before your laxative, 

“ Take just three worms, nor under* nor above, 

“ Because the gods unequal numbers love,t 
“ These digestives prepare you for your purge ; 

“ Of fumetery, centaury, and spurge, 190 

“ And of ground-ivy add a leaf or two, 

“ All which within our yard or garden grow. 

“ Eat these, and be, my lord, of better cheer; 

“ Your father’s son was never bom to fear.” 

“ Madam,” quoth he, “ grammercy for your care, 195 
“ But Cato, whom you quoted, you may spare ; 

“ ’Tis true, a wise and worthy man he seems. 

And, as you say, gave no belief to di earns ; 

“ But other men of more authority, 

** And, by the immortal powers, as wise as he, 200 

“ Maintain, with sounder sense, that dreams forebode ; 

“ For Homer plainly says they come from God.t 
“Nor Cato said it ; but some modem fool 
“ Imposed in Cato’s name on boys at school. 

“ Believe me. Madam, morning dreams foreshow 205 
“ The events of things, and future weal or woe : 

“ Some trutlis are not by reason to be tried, 

“ But we have sure experience for our guide. 

“ An ancient author,! equal with the best, 

“ Relates this tale of dreams among the rest : 210 

“ Two friends, or brothers, with devout intent, 

“ On some far pilgrimage together went. 

“ It happened so, that, when the sun was down, 

“ They just arrived by twilight at a town : 

“ That day had been the baiting of a bull, 215 

“ ’Twas at a feast, and every inn so full, 

“ That no void room in chamber or on ground, 

“ And but one sorry bed, was to be found, 

“ And that so little it would hold but one, 

“ Though till this hour they never lay alone. 220 

“ So were they forced to part; one stayed behind, 

“ His fellow sought what lodging he could find ; 

“ At last he found a stall where oxen stood, 

“ And that he rather chose than lie abroad. 

“ ’Twas in a farther yard without a door ; 225 

“ But, for his ease, well littered was the floor. 

* The folio edition has oveTf which must be a misprint, 
t “ Numero Deus impare gaudet.”— V irg- Ech viii. 75, 
t Kai 7<»p T* owap ^tc kerrtv. — ^HoM. //. z. 63, 

t Cicero^ from whose treatise “De Divinatione** (i. 27) the two stories which follow are taken. 
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“ His fellow, who the narrow hed had kept, 

Was weaiy, and without a rocker slept : 

** Supine he snored ; but in the dead of night 
He dreamt his friend appeared before his sight, 230 

‘‘ Who, with a ghastly look and doleful cry, 

“ Said, ‘ Help me, brother, or this night I die : 

“ Arise and help, before all help be vam, 

“ Or in an ox’s stall I shall be slain.’ 

“ Roused from his rest, he wakened in a start, 235 
“ Shivering with horror, and with aching heait : 

“ At length to cure himself by reason tiies ; 

“ ’Tis but a dream, and what are dreams but lies? 

** So thinking changed his side, and closed his eyes. 

“ His dream returns ; his friend appears again : 240 

** ‘The murderers come, now help, or I am slain 
“ ’Twas but a vision still, and visions are but vain. 

“ He dreamt the third; but now his friend appeared 
“ Pale, naked, pierced with wounds, with blood besmeared: 

“ ‘ Thrice warned, awake,’ said he ; ‘relief is late, 245 
“ The deed is done, but thou revenge my Me : 

“ Tardy of aid, unseal thy heavy eyes, 

“ Awake, and with the dawning day arise : 

“ Take to the western gate thy ready way, 

“ For by that passage they my corps convey : 250 

“ My corps is in a tumbril laid, among 
“ The filth and ordure, and enclosed with dung. 

“ That cart arrest, and raise a common cry ; 

“ For sacred hunger of my gold I die * 

“ Then showed his grisly wounds ; and last he drew 255 
“ A piteous sigh, and took a long adieu. 

“ The frighted friend arose by break of day, 

“ And found the stall where late his fellow lay. 

“ Then of his impious host inquiring more, 

“ Was answered that his guest was gone befoie ; 260 

“ ‘ Muttering he went,’ said he, * by morning light, 

“ And much complained of his ill rest by night.’ 

“ This raised suspicion in the pilgrim’s mind ; 

“ Because all hosts are of an evil kind, 

‘ ‘ And oft to share the spoil with robbers joined. 265 

“ His dream confirmed his thought: with tioubled look 
“ Straight to the western gate his way he took ; 

“ There, as his dream foretold, a cart he found, 

“ That carried composs forth to dung the giound. 

“ This when the pilgrim saw, he stretched his thront, 270 
“ And cried out ‘Murder ’ with a yelling note. 

“ ‘ My murdered fellow in this cart lies dead ; 

“ Vengeance and justice on the villain’s head ! 

“You, magistrates, who sacred laws dispense. 

On you I call to punish this offence.’ 275 


* Auri sacra fames.”--ViRC. xii. 57. 


570 


THE COCK AND THE FOX, 


The word thus given, within a little space 
“ The mob came roanng out, and thronged the place. 

All in a trice they cast the'cait to ground, 

“ And in the dung the murdered body found ; 

** Though bi'eathless, warm and reeking from the wound. 

“ Good Heaven, whose darling attribute we find 2S1 

“ Is boundless grace and mercy to mankind, 

Abhois the cruel ; and the deeds of night 
“ By wondrous ways reveals in open light : 

Mulder may pass unpunished for a time, 285 

‘‘ But tardy justice will overtake tlie crime. 

And oft a speedier pain the guilty feels, 

“ The hue and cry of Heaven pursues him at the heels, 

Fresh from the fact ; as in the present case, 

The criminals are seized upon the place: 290 

Carter and host confronted face to face. 

“ Stiff in denial, as the law appoints, 

On engines they distend theii tortured joints : 

So was confession forced, the offence was known, 

** And public justice on the offenders done. 295 

‘‘ Here may you see that visions are to dread ; 

And in the page that follows this, I read 
‘‘ Of two young merchants, whom the hope of gain 
“ Induced in partnership to cross the main ; 

“ Waiting till willing winds their sails supplied,* 300 

** Within a tradmg town they long abide, 

Full fairly situate on a haven’s side. 

“ One evening itbefel, that looking out, 

** The wind they long had wished was come about ; 

“ Well pleased they went to rest ; and if the gale 305 
** Till morn continued, both resolved to sail. 

“ But as together in a bed they lay, 

“ The younger had a dream at break of day. 

** A man, he thought, stood frowning at his side, 

Who warned him for his safety to provide, 310 

“ Not put to sea, but safe on shore abide. 

** * I come, thy genius, to command thy stay ; 

Trust not the winds, for fatal is the day, 

“ And death unhoped t attends the watery way.’ 

“The vision said, and vanished from his sight ; 315 

“ The dreamer wakened in a mortal fright ; 

“ Then pulled his drowsy neighbour, and declared 
“ What in his slumber he had seen and heard. 

“ His friend smiled scornful, and, with proud contempt, 

“ Rejects as idle what his fellow dreamt. 320 

Compare ‘‘Astrsea Redux,” 224; 

** While wmting: him his royal fleet did ride, 

And villinj? Winds to their lowered sails denied ” 

^ Unho^Cit .a "Word used for 7 inex/>ected, hy Dryden . it is so used in Astima Reduv," 140 
gift unhoped svithout the price of war ” 

'■j .ii»j the \erb is used to in “Palamon and Arcite,” li, 182. 
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‘ Stay who will stay ; for me no fears lestrain, 

** Who follow Mercuiy, the God of gam; 

‘ ‘ Let each man do as to his fancy seems, 

‘ ‘ I wait not, I, till you have better dreams. 

“ Di earns aic but interludes, which fancy makes ; 325 

When monaich reason sleeps, this mimic wakes ; 

“ Compounds a medley of disjointed things, 

“ A mob of coblers and a couit of kings : 

Light fumes are merry, grosser fiimes are sad ; 

Both are the reasonable soul run mad ; 330 

And many monstious forms in sleep we see, 

That neither were nor are nor e’er can be. 

** Sometimes, forgotten things long cast behind 
“ Rush forward in the brain, and come to mind. 

“ The nurse’s legends are for truths received, 335 

“ And the man dreams but what the boy believed. 

** ^Sometimes wc but rehearse a formci play, 

“ The night restores our actions done by day, 

As hounds in sleep will open for their prey. 

** In shoit, the farce of dreams is of a piece, 340 

“ Chimeras all; and more absurd, or less. 

You, who believe in tales, abide alone; 

“ Whate’er I get, this voyage is my own,’ 

“ Thus while he spoke, he heard the shouting crew 
“ That called aboard, and took liis last adieu. 345 

The vessel went befoie a merry gale, 

** And for quick passage put on ev<»y sail : 

But when least feared, and even in open day, 

“ The mischief overtook her in the way: 

“ Whether she sprung a leak, I cannot find, 350 

“ Or whether she was overset with wind, 

Or that some rock below her bottom rent ; 

“ But down at once with all her crew she went. 

“ Her fellow-ships from far her loss descried ; 

“ But only she was sunk, and all were safe beside. 355 
“ By this example you are taught again, 

“ That dreams and visions are not always vain : 

“ But if, dear Partlet, you are yet in doubt, 

“ Another tale shall make the former out. 

“ Kenelm, the son of Kenulph, Mercia’s king, 360 
Whose holy life the legends loudly sing, 

“ Warned in a dream, his murder did foretel 
** From point to point as after it befel ; 

“ All circumstances to his nurse he told, 

“ (A wonder from a child of seven years old ;) ^ 3^5 

** The dream with horror heard, the good old wife 
From treason counselled him to guard his life ; 

But close to keep the secret in his mind. 

For a boy’s vision small belief would find. 

The pious child, by promise bound, obeyed, 370 

Nor was the fatal murder long delayed : 

** By Quenda slain, he fell before his time, 



572 


THE COCK AND THE FOX. 


“ Made a young martyr by his* sister’s crime. 

“ The tale is told by venerable Bede, 

“ Which, at your better leisure, you may read. 375 

** Macrobiiis too relates the vision sent 
“ To the great Scipio, with the famed event ; 

“ Objections makes, but after makes replies, 

‘‘ And adds, that dreams are often piophecies. 

Of Daniel you may read in holy wnt, 380 

Who, when the King his vision did forget, 

** Could word for word the wondrous dream repeat. 

“Nor less of patriarch Joseph understand, 

“ Who by a dream enslaved the Egyptian land, 

“ The yeais of plenty and of dearth foietold, 385 

“ When for their bread their liberty they sold. 

Nor must the exalted butler be forgot, 

“ Nor he whose dream presaged his hanging lot. 

“ And did not Croesus the same death foresee, 

“ Raised in his vision on a lofty tree ? 390 

“ The wife of Hector, in his utmost pride, 

“ Dreamt of his death the niglit before he died 
“Well was he warned from battle to refrain; 

“ But men to death decreed are warned in vain ; 

“ He dared the dream, and by his fatal foe was slain. 395 
“ Much more I know, which I forbear to speak, 

“ For see, the ruddy day begins to bieak : 

“ Let this suffice, that plainly I foresee 
“ My dream was bad, and bodes adversity; 

** But neither pills nor laxatives I like, 400 

“ They only serve to make the well-man sick : 

“ Of these his gain the shai-p physician makes, 

“ And often gives a purge, but seldom takes ; 

“ They not correct, but poison all the blood, 

“ And ne’er did any but the doctors good. 405 

“ Their tribe, trade, trinkets, I defy them all, 

“ With every work of ’Pothecaries’ Hall. 

“These melancholy matters I forbear ; 

“ But let me tell thee, Partlet mine, and swear, 

“ That when I view the beauties of thy face, 410 

“ I fear not death nor dangers nor disgrace ; 

“ So may my soul have bliss, as when I spy 
“ The scarlet red about thy partridge eye, 

“ While thou ait^constant to thy own true knight, 

" While thou art mine, and I am thy delight, 415 

“ All sorrows at thy presence take their flight. 


* This^eam is not mentioned Tsy Homer, but is told in the history of the Trojan war, ascribed 
to iJares Phrymus. Shakespeare makes Priam allude to it m his endeavours to dissuade Hector 
from going to fight Achilles: 

. ** Come, Hector, come, go back, 

Thy wife hath dreamed, thy mother hath had visions ” 

Troiins afid Crmidat act s, scene 3. 
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‘‘For tuie it is, as m prmcipio^ 

“ Mu her est hovunis confusw, 

“ Madam, the meaning of this Ijntin is, 

“ That woman is to man his soveieign bliss. 420 

“For when by night I feel your tender side, 

“ Though for the narrow perch I cannot ride, 

“ Vet I have such a solace in my mind, 

“ That all my boding caro'^ are cast behind, 

“ And even already I forget my dream.” 435 

He said, and downward flew from off the beam, 

For daylight now began apace to spring, 

The thrush to whistle, and the lark to sing. 

Then crowing clapped his wings, the appointed call. 

To chuck his wives together in the hall. 430 

By this the widow had unbarred the door. 

And Chanticleer went strutting out before, 

With royal courage, and with heart so light. 

As showed he scorned the visions of the night. 

Now roaming in the yaid, he spurned the ground, 435 
And gave to Partlet the first grain he found. 

Then oflen feathered her with wanton play, 

And trod her twenty times eic prime of day; 

And took by turns and gave so much delight, 

Her sisters pined with envy at the sight. 440 

He chucked again, when othei corns he found, 

And scarcely deigned to set a foot to ground, 

But swaggered like a lord about his hall, 

And his seven wives came running at his call. 

► ’Twas now the month in which the world began, 445 
(If March beheld the first created man :) 

And since the vernal equinox, the sun 
In Aries twelve degrees or more had run ; 

When, casting up his eyes against the light, 

Both month, and day, and hour, he measured right, 450 
And told more truly than the Ephemeris : 

For art may erz*, but nature cannot miss. 

Thus numbering times and seasons in his breast. 

His second crowing the third hour confessed. 

Then turning, said to Partlet : “See, my dear, 455 

“ How lavish nature has adorned the year ; 

“ How the pale primrose and blue violet spnng, 

“ And birds essay their throats disused to smg : 

“ All these are ours ; and I ivith pleasure see 
“ Man strutting on t'vo legs, and aping me 


'' In principio,’* in tho bu*. no nec'.ssir^ « cmnu'ion with tho: Latin sentence of the 

follownng line, which is taken, savs Scott, from a fribnluUi cunveisntiun between^ the Kmpeior 
Aduan and the philosopher Sccundus reported by Vii*t-:-nt de lleauvais ‘‘Quid est muherJ 
Homiiiis coufusio, intaturabilis bestu,” istc Tiie translation cons cu reproach i.ito 

compliment 
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“ An unfledged creature of a lumpish frame, 

Endued with ^-wer particles of flame : 

Our dame sits cowering o^er a kitchen fire, 

“ I draw fresh air, and Nature’s works admire ; 

“ And even this day in more delight abound, 465 

‘‘ Than, since I was an egg, I ever found.” 

The time shall come when Chanticleer shall wish 
His words unsaid, ar.d hate his boasted bliss ; 

The crested bird shall by experience know, 

Jove made not him his masterpiece below, 470 

And learn the latter ,end of joy is woe. 

The vessel of his bh'ss to dregs is run. 

And Heaven will have him taste his other tun. 

Ye wise, draw near, and hearken to my tale. 

Which proves that oft tlie proud by flattery fall ; 475 

The legend is as true, 1 undertake, 

As Tristram is, and Launcelot of the Lake : 

Which all our ladies in such reveience hold, 

As if in Book of Martyrs it were told. 

A fox full fraught with seeming sanctity, ^So 

That feared an oath, but, like the devil, would lie ; 

Who looked like Lent, and had the holy leer, 

And durst not sin before he said his prayer; 

This pious cheat, that never sucked the blood 

Nor chawed the flesh of lambs, but when he could, 485 

Had passed three summers in the neighbouring wood : 

And musing long whom next to circumvent. 

On Chanticleer his -wicked fancy bent ; 

And in his high imagination cast 

By stratagem to gratify his taste. 490 

The plot contiived, before the break of day, 

Saint Reynard through the hedge had made his way ; 

The pale was next, but, proudly, with a bound 
He leapt the fence of the forbidden ground ; 

Yet fearing to be seen, within a bed 495 

Of cole worts he concealed his wily head ; 

Then- skulked till afternoon, and watched his lime, 

As murderers use, to perpetrate his crime. 

O hypocrite, ingenious to destroy ! 

O traitor, worse than Sinon was to Troy ! 500 

O vile subverter of the Gallic reign,* 

More false than Gaiio was to Ciiarlemagne ! 

O Chanticleer, in an unhappy hour 
Didst thou forsake the safety of thy bower ; 

Better for thee thou badst believed thy dieam, 505 

And not that day descended from the beam ! 

But here the doctore eagerly dispute ; 

Some hold predestination absolute ; 

Some clerks maintain that Heaven at first foresees, 

And in the virtue of foresight decrees. 510 

* The word Gailic involves a pun J gallia, a cock. This is an importation by Diyden. 
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If this be so, then prescience binds the will, 

And mortals are not free to gdod or ill ; 

I'or what he first foresaw he musf ordain, 

Or its eternal prescience may be vain ; 



As bad for ns as prescience had not been ; 

For, first or last, he’s author of the sin. 

And who says that, let the blaspheming man 

Say worse even of the devil, if he can. 

For how can that eternal Power be just 

515 


To punish man, who sins because he must ? 

Or, how can he reward a virtuous deed, 

Which is not done by us, but fiist decreed ? 

I cannot boult this matter to the bran, 

As Bradwardin* and holy Austin can : 

520 


If prescience can determine actions so 

That we must do, because he did foreknow, 

Or that foreknowing, yet our choice is free. 

Not forced to sin by strict necessity ; 

This strict necessity they simple call. 

525 


Another sort there is, conditional. 

The first so binds the will that things foreknown 

By spontaneity, not choice, are done. 

Thus galley-slaves tug willing at their oar, 

Consent to work, in prospect of the shore, 

530 


But would not work at all, if not constrained before. 
That other does not liberty constrain, 

But man may either act, or may refrain. 

Heaven made us agents free to good or ill, 

And forced it not, though he foresaw the will. 
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Freedom was first bestowed on human race, 

And prescience only held the second place. 

If he could make such agents wholly free, 

I not dispute; the point’s too high for me : 

For Heaven’s unfathomed power what man can sound, 

54° 


Or put to his omnipotence a bound ? 

He made us to his image, all agree ; 

That image is the soul, and that must be 

Or not the Maker’s image or be free. 

But whether it were better man had been 

545 


By nature bound to good, not free to sin, 

I wave, for fear of splitting on a rock. 

The tale I tell is only of a Cock, 

Who had not run the hazard of his hfe. 

Had he believed his dream, and not his wife : 

550 


For v/omen, with a mischief to their kind, 

Perveit with bad advice our better mind. 

A woman’s counsel biought us first to woe, 

And made her man his Paradise forego. 

Where at heart’s case he lived, and might have been 

555 


* Thomas Bradwardin, archbishop of Canterbury, a contemporary' of Chaucer, and autli jr of 
a treatise, De Cawd JDcf, written against Pelagius Austin is St Au‘ju:>Un. 
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As fiee from sorrow as he was from sm. 560 

For what the devil had their sex to do, 

That, born to folly, they presumed to know, 

And could not see the serpent in the grass ^ 

But I my self presume, and let it pass. 

Silence in times of suffering is the best, 565 

’Tis dangerous to disturb a hoi net’s nest. 

In other authors you may find enough, 

But all they say of dames is idle stuff. 

Legends of lying wits together hound, 

The Wife of Bath would ihiow ’em to the giound ; 570 

These are the words of Chanticleer, not mine, 

I honour dames, and think their sex divine. 

Now to continue what my tale begun : 

Lay Madam Partlet basking in the sun. 

Breast-high in sand ; her sisters, in a row, 575 

Enjoyed the beams above, the warmth below. 

The cock, that of his flesh was ever free, 

Sung merrier than the mermaid in the sea ; 

And so befel, that as he cast Ins eye 

Among the colworts on a butterfly, 5 So 

He saw false Reynard where he lay full low ; 

I need not swear he had no list to crow ; 

But cried, cock, cock, and gave a sudden start, 

As sore dismayed and frighted at his heart. 

For birds and beasts, informed by nature, know 585 

Kinds opposite to theirs, and fly their foe. 

So Chanticleer, who never saw a fox, 

Yet shunned him as a sailor shuns the rocks. 

But the false loon, who could not work his will 
By open force, employed his flattering skill ; 590 

“ I hope, my lord,” said he, ‘‘ I not offend ; 

“ Are you afraid of me that am your friend ? 

“ I were a beast indeed to do you wrong, 

I, who have loved and honoured you so. long : 

Stay, gentle Sir, nor take a false alarm, 595 

** For, oii'my soul, I never meant you harm ! 

** I come no spy, nor as a traitor press, 

“ To learn the secrets of your soft recess ; 

** Far be from Reynard so profane a thought, 

But by the sweetness of your voice was brought . 600 

** For, as I bid my beads, by chance I heard 
** The song as of an angel in the yard; 

A song that would have charmed the infernal gods, 

And banished hon*or from the daik abodes : 

“ Matl Oqflieus sung it in the nether sphere, 605 

So much the hymn had pleaded the tyiantS eai, 

^i’he wife Lnvl been detaincvl, to he? p the liiis-baiul tLeie 
“ My loid, your siie fainiliaily I iaiew, 

A peer de-,ervmg such 0 son as you : 

“ Ue, w.ih}'Hu I.idy-mother (‘.ri.'-ni Heaven lest), 6ro 
** Has often graced my nuu^c, and been my giu : 
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“To view his living features does me good, 

“ For I am your poor neighboui in the wood ; 

** And in my cottage should be proud to see 
The worthy heir of my friend’s family. 615 

“ But since I speak of singing, let me say, 

“ As with an upright heart I safely may, 

“ That, save your self, theie breathes not on the giound 
“ One like your father for a silver sound. 

“So sweetly would he wake the winter-day, 620 

“ That mations to the chuich mistook their way, 

“ And thought they heaid the merry organ play. 

“ And he to raise his voice with artful care, 

“ (What will not beaux attempt to please the fair?) 

“ On tiptoe stood to sing with greater strength, 625 

“ And stretched ':his comely neck at all the length ; 

‘ ‘ And while he pained* his voice to pierce the skies, 

“ As saints in raptures use, would shut his eyes, 

“ That the sound striving through the narrow throat, 

“ His winking might avail to mend the note. 630 

“ By this, in song he never had Ins peer, 

“ From sweet Cecilia down to Chanticleer ; 

“ Not Maro’s muse, who sung the mighty man, 

‘ ‘ Nor Pindar’s heavenly lyre, nor Horace when a swan. 

“ Your ancestors proceed fiom race divine : 635 

“ From Brennus and Belinus is your line ;t 
‘ * Who gave to sovereign Rome such loud alanns, 

* ‘ That even the priests were not excused from arms. 

“ Besides, a famous monk of modem times 
“ Has left of cocks recorded in his rhymes, 640 

“ That of a parish-priest the son and heir 
“ (Wlien sons of priests were from the pioveib clear) 

“ Affronted once a cock of noble kind, 

“ And either lamed his legs, or struck him blind ; 

“ For which the clerk his father was disgraced, 645 

“ And in his benefice another placed. 

“ Now sing, my lord, if not for love of me, 

“ Yet for the sake of sweet Saint Chanty ; 

“ Make hills and dales, and earth and heaven, rejoice, 

“ And emulate your father’s angel-voice.” 650 

The cock was pleased to hear him speak so fair, 

And proud beside, as solar people are ; 

Nor could the treason from the tmth descry, 

So was he ravished with this flattery : 


* Dryden’s vfovd. gained, in whick he follows Chaucer, and which is appropriate and expressive, 
has been changed to strained in modem editions Pained occurs again in the same sense in line 669. 

•j" Brennus was the general of the Gauls who all but took the Roman Capitol, the cackling of 
geese giving the Romans the alarm ]ust in time to enable them to repel the enemy Belinus or 
Belenus was a God among the Gauls, corresponding with the Apollo of the Romans. The 
second syllable of Belinus is short, and Dryden is generally very exact in observance^ of classical 
quantities : but there is no doubt that the accent on the second syllable would here best suit the 
* metre. Dryden, and not Chaucer, is the author of this derivation of the cock from ancient Gauls 
(GalU) ; as he also introduced the pun in Ime 501 of *‘^the GaUic reign.” 

p p 
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wSo much the raoxe, as from a little elf, 655 

He had a high opinion of hith self ; 

Though sickly, slender, and not large of limb. 

Concluding all the world was made for him. 

Ye princes, raised by poets to the gods, 

And Alexandered up in lying odes, 660 

Believe not every flattering knave’s report, 

There’s many a Reynard linking in the court ; 

And lie shall be received with more regard, 

And listened to, than modest truth is heard.^ 

This Chanticleer, of whom the story sings, 6dS 

Stood high upon his toes, and clapped his wings ; 

Then stretched his neck, and winked with both his eyes, 
Ambitious as he sought the Olympic prize. 

But while he pained himself to raise his note, 

False Reynard rushed, and caught him by the throat. 670 
Then on his back he laid the precious load, 

And sought his wonted shelter of the w'ood ; 

Swiftly he made his way, the mischief done, 

Of all unheeded, and pursued by none. 

Alas 1 what stay is there in human state, 675 

Or who can shun inevitable fate ? 

The doom wms ivritten, the decree was past, 

Ere the foundations of the woild were cast 1 
In Aries though the Sun exalted stood, 

His patron-planet to proem e his good ; 680 

Yet Saturn was his mortal foe, and he, 

In Libra laised, opposed the same degree : 

The rays both good and bad of equal power, 

Each thwarting other, made a mingled houi. 

On Friday morn he dreamt this direful dream, 685 

Cross to the woithy native, in his scheme. 

Ah blissful Venus ! Goddess of delight ! 

How couldst thou suffer thy devoted knight, 

On thy own day, to fall by foe oppressed, 

The wight of all the world who served thee best ? 690 

Who, true to love, was all for recreation, 

And minded not the work of propagation. 

Gaufride,t who couldst so well in rhyme complain 
The death of Richard with an arrow slain, 

Why had not I thy Muse, or thou my heart, 695 

To sing this heavy dirge with equal art 1 


* Compare the following lines in the Prologue to the Duke of York, 1682, p 137 

“Still we are thronged so full with Rej’nnrd’s race, 

Thai loj'al ‘•ul jeefs scarce can find a. place 
Thus modest truth is cast behind the crowd ” 

t Geoffrey de Vinsauf, who, in a Latin hexameter poem, bewailed the death of Richaid I 01 
nday . 

Veneris lacrymofa dies > O sidus amanim ' 

Jlla dies tua nox fait, et Venus ilia venenum, 

Ilia dedit vulnus.” 
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That X like thee on Friday might complain ; 

For on that clay was Cceur de i*ioa slam. 

Not louder cries, when Ilium wg.'^ in flames, 

Weie sent to heaven by woful Trojan dames, 700 

When Pyirhus tossed on high his burnished blade, 

And offered Priam to his father’s shade, 

Than for the cock the widowed poultry made. 

Fair Partlet first, when he was borne from sight. 

With sovereign shrieks bewailed her captive knight: 705 

Far louder than the Cai thaginian wife, 

When Asdrubal her husband lost his life. 

When she beheld the smouldeiing flames ascend, 

And all the Punic glories at an end : 

Willing into the fires she plunged her head, 710 

With greater ease than olheis seek their bed. 

Not more aghast the mationa of renown. 

When tyrant Nero burned the impeiial town, 

Shrieked for the downfal in a doleful cry, 

For which their guiltless lords were doomed to die. 715 
Now to my story I return again : 

The trembling wiclow, and her daughters twain, 

This woful cackling cry with horror heard. 

Of those distracted damsels in the yard ; 

And .starting up, beheld the heavy sight, 

How Reynard to the forest took his flight, 

And cross his back, as in triumphant scorn. 

The hope and pillar of the house was borne. 

The Fox, the wicked Fox,” was all the ciy ; 

’ Out from his house ran every neighbour nigh : 

The Vicar first, and after him the crew, 

With forks ancl staves the felon to pursue. 

Ran Coll our dog, and Talbot with the band, 

And Malkin, with her distaff in her hand : 

Ran cow and calf, and family of hogs, 

' In panic horror of pursuing dogs ; 

With many a deadly grunt and doleful squeak, 

Poor swine, as if their pretty hearts wmiild bieak. 

The shouts of men, the women in dismay, 

With shrieks augment the teiror of the day. 

The ducks, that heard the proclamation cried. 

And feared a persecution might betide. 

Full twenty mile from towm their voyage take. 

Obscure m rushes of the liquid lake. 

The geese fly o’er the barn ; the bees in arms 
Drive headlong from their waxen cells in swarms. 

Jack Straw at London-stone with all his rout 
Struck not the city with so loud a shout ; 

Not when with English hate they did pursue 
A Frenchman, or an unbelieving Jew ; 745 

Not when the welkin rung with" one and all ; 

And echoes bounded back fiom Fox’s hall ; 

, Earth seemed to sink beneath, and heaven above to fall. 
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With might and main they chased the muiderous Fox, 

With brazen trumpets, and inflated box, 750 

To kindle Mars with military sounds, 

Nor wanted horns to inspiie sagacious hounds 
But see how Foitune can confound the wise. 

And, when they least expect it, turn the dice. 

The captive cock, who scarce could draw his breath, 755 
And lay within the very jaws of death ; 

Yet in this agony his fancy wrought, 

And fear supplied him with tliis happy thought : 

“ Yours is the prize, victorious prince,” said he, 

“ The vicar my defeat and all the village see. 760 

Enjoy your friendly fortune while you may, 

And bid the chuils that envy you the piey 
“ Call back the mongrel curb, and cease their cry : 

See, fools, the shelter of the wood is nigh, 

“ And Chanticleer in your despite shall die ; 765 

“lie shall be plucked and eaten to the bone.” 

“ ’Tis well advised, in faith it shall be done ; ” 

This Reynaid said : but as the word he spoke, 

The prisoner with a spring from prison broke ; 

Then stretched his feathered fans with all his might, 770 
And to the neighbouring maple winged his flight. 

Whom, when the traitor safe on tree beheld, 
fie cursed the gods, with shame and sorrow filled : 

Shame for hib folly ; sorrow Qut of time, 

For plotting an unprofitable crime : 775 

Yet, mastering both, the artificer of lies 
Renews the assault, and his last battery tries. 

“ Though I,” said he, “did ne’er in thought offend, 

“ How justly may ray loid suspect his friend) 

“ The appearance is against me, I confess, 780 

“ Who seemingly have put you in distress ; 

“You, if your goodness does not plead my cause, 

“ May think I broke all hospitable laws, 

“To bear you from your palace-yard by might, 

“ And put your noble person m a fright ; 785 

“ This, since you take it ill, I must repent, 

“ Though Heaven can witness with no bad intent 
“ I practised it, to make you taste your cheer 
“ With double pleasuie, first prepared by fear. 

“So loyal subjects often seize their prince, 790 

“ Forced (for his good) to seeming violence, 

“Yet mean his sacred person not the least offence. 

“ Descend 5 so help me Jove, as you shall find, 

“ That Reynard comes of no dissembling kind.” 

“ Nay,” quoth the cock; “but I beshrew us both, 795 
“ If I believe a saint upon his oath : 

“ An honest man may take a knave’s advice, 

“ But idiots only may be cozened twice : 

“ Onc^ warned is well bewared ; not flattering lies 
“ Shall soothe me more to sing wjth winking eyes, 800 
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“ And ojDen mouth, for fear of patching flies. 

“ Who blindfold walks ui)on a liver’s brim, 

“ When he should see, has he deserved to swim !” 

“ Better, Sir Cock, let all contention cease ; 

“ Come down,” said Reynard, ‘‘let us treat of peace ” 805 

“ A peace with all my soul,” said Chanticleer, 

“ But, with your favour, I will tieat it heie : 

“ And lest the truce with treason should be mixed, 

“ ’Tis my concern to have the tree betwixt.”’* 

THE MORAL. 

In this plain fable you the effect may see 
Of negligence, and fond credulity : 

And learn besides of flatterers to beware, 

Then most pernicious when they speak too fair. 

The cock and fox, the fool and knave imply ; 

The tiuth is moral, though the tale a lie. 

Who spoke m parables, I dare not say ; 

But sure he knew it was a pleasing way 
Sound sense by plain example to convey. 

And in a heathen author we may find, 

That pleasure with instruction should be joined ; 

So take the corn, and leave the chaff behind. 


THE FLOWER AND THE LEAF, OR THE LADY 
IN THE ARBOUR.t 

A VISION. 


Now turning from the wintry signs, the SunJ 
Ills course exalted through the Ram had run ; 

And whiiling up the skies, his chariot drove 
Through Taurus, and the lightsome realms of Love, 

Where Venus from her orb descends in showcis, 5 

To glad the ground and paint the fields with flowers ; 

When first the tender blades of grass appear, 

And buds that yet the blast of Eurus fear 

Stand at the door of life, and doubt to clothe the year 3 


* The last speech of the Cock is an. addition by Dryden Chaucer gives Reynard the last word 
' but the Fox’s last speech is translated by Dryden imperfectly in the two lines G04-5. 

“Nay,” quoth the fox, “hut God give him mischance 
That is so indiscreet of governance. 

That jangleth when that he should hold his peace ” 

+ This poem is more altered from Chaucer^s than any other of Dryden’s “Translations” front 
him ; the fairies are of his introduction ITie titles of “The Lady in the Arbour” and “ A Vi*iion 


are added by Dryden , . , , \ / <1. 

J The astronomical year began with the entrance of the Sun into Aries (the Ram) ; Chaucer 
begins with Taurus (the Bull) in the opening description of Spring. 
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Make the gieen blood to dance within their veins ; 

Then, at their call emboldened out they come, 

And swell the gems and burst the narrow room ; 

Broader and broader yet their blooms display, 

Salute the welcome sun, and entertain the day. 15 

Then from their breathing souls the sweets repair 
To scent the skies, and purge the unwholesome air • 

Joy spieads the heart, and with a general song* 

Spring issues out, and leads the jolly months along. 

In that sweet season, as in bed I lay, 20 

And sought in sleep to pass the night away, 

I turned my weaiy side, but still in vain, 

Though full of youthful health and void of pain : 

Cares I had none to keep me from my rest. 

For Love had never entered in my breast ; 25 

I wanted nothing Fortune could supply, 

Nor did she slumber till that hour deny. 

I wondered then, but after found it true, 

Much joy had dried away the balmy dew : 

Seas would be pools without the bnishing air 30 

'fo curl the waves ; and sure some little care 
Should weary Nature so, to make her want lepair. 

When Chanticleer the second watch had sung, 

Scorning the scorner sleep, from bed I sprung ; 

And dressing, by the moon, in loose array 35 

Passed out in open air, pi eventing day. 

And sought a goodly grove, as fancy led my way. 

Straight as a line in beauteous oider stood 
Of oaks unshorn a venerable wood ; 

Fresh was the grass beneath, and every tree, 40 

At distance planted in a due degree, 

Their branching arms in air v ith equal space 
Stretched to their neighbours with a long embrace ; 

And the new leaves on every bough were seen, 

Some ruddy-coloured, some of lighter green. 45 

The 'painted birds,* companions of the Sjming, 

Hopping from spray to spray, were heard to sing. 

Both eyes and ears received a like delight, 

Enchanting music, and a charming sight. 

On Philomel I fixed my whole desire, 50 

And listened for the queen of all the quire ; 

Fain would I hear her heavenly voice lo sing ; 

And wanted yet an omen to the spring. 

Attending long in vain, I took the way 
Which through a path, but scarcely printed, lay ; 55 

In narrow mazes oft it seemed to meet. 

And looked as lightly pressed by fairy feet. 

\Vandermg I walked alone, for mill melhoiight 
To some strange end so strange a path was wrought : 

■* ** PiCtrcque volucres Virg Gi’C>r£ ui 243 
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At last it led me where an arbour stood, 6o 

The sacred receptacle* of the wood : 

This place unmarked, though oft % walked the green, 

In all my progress I had never seen ; 

And seized at once with wonder and delight, 

Gazed all around me, new to the transporting sight. 65 

’Twas benched with turf, and, goodly to be seen, 

The thick young gi'ass arose m fresher gieen, 

The mound was newly made, no sight could pass 
Betwixt the nice partitions of the glass, 

The well-united sods so closely lay ; 70 

And all around the shades defended it from day ; 

For sycamours with eglantine were spread, 

A hedge about the sides, a covering over head. 

And so the fragrant brier was wove between, 

The sycamour and flowers were mixed with gieen, 75 

That nature seemed to vary the delight, 

And satisfied at once the smell and sight 
The master-workman of the bowci was known 
Through faiiy-lands, and built for Oberon ; 

Who twining leaves with such proportion drew, So 

They rose by measure, and by rule they grew ; 

No mortal tongue can half the beauty tell, 

For none but hands divine could work so well 
Both roof and sides were like a parlour made, 

A soft recess, and a cool summer shade ; 85 

The hedge was set so thick, no foreign eye 
The persons placed within it could espy ; 

But all that passed without with ease was seen, 

As if nor fence nor tree was placed between. 

’Twas bordered with a field ; and some was plain 90 

With grass, and some was sowed with rising grain. 

That, now the dew with spangles decked the ground, 

A sweeter spot of earth was never found. 

I looked and looked, and still with new delight ; 

Such joy my soul, such pleasures filled my sight : 95 

And the fresh eglantine exhaled a breath , 

Whose odouis were of power to raise from death. 

Nor sullen discontent nor anxious care, 

Even though brought thither, could inhabit there : 

But thence they fled as from their moital foe ; 100 

For this sweet place could only pleasure know. 

Thus as I mused, I cast aside my eye, 

And saw a medlar-tree was planted nigh. 

The spreading branches made a goodly show. 

And full of opening blooms was every bough : 105 

A goldfinch there I saw with gaudy pride 
Of painted plumes, that hopped from side to side, 

^ Recepincte has the accent on both second and third syllables, following? the qiiantities of the 
Latin word recepzacjtlum. See note on the word pkyl€tcteries in “The Hind and the Panther,” 
part I, line 399 
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Still pecking as she passed ; and still she dtew 
The sweets from every flower,' and sucked the dew : 

Sufficed at length, she warljled in her throat, iio 

And tuned her voice to many a merry note, 

But indistinct, and neither sweet nor clear. 

Yet such as soothed my soul, and pleased my ear. 

Her short perfoimance was no sooner tried, 

When she I sought, the nightingale, replied : 1x5 

So sweet, so shrill, so variously she sung, 

That the grove echoed, and the valleys rung, 

And I so ravished with her heavenly note, 

I stood entranced, and had no room for thought, 

But all o’erpowered with ecstasy of bliss, 120 

Was in a pleasing dream of Paradise : 

At length I waked, and looking round the bower 
Searched every tree, and pried on eveiy flower, 

If anywhere by chance I might espy 

The rural poet of the melody ; 125 

For still methought she sung not far away : 

At last I found her on a laurel spray. 

Close by my side she sat, and fair in sight. 

Full in a line, against her opposite, 

Where stood with eglantine the laurel twined ; 130 

And both their native sweets were well conjoined. 

On the green bank I sat, and listened long ; 

{Sitting was more convenient for the song :) 

Nor till her lay was ended could I move. 

But wished to dwell for ever in the grove. 135 

Only methought the time too swiftly passed, 

And every note I feared would be the last. 

My sight and smell and hearing were employed. 

And all three senses in full gust enjoyed. 

And what alone did all the rest surpass, 140 

The sweet possession of the fairy place ; 

Single, and conscious to my self alone 
Of pleasures to the excluded world unknown ; 

Pleasures which nowhere else weie to be found, 

And’all Elysium in a spot of ground. 145 

Thus while I sat intent to see and hear, 

And drew perfumes of more than vital air, 

All suddenly I heard the approaching sound 
Of vocal music on the enchanted ground ; 

An liost of saints it seemed, so full the quire, 150 

As if the blessed above did all conspire 
To join their voices, and neglect the lyre. 

At length there issued from the grove behind 
A fair assembly of the female kind : 

A train less fair, as ancient fathers tell, 155 

Seduced the sons of heaven to rebel 
I pash their foim, and every chaiming grace ; 

Less than an angel would their worth debase : 

But their attire, like liveries of a kind 
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All lich and rare, is fresh within my mind. 160 

In velvet white as snow the tro'op was gowned, 

The seams with sparkling emeralds set around : 

Their hoods and sleeves the same ; and purficd o’er 
With diamonds, pearls, and all the shining store 
Of eastern pomp : their long descending train, 165 

With rubies edged and sapphires, swept the plain ; 

High on their heads, with jewels richly set. 

Each lady woie a radiant coronet. 

lleneath the circles, all the quire was graced 

With chaplets green on their fair forelieads placed, 170 

Of laurel some, of woodbine * many more ; 

And wreaths of Agmis cactus others bore ; 

These last, who with those viigiii ciowns were dressed, 

Appealed in higher honour than the rest. 

They danced around : but in the midst was seen 1 75 

A lady of a more majestic mien; 

By stature and by beauty marked their sovereign queen. 

She m the midst began with sober grace ; 

Her servants’ eyes were fixed upon her face, 

And as she moved or turned, her motions viewed, iSd 

Her measures kept, and step by step pursued. 

Methought she trod the ground with greater grace, 

With more of godhead shining in her face ; 

And as in beauty she surpassed the quire, 

So nobler than the rest was her attire. 1S5 

A crown of ruddy gold inclosed her brow, j 

Plain without pomp, and rich without a show : 

A branch of Agnus casfus in hei hand 
She bore aloft (her sceptre of command) ; 

Admired, adored by all the circling crowd, 190 

For wheresoe’er she turned hei face, they bowed : 

And as she danced, a roundelay she sung. 

In honour of the laurel, ever young : 

She raised her voice on high, and sung so clear. 

The fawns came scudding from the groves to hear ; 195 

And all the bending forest lent an ear. 

At every close she made, the attending throng 
Replied, and bore the burden of tlie song : 

So just, so small, yet in so sweet a note, 

It seemed the music melted in the throat. .aoo 

Thus dancing on, and singing as they danced, I 

They to the middle of the mead advanced, ! 

Till round my arbour a new ring they made, 

And footed it about the seciet shade. 

O’erjoyed to see the jolly troop so near, 205 

But somewhat awed, I shook with holy fear ; 

Yet not so much, but that I noted well 
Who did the most in song or dance excel. 

* Here, and also in lines 521 and 525, spelt in the folio edition woodbine, vihereas elsewhere 
woodbind, as in line 282, and in “ Palamon and Arcite,” book 2, line 5a 
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Not long I had observed, when from afar 
I heard a sudden symphony of war; 210 

The neighing couisers, and the soldiers’ cry, 

And sounding trumps that seemed to tear the sky. 

I saw soon after this, behind the grove 
From whence the ladies did in order move, 

Come issuing out in arms a wamor-tiain, 215 

That like a deluge poured upon the plain : 

On barbed steeds they rode 111 proud ariay, 

Thick as the college of the bees in May, 

When swarming o’er the dusky fields they fly, 

New to the flowers, and intercept the sky. 220 

So fierce they drove, their coursers were so fleet, 

That the turf trembled underneath their feel. 

To tell their costly fumiture were long, 

The summer’s day would end before the song : 

To purchase but the tenth of all their store 225 

Would make the mighty Persian monarch poor. 

Yet what I can, I will ; befoie the rest 
The trumpets issued, m white mantles dressed ; 

A numerous group, and all their heads around 

With chaplets green of cennal-oak were ci owned, 230 • 

And at each trumpet w^as a banner bound ; 

Which waving m the wind displayed at large 
Their master’s coat of arms, and knightly charge. 

Broad were the banners, and of snowy hue, 

A purer web the silkworm never drew. 235 

The chief about their necks the scutcheons woie, 

With orient pearls and jewels powdered o’er ; 

Bioad were their collars too, and every one 
Was set about with many a costly stone. 

Next these, of kings at arms a goodly train 240 

In proud airay came prancing o’er the plain ; 

Their cloaks were cloth of silver mixed with gold. 

And garlands green around their temples rolled : 

Rich crowns were on their royal scutcheons placed, 

With sapphires, diamonds, and with rubies graced : 245 

And as the trumpets their appearance made, 

So these in habits were alike arrayed ; 

But with a pace more sober, and more slow, 

And twenty, rank in rank, they rode a-row. 

The pursevants came next, in number more ; 250 - 

And like the heralds each his scutcheon bore ; 

Clad in white velvet ail their troop they led, 

With each an open chaplet on his head. 

Nine royal knights in equal rank succeed, 

Each warrior mounted on a fiery steed, 255 • 

Xn golden armour glorious to behold ; 

The rivets of their arms were nailed with gold. 

Their surcoats of white ermine-fur were made. 

With cloth of gold between, that cast a glittering shade ; 

The trappings of their steeds were of the same ; 260 
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The golden fringe even set the ground on flame, 

And drew a precious trail : a crown divine 
Of lauiel did about their temples twine. 

Three henchmen were for eveiy kuiglit assigned, 

All in rich liveiy clad, and of a kind ; 265 

White velvet, but unshorn, for cloaks they wore, 

And each within his hand a tiuncheon bore : 

The foremost held a helm of rare device ; 

A prince’s ransom would not pay the price. 

'I'he second bore the buckler of his knight, 270 

The third of cornel- wood a spear upriglit, 

Headed with piercing steel, and polished biight. 

Like to their lords their equipage was seen, 

And all their foreheads crowned with gailonils gieen. 

And after these came, armed with spear and shield, 275 
An host so great as covered all the field : 

And all their foreheads, like the knights befoie, 

With laurels ever green were shaded o’er, 

Or oak, or other leaves of lasting kind, 

Tenacious of the stem and him against the wind. 28p 

Some in their hands, besides the lance and shield, 

The boughs of woodbind or of hawthorn held, 

Or branches for their mystic emblems took, 

Of palm, of laurel, or of cerrial-oak. 

Thus marching to the trumpet’s lofty sound, 285 

Drawn in two lines adverse they wheeled around, 

And ill the middle meadow took their ground. 

Among themselves the tumey they divide. 

In equal squadrons langed on either side. 

Then turned their horses’ heads, and man to man, 290 

And steed to steed opposed, the justs began. 

They lightly set their lances in the rest, 

And, at the sign, against each other pressed : 

They met ; I sitting at my ease beheld 

The mixed events and fortunes of the field. 295 

Some broke their spears, some tumbled hoise and man, 

And round the fields the lightened coursers ran. 

An hour and more, like tides in equal sway, 

They rushed, and won by turns and lost the day : 

At length the nine (who still together held) 300 

Their Siinting foes to shameful flight compelled, 

And with resistless force o’erran the field. 

Thus, to their fame, when finished w^as the fight. 

The victors from their lofty steeds alight : 

Like them dismounted all the warlike train, 305 

And two by two proceeded o’er the plain : 

Till to the fair assembly they advanced, 

Who near the secret arbour sung and danced. 

The ladies left their measures at the sight, 

To meet the chiefs returning from the fight, 310 

And each with open arms embraced her chosen knight. 

Amid the plain a spreading laurel stood, 
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The grace and ornaraenl of all the wood : 

That pleasing shade they sought, a soft retreat 

From sudden April shovverc, a shelter from the heat : 315 

Her leavy arms with such extent were spread, 

So near the clouds was her aspiring head, 

That hosts of birds that wing the liquid air, 1 

Perched in the boughs, had nightly lodging there : j 

And docks of sheep beneath tlie shade from far 320 

Might hear the rattling hail and wintry war. 

From heaven’s inclemency heie found retreat, 

Knjoyed the cool, and shunned the scorching heat : 

A hundred knights might there at ease abide ; 

And every knight a lady by his side : 325 

'i'Jie trunk it self such odours did bequeath, 

'Phat a Moluccan breeze to these was common breath. 1 

'The lords and ladies here, approaching, paid 
Their homage, with a low obeisance made, 

And seemed to venerate the sacred shade. 330 

'fhese rites performed, their pleasures they pursue, 

With song of love, and mix with measures new ; 

Around the holy tree their dance they frame, 

And every champion leads his chosen dame. 

I cast my sight upon the farther field, 335 

And a fresh object of delight beheld : 

For from the region of the west I heard 
New music sound, and a new troop appeared 
Of knights and ladies mixed, a jolly band, 

But all on foot they marched, and hand in hand. 340 

The ladies dressed in rich symarrs were seen 
Of Florence satin, flowered with white and green, 

And for a shade betwixt the bloomy gridclin.* 

The borders of their petticoats below 

Were guarded thick with mbies on a-row ; 345 

And every damsel wore upon her head 

Of flowers a garland blended white and led. 

Attired in mantles all the knights were seen, 

Thatsgratified the view with cheerful green ; 

Their chaplets of their ladies’ colours were, 350 

Composed of white and red, to shade their shining hair. 

Before the merry troop the minstrels played j 
All in their masters’ liveries were arrayed, 

And clad in green, and on their temples w'ore 

Tlie chaplets while and red their ladies bore. 355 

Their instruments were various m their kind, 

Some for the bow, and some for breathing wind : 

The sawtry, pipe, and hautbois’ noisy band, 

And the soft lute trembling beneath the touching hand. 

A tuft of daisies on a flowery lea + 360 

* Gruh’lbi, derived f«-om ds tin, flax-gray Sir W. Temple in his “ E^say on Gardening” 
s-pvlls the word and says it means pa’c red 

T l.ifti IS spult 111 the folio edition tuy, which at any rate indicates the p’-onnncidtum See note > 
on pronunciation of wa, p 32 The 'itrbjlay is spelt Rea in Dryden’s “ CKdipus,” act scene j 1 
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They saw, and thitherward they bent their way ; 

To this both knights and dam^s their homage made, 

And due obeisance to the daisy pg,id. 

And then the band of flutes began to play. 

To which a lady sung a virelay : 3^5 

And still at every close she would repeat 
The burden of the song, T/ie daisy zs so sijjcet. 

The daisy is so sweei, when she begun, 

The troop of knights and dames continued on. 

The concert and the voice so charmed my ear, 370 

And soothed my soul, that it was heaven to hear. 

But soon their pleasure passed : at noon of day 
The sun with sultry beams began to play : 

Not Sirius shoots a fiercer dame from high. 

When with his poisonous bieath he blasts the sky : 375 

Then drooped the fading flowers (their beauty fled) 

And closed their sickly eyes, and hung the head, 

And ri veiled* up with heat, lay dying in their bed. 

The ladies gasped, and scarcely could respire ; 

The breath they drew, no longer air but fire ; 380 

The fainty knights were scoiched, and knew not where 
To run for shelter, for no shade was near. 

And after this the gathering clouds amain 
Poured down a storm of rattling hail and rain ; 

And lightning flashed betwixt ; the field and flowers, 385 
Burnt up before, were buried m the showei-s. 

The ladies and the knights, no shelter nigh, 

Bare to the weather and the wintry sky, 

Were dropping wet, disconsolate, and wan, 

And through their thin array received the x*ain ; 390 

While those in white, protected by the tree, 

Saw pass the vain assault, and stood from danger free ; 

But as compassion moved their gentle minds, 

When ceased the storm, and silent were the winds. 
Displeased at what, not sulTering, they had seen, 395 

They went to cheer the faction of the green : 

The queen in white array, before hei band. 

Saluting, took her rival by the hand ; 

So did the knights and dames, wuth courtly grace, 

And with behaviour sweet their foes embrace. 400 

Then thus the Queen with laurel on her brow : 

Fair sister, I have suffered in your woe ; 

‘‘Nor shall be wanting aught within my power 
“For your relief in my refieshing bower.” 

That other answered with a lowly look, 405 

And soon the gracious invitation took : 

For ill at ease both she and all her train 
The scorching sun had borne, and beating rain. 

^ The word rimlled is used by Bryden in the Prologue to “ All for Love,'** 40 : 

Such rivelled frtiits as winter can afford.” 

Also in his translation of the Georgies, iv 614, “The rivelled grass.*'' 
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Like courtesy was used by all in white. 

Each dame a dame received, and eveiy knight a knight. 410 
The laurel champions with their swords invade 
The neighbouring forests, where the justs were made, 

And serewood fiom the rotten hedges took. 

And seeds of latent fire from flints provoke : 

A cheerful blaze arose, and by the fire 415 

They warmed their frozen feet, and dried their wet attire. 
Refreshed with heat, the ladies sought aiound 
For virtuous herbs, which gathered from the ground. 

They squeezed the juice, and cooling ointment made, 

Which on their sunburnt cheeks and their chapt skins they laid ; 
Then sought green salads, which they bade them eat, 421 
A sovereign lemedy for inward heat. 

The Lady of the Leaf oidained a feast, 

And made the Lady of the Flower her guest : 

When lo ! a bower ascended on the plain, 425 

With sudden seats ordained, and large for either train. 

This bower was near my pleasant arbour placed, 

That I could hear and see w'hatever passed ; 

The ladies sat with each a knight between, 

Distinguished by their colours w'hite and green ; 430 

The vanquished party with the victors joined, 

Nor wanted sweet discourse, the banquet of the mind. 


Meantime the minstrels pla}ed on either side, 

Vain of their art, and for the mastery vied : 

The sw^eet contention lasted for an hour, 435 

And reached my ‘Secret arbour from the bower. 

The sun was set ; and Vesper, to supply 
‘His absent beams, had lighted up the sky ; 

When Philomel, officious all the day 

To sing the service of the ensuing May, 440 

Fled from her laurel shade, and winged her flight 
Directly to the Queen arrayed in wffiite ; 

And hopping sat familiar on her hand, 

A new musician, and increased the band. 

The goldfinch, who, to shun the scalding heat, 445 

Had:* changed the medlar for a safer seat, 

And hid in bushes scaped the bitter shower, 

Now perched upon the Lady of the Flower ; 

And either songster holding out their throats. 

And folding up their wings, renewed their notes ; 450 

As if all day, preluding to the fight, 

They only had rehearsed, to sing by night. 

The banquet ended, and the battle done. 

They danced by starlight and the friendly moon : 

And when they were to part, the laureat queen *455 

Supplied with steeds the Lady of the green, 

Her and her tra n conducting on the way. 

The moon to follow, and avoid the day. 

This when I saw, inquisitive to know 
The seciet moral of the mystic show', 460 
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I started fiom my shade, m hopes to find 
Some nymph to satisfy my longing mind ; 

And as my fair adventure fell, 1 found 
A lady all m white, with laurel cfowned, 

Who closed the rear and softly paced along, 465 

Repeating to her self the former song. 

With due lespect my body I inclined, 

As to some being of superior kind, 

And made my court according to the day, 

Wishing her Queen and her a happy May. 470 

“Gieat thanks, my daugliter,” with a gracious bow. 

She said ; and I, who much desired to know 
Of whence she was, yet feaiful how to break 
My mind, adventuiecl humbly thus to speak: 

Madam, might I piesume and not offend, 475 

“ So may the stais and shining moon attend 
“ Your nightly sports, as you vouchsafe to tell, 

What nymphs they were who moital forms excel, 

“ And what the knights who fought in listed fields so well 
To this the dame replied : ‘‘ Fair daughter, know, 480 
‘ ‘ That what you saw was all a fairy show ; 

And all those airy shapes you now behold 
“ Weie human bodies once, and clothed with earthly mould. 

“ Our souls, not yet prepared for upper light, 

** Till doomsday wander in the shades of night \ 485 

“ This only holiday of all the year, 

‘‘We privileged in sunshine may appear ; 

“With songs and dance we celebrate the day, 

“ And with due honours usher in the hfay. 

“ At other times we reign by night alone, 490 

“ And posting through the skies pm sue the moon ; 

“ But when the mom arises, none aie found, 

“For cruel Demogorgon walks the round, 

“ And if he finds a fairy lag in light, 

' “ He drives the wretch before, and lashes into night. 495 
“ All courteous are by kind ; and ever proud 
“ With friendly offices to help the good. 

“ In every land we have a larger space 
“ Than what is known to you of mortal race ; 

“ Where we with gieen adorn our fairy bowers, 500 

“ And even this grove, unseen before, is ours. 

* “ Know farther, evei*y lady clothed in white, 

* “ And crowned with oak and laurel every knight, 

“ Are servants to the Leaf, by liveries known 

“ Of innocence; and ! myself am one. 505 

“ Saw you not her so graceful to behold, 

“ In white attire, and crowned with radiant gold ? 

“ The sovereign lady of our land is she, 

“ Diana called, the Queen of chastity ; 

“ And, for the spotless name of maid she bears, $10 

“ That Agnus castus in her hand appears ; 

“ And all her train, with leavy chaplets- crowned, 
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Were for unblaxned virginity renowned ; 

' * But those the chief and highest in command 

“ Who bear those holy branches in their hand. 515 ) 

“ The knights adorned with laurel crowns are they, ! 

“ Whom death nor danger ever could dismay, » 

“ Victorious names, who made the world obey ; 

“ Who, while they lived, in deeds of arms excelled, ; 

And after death for deities were held. 520 

“ But those who wear the woodbine on their brow 
“ Were knights of love, who never bioke their vow ; 

'''irm to their plighted faith, and ever free 
From fears and &kle chance and jealousy. 

“ The loids and ladies, who the woodbine bear, 525 

‘‘ As true as Tristram and Tsotta weie.’’ 

“But what are those,” said I, “ the unconquered nine, 

“ Who, crowned with laurel-wieatlis, in golden armour shine? 

“ And who the knights m green, and what the tram 
“ Of ladies dressed with daisies on the plain? 530 

“ Why both the bands in worship disagree, 

“ And some adore the flower, and some the tree 
“ Just is your suit, fair daughter,” said the dame ; 

“ Those laurelled chiefs were men of mighty fame ; ,, 

“ Nine worthies were they called of different lites, 535 f 

“ Three Jews, three Pagans, and three Christian knights.* 

“ These, as you see, iide foiemost m the field, 

“ As they the foremost rank of honour held, 

“ And all in deeds of chivalry excelled : j 

“ Their temples wreathed with leaves, t that still lenew, 540 1 

“For deathless laurel is the victor’s due. 1 

“ Who bear the bows were knights in Arthur’s reign, 

“ Twelve they, and twelve the peeis of Charletnain : 

“For bows the strength of biawny arms imply 
“ Emblems of valour and of victory. 545 

“ Behold an order yet of newer date, 

“ Doubling their number, equal in their state ; 

“ Our England’s ornament, the Clown’s defence, 

“ In battle brave, protectors of their Prince : 

“ Un'bhanged by fortune, to their sovereign true, 550 

“For which their manly legs are bound with blue. 

“ These, of the Garter called, of faith unstained, 

“ In fighting fields the laurel have obtained, 

“ And well repaid those honours which they gained. 

“ The laurel wreaths were first by Caesar worn, 555 

“ And still they Caesar’s successors adorn ; 

“One leaf of this is immortality, i 

“ And more of worth than all the woild can buy.” I 


* 'I’lie three Pagan'; are Hector, Pompey, and Alexander; the three Jeivs, Joshua, David, -nd 
JiuU- M iccalieus . and the three Chrivnan^, King Artlnir, Chailemagne, and Gud''iey of Boulogne 
7 "rinted ij/j/s in folio edition as gl/s m ‘ The Wife of Bath/ line 3, yet the adjective 
,)iixn od Irafjf, lines 3=6, 512. 
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** One douljt remains,” said I : “ the dames in green,* 

“ What were their qualities, and who their Queen ? ” 560 

“ Flora commands,” said she, ‘“those nymphs and knights, 

“ Who lived m slothful ease and Idose delights ; 

“ Who never acts of honour durst pursue, 

“ The men inglorious knights, the ladies all untrue ; 

“ Who, nursed in idleness, and trained in courts, 565 

“ Passed all their precious hours in plays and sports, 

“ Till Death behind came stalking on unseen, 

“ And withered, like the storm, the freshness of their green. 

“ These, and their mates, enjoy their piesent hour, 

“ And therefore pay their homage to the Flower. 570 

* ‘ But knights in knightly deeds should persevere 
“ And still continue what at first they were ; 

“ Continue, and proceed m honour’s fair career. 

“No room for cowardice, or dull delay ; 

“ From good to better they should urge their way. 575 
“ For this with golden spurs the chiefs aie graced, 

“ With pointed lowels armed to mend their haste ; 

“ For this with lasting leaves their brows are bound, 

“For laurel is the sign of labour crowned, 

“ Which bears the bitter blast, nor shaken falls to gioiind : 

“ From winter winds it suffers no decay, 581 

“ For ever fiesh. and fair, and every month is May. 

“ Even when the vital sap retreats below, 

“ Even when the hoary head is hid in snow, 

“ The life is in the leaf, and still between 585 

“ The fits of falling snow appears the streaky giecn. 

“ Not so the flower, which lasts for little space, 

“ A short-lived good, and an uncertain grace ; 

“ This way and that the feeble stem is dnven, 

“ Weak to sustain the storms and injuries of heaven. 590 
“ Propped by the spring, it lifts aloft the head, 

“ But of a sickly beauty, soon to shed ; 

**'In summer living, and in winter dead. 

“ For things of tender kind, for pleasure made, 

“ Shoot up with swift increase, and sudden are decayed.” 

With humble words, the wisest I could frame, *596 
And preferred service, I repaid the dame ; 

That of her grace she gave her maid to know 
The secret meaning of this moral show. 

And she, to prove what profit I had made 600 

Of mystic truth, in fables first conveyed, 

Demanded till the next returning May, 

Whether the Leaf or Flower I would obey? 

I chose the Leaf ; she smiled with sober cheer, 

And wished me fair adventure for the year, 605 

And gave me charms and sigils, for defence 
Against ill tongues that scandal innocence : 

' “.But I,” said she, “my fellows must pursue, 

“ 'Already past the plain, and out of view.” 

We parted thus ; I homeward sped my way, 610 

Q Q 



Bewildered in the wood till dawn of day : 

And met the merry crew who* danced about the May. 

Then late refreshed with s^ep, I rose to write 
The visionary vigils of the night. 

Blush, as thou mayest, my little book for shame, 615 

Nor hope with homely verse to purchase fame ; 

For such thy maker chose ; and so designed * 

Thy simple style to suit thy lowly kind. 


THE WIFE OF BATH HER TALE.* 

In days of old, when Arthur filled the throne, 

Whose acts and fame to foreign lands were blown, 

The king of elves t and little faiiy queen 
Gambolled on heaths, and danced on every gieen ; 

And where the jolly troop had led the round, 5 

The grass unbidden rose, and marked the ground. 

Nor darkling did they dance ; the silver light 
Of Phoebe served to guide their steps aright, 

And, with their tripping pleased, prolonged the night. 

Her beams they followed, where at full she played, 10 

Nor longer than she shed her horns they stayed. 

From thence with airy flight to foreign lands conveyed. 

Above the rest our Britain held they dear. 

More, solemnly they kept their sabbaths here. 

And made more spacious lings, and revelled half the year. 

I speak of ancient times ; for now the swain 16 

Returning late may pass the woods in vain, 

And never hope to see the nightly train ; 

In vain the dairy now with mints is dressed. 

The daiiy-maid expects no fairy guest 20 

To skim the bowls and after pay the feast. 

She sighs, and shakes her empty shoes in vain, 

No silver penny to reward her pain : 

For priests with prayers, and other godly gear, 

Have made the merry goblins disappear ; 25 

And where they played their merry pranks before, 

Have sprinkled holy water on the floor ; 

And friars that through the wealthy regions run, 

Thick as the motes that twinkle in the sun, 

Resort to farmers rich, and bless their halls, 30 

And exorcise the beds, and cross the walls : 

This makes the fairy quires forsake the place, 

When once ’tis hallowed with the rites of grace : 


Thii> tale.from Chaucer is told also by Gower under the title Florent,” in his Confessia 
Amantis.” It was probably; derived by Chaucer from an old metrical romance, 
t JUves printed elfo in folio edition ; but dve^ is printed in line 34. 
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But in the walks, where wicked elves have been. 

The learning of the parish now is seen ; 35 

The midnight parson posting o’er the green 
With gown tucked up to wakes, for Sunday next 
With humming ale encouraging his text ; 

Nor wants the holy leer to country-giil betwixt. 

From fiends and imps he sets the village free, 40 

There haunts not any incubus but he. 

The maids and women need no danger fear 
To walk by night, and sanctity so near ; 

For by some haycock, or some shady tliom. 

He bids his beads both even-song and mom. 45 

It so befel in this King Arthur’s reign, 

A lusty knight was pricking o’er the plain ; 

A bachelor he was, and of the courtly train. 

It happened as he lode, a damsel gay 

In russet robes to market took her W'ay ; 50 

Soon on the girl he cast an amorous eye, 

So straight she walked, and on her pasterns high : 

If seeing her behind he liked her pace, 

Now turning short he better liked her face. 

He lights in haste, and, full of youthful fue, 55 

By force accomplished his obscene desire. 

This done, away he rode, not unespied. 

For swarming at his back the country cried : 

And once in view they never lost the sight. 

But seized, and pinioned brought to court the knight. to 
Then courts of kings were held in high renown, 

Ere made the common brothels of the town ; 

There virgins honourable vows received, 

But chaste as maids in monasteries lived : 

The king himself, to nuptial ties a slave, 65 

No bad example to his poets gave j 
And they, not bad, but in a vidous age, 

Had not to please the prince debauched the stage. 

Now what should Arthur do ? He loved the knight, 

But sovereign monarchs are the source of right : * 70 

Moved by the damsel’s tears and common ciy, 

He doomed the brutal ravisher to die. 

But fair Geneura rose in his defence, 

And prayed so hard for mercy from the prince, . 

That to his Queen the King the ojfFender gave, 7 S 

And left it in her power to kill or save. 

This gracious act the ladies all approve, 

Who thought it much a man should die for love ; , 

And with their mistress joined in close debate, 

(Covering their kindness with dissembled hate, ) So 

If not to free him, to prolong his fate. 

At last agreed, they call him by consent 
Before the Queen and female parliament ; 

And the fair Speaker, rising from the chair, 

Did thus the judgment of the House declare. 

QQa 
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** Sir knight, though I have asked thy life, yet still 
** Thy destiny depends upon iny -will : 

“Nor hast thou other surety than the grace 
“Not due to thee from our offended race. 

“ But as our kind is of a softer mould, 

“ And cannot blood without a sigh behold, 

“ I grant thee life ; reserving still the power 
“ To take the forfeit when I see my hour ; 

“ Unless thy answer to my next demand 
“ Shall set thee free from our avenging hand. 

“ The question, whose solution I require, 

“ Is what the sex of women most desire? 

“ In this dispute thy judges are at stiife ; 

“ Beware, for on thy wit depends thy life, 

“Yet (lest, surprised, unknowing what to say, 

“ Thou damn thy self) we give thee farther day ; 

“ A year is thine to wander. at thy will ; 

“ And learn from others, if thou wantst the skill. 

“ But, not to hold our proffer [for]* m scorn, 

“ Good sureties will we have for thy leturn, 

“ That at the time prefixed thou shalt obey, 

“ And at thy pledge’s peril keep thy day.” 

Woe was the knight at this severe command, 

But well he knew ’twas bootless to withstand. 

The terms accepted, as the fair ordain, 

He put in bail for his return again ; 

And promised answer at the day assigned, 

The best with Heaven’s assistance he could find. 

His leave thus taken, on his way he went 
With heavy heart, and full of discontent. 
Misdoubting much, and fearful of the event. 

’Twas hard the truth of such a point to find, 

As was not yet agreed among the kind. 

Thus on he went ; still anxious more and more. 
Asked all he met, and knocked at every door ; 
Inquired of men ; but made his chief request 
To learn from women what they loved the best. 
They answered each according to her mind, 

To please her self, not all the female kind. 

One was for wealth, another w^as for place ; 

Crones old and ugly wished a better face ; 

The widow’s wish was oftentimes to wed ; 

The wanton maids were all for sport a-bed ; 

Some said the sex were pleased with handsome lies, 
And some gross flattery loved without disguise. 
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A syllable is wantinf in this line in the original folio edition In the second edition, 171-?. ilie 
word turred was mseried between proffer and z« In the Wartons’ edition and bcuttS the lini. 
printed 

“ But not to hold oui proffered turn in scorn ” 

R BeU has ''proffer turned to scorn ’’ There is no authority for anj’ of these chan "es I'oi le 
a si.i .liter change; and it might have been omitted by the printer, immediately following the ^ 
si UcJjltiffr. 
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‘‘Truth is,” says one, “he seldom, fails to win 
“ Who flatters well ; for that’s our darling sin. 

“ But long attendance, and a duteous mind, 

“Will woik even with the wisest oY the kmd.” 

One thought the sex’s prime felicity 135 

Was fiom the bonds of wedlock to be free ; 

Their pleasures, houis, and actions all their own, 

And uncontrolled to give account to none. 

Some wish a husband-fool ; but such are curst, 

For fools perverse of 'husbands aie the worst : 140 

All women would be counted chaste and wise, 

Nor should our spouses see but with our eyes ; 

For fools will pi ate; and though they want the wit 
To find close faults, yet open blots will hit ; 

Though better for their ease to hold their tongue, 145 

For womankind was never in the wrong. 

So noise ensues, and quarrels last for life ; 

The wife abhors the fool, the fool the wife. 

And some men say, that great delight have we 

To be for truth extolled, and secrecy : 150 

And constant in one purpose still to dwell. 

And not our husband’s counsels to leveal. 

But that’s a fable : for our sex is frail. 

Inventing rather than not tell a tale. 

Like leaky sieves, no secrets wc can hold ; 155 

Witness the famous tale that Ovid told. 

Midas the king, as in his book appears. 

By Phoebus was endowed with ass’s ears, 

Which under his long locks he well concealed 

(As monarch’s vices must not be revealed), 160 

For fear the people have ’em in the wind, 

Who long ago were neither dumb nor blind \ 

Nor apt to think from heaven theii title springs, 

Since Jove and Mars left off begetting kings. 

This Midas knew ; and durst communicate 165 

To none but to his wife his ears of state ; 

One must be trusted, and he thought her fit, 

As passing prudent, and a parlous wit. 

To this sagacious confessor he went, 

And told her what a gift the gods had sent ; 170 

But told it under matiimonial seal, 

With strict injunction never to reveal. 

The secret heard, she plighted him her troth 
(And sacred sure is every woman’s oath) 

The royal malady should rest unknown, I 75 

Both for her husliand’s honour and her own : 

But ne’ertheless she pined with discontent ; 

The counsel rumbled till it found a vent. 

The thing she knew she was obliged to hide ; 

By interest and by oath the wife was tied, 180 

But if she told it not, the woman died. 

Loth to betray a husband and a prince, 
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But she must burst, or blab ; and no pretence 
Of honour tied her tongue frdm self-defence. 

A marshy ground commodiously was near, i$5 

Thither she ran, and held her breath for fear, 

Lest if a word she spoke of any thing, 

That word might be the secret of the king. 

Thus full of counsel to the fen she went. 

Griped all the way, and longing for a vent ; 190 

Ariived, by pure necessity compelled, 

On her majestic mary-bones’' she kneeled ; 

Tlien to the water’s brink she laid her head, 

And as a bittour bumps within a reed,t 

** To thee alone, O lake,” she said, I tell, 195 

‘‘ (And, as thy queen, command thee to conceal,) 

** Beneath his locks, the king my husband wears 
“ A goodly royal pair of ass’s ears : 

Now I have eased my bosom of the pain, 

Till the next longing fit return again.” 200 

Thus through a woman was the secret loiown ; 

Tell us, and in effect you tell the town. 

But to my tale. The knight with heavy cheer, 

Wandering in vain, had now consumed the year ; 

One day was only left to solve the doubt, 205 

Yet knew no more than when he first set out. 

But home he must, and as the award had been, 

Yield up his body captive to the Queen. 

In this despairing state he happed to ride, 

As fortune led him, by a forest side ; 210 

Lonely the vale, and full of horror stood, 

Brown with the shade of a religious wood ; 

When full before him at the noon of night, 

(The moon was up, and shot a gleamy light,) 

He saw a quire of ladies in a round 215 

That featly footing seemed to skim the ground ; 

Thus dancing hand in hand, so light they were. 

He knew not where they trod, on earth or air. 

At speed he drove, and came a sudden guest. 

In hope where many women were, at least 220 

Some one by chance might answer his request. 

But faster than his horse the ladies flew. 

And in a trice were vanished out of view. 

One only hag remained ; but fouler far 
Than grandame apes in Indian forests are : 225 


^ "Mary-bones,” .an old spelling* it is spelt marihoncs in Dryden’s Sir Martm ici } 

srene 2 from the French mari {hu-.band), meant Jcllo7u, tOMpaniOii ; aud 

or mary-boiies Has come to be spelt marroiu-boiies 
* Bittour, bittern. Cliaucer’s line is 

*■ And as a bittour bumbeth in the myre 

The-iivord b'tmb or bumb is ^ecially used to describe the sound made by the bittern crying thnmgN 
a Tccd m a marsh. 
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Against a withered oalc she leaned her weight, 

Propped on her trusty staff, not half upright, 
x\nd dropped an awkward courtesy to the knight. 

Then said, “ What make you,’' Sii, so late abioad 
“ Without a guide, and this no beaten road? 230 

“ Or want you aught that here you hope to find, 

“ Or travel for some trouble in your ramd ? 

“ The last 1 guess ; and if I read aught, 

“ Those of our sex are bound to serve a knight. 

‘‘ Perhaps good coun.sel may your grief assuage, 235 

“ Then tell your pain, for wisdom is in age.’' 

To this the knight : “ Good mother, would you know 
‘‘ The secret cause and spring of all my woe? 

“ My life must with to-morrow’s light expire, 

‘‘ Unless I tell what women most desire. 240 

“ Now could you help me at this hard essay, 

Or for your inborn goodness or for pay, 

** Yours is my life, redeemed by your advice, 

“ Ask what you please, and I will pay the price : 

“ The proudest kerchief of the court shall rest 245 

“ Well satisfied of what they love the best.” 

Plight me thy faith,” quoth she, “ that what I ask, 

Thy danger over, and perfoimed the task, 

“ That thou shalt give for hire of thy demand ; 

Here take thy oath, and seal it on my hand ; 250 

“ I warrant thee, on peril of my life, 

Thy words shall please both widow, maid, and wife.” 

More words there needed not to move the knight, 

To take her offer, and his truth to plight 

With that she spiead her mantle on the ground, 255 

And, first inquiring whither he was bound, 

Bade him not fear, though long and rough the way, 

At court he should arrive ere break of day : 

His horse should find the way without a guide. 

She said : with fury they began to ride, 260 

He on the midst, the beldam at his side. 

The horse, what devil drove I cannot tell. 

But only this, they sped their journey well ; 

And all the way the crone informed the knight, 

How he should answer the demand aright. 265 

To court they came ; the news was quickly spread 
Of his returning to redeem his head. 

The female senate was assembled soon, 

With all the mob of women in the town : 


* “What make yon?” what are you doing? This is an old phrase which occurs often m 
Dryden’s plays It is common in Shakespeare : 

"Thou frantic woman, what dost thou make here?” 

King Rickard^ act s, sc 3, 

The line has been altered in modem editions, including Scott’s, into 
“ What makes you, Sir, so late abroad ? ” 
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The Queen sat lord chief justice of the hall, 270 

And bade the crier cite the criminal. 

The knight appeared ; and silence they pioclaim : 

Then first the culprit answered to his name ; 

And, after forms of laws, was last required 
To name the thing that women most desiied, 275 

The offender, taught his lesson by the way, 

And by his counsel ordered what to say, 

Thus bold began : “ My lady liege," said he, 

“ What all your sex desire is Sovereignty. 

“The wife affects her husband to command ; 280 

“ All must be heis, both money, house, and land : 

“ The maids are mistresses even in their name, 

“ And of their servants full dominion claim. 

“ This, at the penl of my head, I say, 

“ A blunt plain truth, the sex aspiies to sway, 285 

“ You to rule all, w'hile we, like slaves, obey.” 

There was not one, or widow, maid, or wife, 

But said the knight had well deserved his life. 

Even fair Geneura with a blush confessed 
The man had found what women love the best. 290 

Up starts the beldam, who was there unseen, 

And, reverence made, accosted thus the queen : 

“ My liege,” said she, “befoie the court arise, 

“ May I, poor wretch, find favour in your eyes, 

“ To grant my just request : ’twas I who taught 295 

“ The knight this answer, and inspired his thought. 

“ None but a woman could a man diiect 
“To tell us women what we most affect. 

“ But first I swore him on his knightly troth, 

“ (And here demand performance of his oath,) 300 

“To grant the boon that next I should desire ; 

“ He gave his faith, and I expect my hire : 

“ My promise is fulfilled : I saved his life, 

“ And claim his debt, to take me for his wife.” 

The knight was asked, nor could his oath deny, 305 

But Jioped they would not force him to comply. 

The women, who would leather wrest the laws 
Than let a sister-plaintiff lose the cause, 

(As judges on the bench more gracious are, 

And more attent to brothers of the bar,) 310 

Cried, one and all, the suppliant should have right, 

And to the grandame hag adjudged the knight. 

In vain he sighed, and oft -wdth tears desired 
Some reasonable suit might be requiied. 

But still the crone was constant to her note ; 315 

The rnore he spoke, the more she stretched her throat 
In vain he proffered all his goods, to save 
His body destined to that living grave. 

The liquorish hag rejects the pelf with scorn. 

And nothing but the man would serve her turn. 320 

“ Not all the wealth of eastern kings,” said she, 
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** Have power to part niy plighted love and me ; 

And, old and ugly as I am, ‘and poor, 

'‘Yet never will I bieak the faith I swore; 

“For mine thou art by promise, during life, 325 

‘ ‘ And I thy loving and obedient wife.” 

“ My love 1 nay, rather my damnation thou,*’ 

Said he : “ nor am I bound to keep my vow ; 

“The fiend, thy sire, has sent thee from below, 

“ Else how couldst thou my secret soirows know? 330 
“ Avaunt, old witch 1 for 1 renounce thy bed ; 

“ The queen may take the forfeit of my head, 

“ Ere any of my race so foul a cione shall wed.” 

Both heard, the judge pronounced against the knight; 

So was he married in hb own despite : 335 

And all day after hid him as an owl. 

Not able to sustain a sight so foul. 

Perhaps the reader thinks I do him wrong, 

To pass the marriage feast and nuptial song : 

Mirth there was none, the man was h-la-mort, 340 

And little courage had to make his court. 

To bed they went, the bridegroom and the biide ; 

Was never such an ill-paired couple tied : 

Restless he tossed, and tumbled to and fro, 

And rolled, and wriggled further off for woe. 345 

The good old wife lay smiling by his side, 

And caught him in her quivering arms, and cried, 

“When you my ravished predecessor saw, 

“You were not then become this man of straw ; 

“ Had you been such you might have scaped the law. 350 
“ Is this the custom of Kin^ Arthur’s court ? 

“ Are all Round-TabU Knights of such a sort? 

“ Remember I am she who saved your life, 

“ Your loving, lawful, and complying wife : 

“ Not thus you swore in your unhappy hour, 35$ 

“ Nor I for this return employed my power, 

“ In time of need I was youi faithful friend ; 

“Nor did I since, nor ever will offend. 

“ Believe me, my loved lord, ’tis much unkind ; 

“ What fury has possessed your altered mind? 360 

“ Thus on my wedding night — ^without pretence — 

“ Come, turn this way, or tell me my offence. 

“ If not your wife, let reason’s rule persuade, 

“ Name but my fault, amends shall soon be made.” 

“ Amends 1 nay, that’s impossible,” said he, 365 

“ What change of age, or ugliness, can be ? 

“ Or could Medea’s magic mend thy face, 

“ Thou art descended from so mean a race, 

“ That never knight was matched with such disgrace. 

“ What wonder, madam, if I move my side, 370 

' ‘ When, if I turn, I turn to such a bride ? ” 

“ And is this all that troubles you so sore ?” 

“ And what the devil couldst thou wish me more ?” 
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“Ah, Benedicite !” replied the crone : 

“ Then cause of just complaining have you none. 375 

“ The remedy to this wereisoon applied, 

“ Would you be hke the bridegroom to the bride : 

“ But, for you say a long descended race, 

“ And wealth, and dignity, and power, and place, 

“ Make gentlemen, and that your high degree 380 

“ Is much disparaged to be matched with me ; 

“ Know this, my^ lord, nobility of blood 
“ Is but a glittering and fallacious good : 

“ The nobleman is he whose noble mind 
“ Is filled with inborn worth, unborrowed from his kind. 

“ The King of Heaven was in a manger laid, 386 

“ And took his earth but from an humble maid : 

“ Then what can birth, or mortal men, bestow, 

“ Since floods no higher than their fountains flow? 

“We who for name and empty honour strive 390 

“ Our true nobility from him derive. 

“ Your ancestors, who puff your mind with pride 
“ And vast estates to mighty titles tied, 

“ Did not your honour, but their own advance ; 

“ But virtue comes not by inheritance. 395 

“ If you tralineate from your father’s mind, 

“ What are you else but of a bastard-kind ? 

“ Do as your great progenitors have done, 

“ And by their virtue s pioe your self their son. 

“No father can infuse or wit or grace ; 400 

“ A mother comes across, and mars the race. 

“ A grandsire or a grandame taints the blood ; 

“ And seldom three descents continue good. 

“ Were virtue 'by descent, a noble name 
“ Could never viUanize his father’s fame : 405 

“ But, as the first, the last of all the line, 

“ Would, like the sun, even in descending shine. 

“ Take fire, and bear it to the darkest house 
“ Betwixt King Arthur’s court and Caucasus ; 

“ If you depart, the flame shall still remain, 410 

“ And the bright blaze enlighten all the plain; 

“ Nor, till the fuel perish, can decay, 

“ By nature formed on things combustible to prey. 

“ Such is not man, who, mixing better seed 
“ With worse, begets a base degenerate breed : 415 

“ The bad corrupts the good, and leaves behind 
“No trace of all the great begetter’s mind. 

“ The father sinks wimin his son, we see, 

“ And often rises in the third degree ; 

“ If better luck a better mother give, 420 

“ Chance gave us being, and by chance we live. 

“ Such as our atoms were, even such are we, 

“^Or call it Chance, or strong Necessity : 

“ Thus loaded with dead weight, the will is free. 

“ And thus it needs must be : for seed conjoined 
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“ Lets into nature’s work the imperfect kind ; 

“ But fire, the enlivener of the general frame, 

“ Is one, its operation still the sj^me. 

“ Its principle is in it self : while ours 
“ Works, as confederates war, wnth mingled powers ; 430 

“ Or man or woman, which soever fails ; 

* ‘ And oft the vigour of the worse prevails. 

“ ^ther with sulphur blended alters hue. 

And casts a dusky gleam of Sodom blue. 

“ Thus in a brute their ancient honour ends, 435 

“ And the fair mermaid in a fish descends : 

“ The line is gone ; no longer duke or earl ; 

‘ ‘ But, by himself degrade^ turns a churl. 

Nobility of blood is but renown 

Of thy great fathers by their virtue known, 440 

And a long trail of light to thee descending down. 

If in thy smoke it ends, their glories shine ; 

But infamy and villanage are thine. 

“ Then what I said before is plainly showed, 

* ‘ That true nobility proceeds from God : 445 

Nor left us by inheritance, but given 
‘ ‘ By bounty of our stars, and grace of Heaven. 

“ Thus from a caj)tive Servius Tullius rose, 

“ Whom for his virtues the first Romans chose 

‘‘ Fabricius from their walls repelled the foe, 450 

“ Whose noble hands had exercised thq plough. 

“ From hence, my lord and love, I thus conclude, 

** That though my homely ancestors were rude, 

** Mean as I am, yet I may have the grace 
“ To make you father of a generous race : 455 

And noble then am I, when I begin, 

In virtue clothed, to cast the rags of sin. 

If poveity be my upbraided crime, 

** And you believe m Heaven, there was a time 
When He, the great controller of our fate, 460 

“ Deigned to be man, and lived in low estate ; 

“ Which He who had the world at His dispose, 

If poverty were vice, would never choose. 

“ Philosophers have said, and poets sing, 

“ That a glad poverty’s an honest thing. 465 

“ Content is wealth, the riches of the mind, 

“ And happy he who can that treasure find ; 

But the base miser starves amidst his store, 

Broods on his gold, and griping still at more, 

“ Sits sadly pining, and believes he’s poor. 470 


*■ Servius Tullius, the sixth king of Rome, was son of a slave-woman, taken prisoner b> 
Tarquin, and given by him with her child to his wife Tipiaquil The child was brought uj) in 
Tarquin’s faimly, and, when grown up, Tarquin gave him his daughter in marriage. On the 
death of Tarquin, the Romans chose Servius Tullius, his son-in-law, to be their jemg on account 
of his virtues. Caius Fabricius, the Roman consul and conqueror, is introduced by Ilryden ; 
Chaucer mentioning only Servius TuUms. 
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“ The ragged beggar, though he wants relief, 

** Has nought to lose, and sings before the thief.* ** 

Want IS a bitter and a hateful good, 

Because its virtues are not undeistood. 

“Yet many things, impossible to thought, 475 

“ Have been by need to full perfection brought : 

“ The daring of the soul proceeds from thence, 

“ Sharpness of wit, and active diligence ; 

“ Prudence at once and fortitude it gives, 

“ And if in patience taken, mends our lives; 480 

“For even that indigence that brings me low, 

“ Makes me my self and Him above to know ; 

“ A good which none would challenge, few would choose : 

“ A fair possession, which mankind refuse. 

“ If we from wealth to poverty descend, ^ 485 

“ Want gives to know the flatterer from the friend. 

“ If I am old and ugly, well for you, 

“No lewd adulterer will my love pursue ; 

“ Nor jealousy, the bane of married life, 

“ Shall haunt you for a withered homely wife ; 490 

“For age and ugliness, as all agree, 

“ Are tfc best guards of female chastity. 

“Yet since 1 see your mind is worldly bent, 

“ I’ll do my best to further your content; 

“ And therefore of two gifts m my dispose, 495 

“ Think ere you speak, I grant you leave to choose : 

“ Would you I should be still deformed and old, 

“ Nauseous to touch, and loathsome to behold ; 

“ On this condition to remain for life 
“ A careful, tender, and obedient wife, 500 

“ In all I can contribute to your ease, 

“ And not in deed, or word, or thought displease? 

“ Or would you rather have me young and fair, 

“ And take the chance that happens to your share ? 

“ Temptations are in beauty, and in youth, 505 

“ And how can you depend ivpon my truth? 

“ No-w^ weigh the danger with the doubtful bliss, 

“ And thank your self, if aught should fall amiss.” 

Sore sighed the knight, who this long sermon heard ; 

At length considering all, his heart he cheered, 510 

And thus replied : — “ My lady, and my wife, 

“To your wise conduct I resign my life : 

“ Choose you for me, for well you understand 
* ‘ The Allure good and ill, on either hand : 

“ But if an humble husband may request, 515 

“ Provide and order all tilings for the best ; 

“ Yours be the care to profit and to please : 

“ And let your subject-servant take hh ease.” 


* Cna’jcer here cites Juvenal : 

** Cantabit vacuus coram latrone viator " 

SaL X 22. 
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” Then thus in peace,” quoth she, “ concludes the strife, 

“ Since I am turned the husbdnd, you the wife : 520 

“ The matiimonial victory is miqe, 

“ Which, having faiily gained, I mil resign; 

“ Forgive if I have said or done amiss, 

And seal the bargain with a friendly kiss : 

“ I promised you but one content to share, 525 

“ But now I will become both good and fair. 

** No nuptial quarrel shall disturb your ease ; 

The business of my life shall be to please ; 

And for my beauty, that, as time shall try, 

“ But diaw the cuilain first, and cast your eye.” 530 

He looked, and saw a creature heavenly fair, 

In bloom of youth, and of a chaiming air. 

With joy he turned, and seized her ivoiy arm, 

And, like Pygmalion, found the statue warm. 

Small arguments there needed to prevail, 535 

A storm of kisses poured as thick as hail. 

Thus long in mutual bliss they lay embraced, 

And their first love continued to the last : 

One sunshine was their life, no cloud between, 

Nor ever was a kinder couple seen. 540 

And so may all our lives like theirs be led ; 

Heaven send the maids young husbands fresh in bed : 

May widows wed as often as they can, 

And ever for the better change their man. 

And some devouring plague pursue their lives, 545 

Who will not well be governed by their wives. 


THE CHARACTER OF A GOOD PARSON. 

IMITATED FROM CHAUCER, AND ENLARGED.* 

A PARISH-PRIEST was of the pilgrim-train ; 

An awful, reverend, and religious man. 

His eyes diffused a venerable grace, 

And charity it self was in his face. 

Rich was his soul, though his attire was poor, 5 

(As God had clothed his own ambassador ;) 

For such on earth his blessed Redeemer bore. 

Of sixty years he seemed ; and well might last 
To sixty more, but that he lived too fast ; 

Refined himself to soul, to curb the sense 10 

And made almost a sin of abstinence. 

* Dryden has considerably amplified ChaucePs poem. The last forty lines are added, and 
contain, under the guise of reference to Henry lV.*s revolutionary throne, a description of a 
non-juror under William III. Sir John Hawkins says in his “History of Music” th.it .Bishop 
Ken -was Dryden’s “ good parson.” 
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Y et had his aspect nothing of severe, 

But such a face as promised him sincere. 

Nothing reserved or sullen vvas to see. 

But sweet regards, and pleasing sanctity ; 15 

Mild was his accent, and his action fiee. 

With eloquence innate his tongue was armed ; 

Though harsh the precept, yet the preacher charmed ; 

For, letting down the golden chain from high,* ** 

He drew his audience upward to the sky : 20 

And oft with holy hymns he charmed their ears 
(A music more melodious than the spheres) : 

For David left him, when he went to rest, 

His lyre ; and after him he sung the best. 

He bore his great commission in his look : 25 

But sweetly tempered awe, and softened all he spoke. 

He preached the loys of Heaven and pains of Hell, 

And warned the sinner with becoming zeal ; 

But on eternal mercy loved to dwell. 

He taught the gospel rather than the law ; 30 

And forced himself to drive, but loved to draw. 

For fear but freezes minds ; but love, like heat, 

Exhales the soul sublime, to seek her native seat. 

To threats the stubborn sinner oft is hard. 

Wrapped in his crimes, against the storm prepared ; 35 

But when the milder beams of mercy play, 

He melts, and throws his cumbrous cloak away. 

Lightnings and thunder (Heaven’s artillery) 

As harbingers before the Almighty fly : 

Those but proclaim his style, and disappear ; 40 

The stiller sound succeeds, and God is there. 

The tithes his parish freely paid he took ; 

But never sued, or cursed with bell and book. 

With patience bearing wrong, but offering none ; 

Since every man is free to lose his own. 45 

The country churls, according to their kind, 

(Who grudge their dues, and love to be behind,) 

The less he sought his offerings, pinched the more, 

And prkised a priest contented to be poor. 

Yet of his little he had some to spare, So 

To feed the famished, and to clothe the bare : 

For mortified he was to that degree, 

A poorer than himself he would not see. 

True priests, he said, and preachers of the word, 

Were only stewards of their sovereign Lord, 55 

Nothing w^ theirs ; but all the public store, 

Entrusted riches to relieve the poor ; 

Who, should they steal, for want of his relief. 

He judged himself accomplice with the thief. 


* ( •n'p.'ire “Palamon and Arcite,’* book 3, lines 1024-25. 

**The Cause and Spring of motion from above 
Hung down on earth the golden chain of Love.*' 
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Wide was his parish ; not contracted close ' 60 

In streets, but heie and theie a straggling house : 

Yet still he was at hand, without request, 

To serve the sick, to succour the distressed ; 

Tempting, on foot, alone, without affright, 

The dangers of a dark tempestuous night. 65 

All this the good old man performed alone, 

Nor spared his pains ; for curate he had none. 

Nor duist he trust another with his care ; 

Nor rode himself to Paul's, the public fair, 

To chaffer for preferment with his gold, 70 

Where bishoprics and sinecures arc sold ; 

But duly watched his flock, by night and day ; 

And from the prowling wolf redeemed the prey, 

And hungry sent the wily fox away. 

The proud he tamed, the penitent he cheered : 75 

Nor to rebuke the rich offender feared. 

His preaching much, but more his practice wrought ; 

(A living sermon of the truths he taught ;) 

For this by rules severe his life he squared : 

That all might see the doctrine which they heard. 80 > 

For priests, he said, are patterns for the rest ; 

(The gold of heaven, who bear the God impressed ;) 

But when the precious coin is kept unclean, 

The sovereign’s image is no longer seen. 

If they be foul on whom the people trust, 85 

Well may the baser brass contract a rust. 

The prelate for his holy life he prized; 

The worldly pomp of prelacy despised. 

His Saviour came not with a gaudy show, 

Nor was his kingdom of the world below. 90 • 

Patience in want, and poverty of mind, 

These marks of church and churchmen he designed, 

And living taught, and dying left behind. 

The crown he wore was of the pointed thorn ; 

In purple he was crucified, not bom. 95 

They who contend for place and high degree, 

Are not his sons, but those of Zebedee. 

Not but he knew the signs of eaithly power 
Might well become Saint Peter’s successor ; 

The holy father holds a double reign, 100 

The prince may keep his pomp, the fisher must be plain. 

Such was the saint ; who shone with every grace, 

' Reflecting, Moses-like, his Maker's face. 

; God saw his image lively was expressed ; 

* And his own work, as in creation, blessed. 105 

The tempter saw him too with envious eye, 

And, as on Job, demanded leave to try. 

He took the time when Richard was deposed, 

And hi^h and low with happy Harry closed. 

This Pnnce, though great in arms, the priest withstood, ISO 
Near though he was, yet not the next of blood. 
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Had Richard unconstrained resigned the throne, 

A King can give no more than is his own ; 

The title stood entailed, had Richard had a son. 

Conquest, an odious name, was laid aside ; 115 

Where all submitted, none the battle tried. 

The senseless plea of right by Providence 
Was by a flattering priest invented since ; 

And lasts no longer than the present sway, 

But justifies the next who comes in play. 120 

The people’s right remains ; let those who dare 
Dispute their power, when they the judges are. 

He joined not in their choice, because he knew 
Worse might and often did from change ensue. 

Much to himself he thought ; but little spoke ; 125 

And, undeprived, his benefice forsook. 

Now, through the land, his cure of souls he stretched, 

And like a primitive apostle preached. 

Still cheerful ; ever constant to his call ; 

By many followed ; loved by most, admired by all. 130 
With what he begged, his brethren he relieved I 
And gave the charities himself received ; 

Gave, while he taught ; and edified the more. 

Because he showed by proof ’twas easy to be poor. 

He went not with the crowd to see a shiine ; 135 

But fed us by the way with food divine. 

In deference to his virtues, I forbear 
To show you what the rest in orders were : 

This brilliant is so spotless, and so bright, 

He needs no foil, but shines by his own proper light 140 
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PROM BOCCACE. 

While Norman Tancred in Salerno reigned, 

The title of a gracious Prince he gained j 
Till tamed a tyrant in his latter days. 

Pie lost the lustre of his former praise, 

And from the bright meridian where he stood 5 

Descending dipped his hands in lovers’ blood. 

This Prince, of Fortune’s favour long possessed. 

Yet was with one fair daughter only blessed ; 

And blessed he might have been with her alone, 

But oh ! how much more happy had he none ! 

She was his care, his hope, and his delight, 

Most in his thought, and ever in his sight : 

Next, nay beyond his life, he held her dear ; 

She lived by Iiim, and now he lived in her. 


10 
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For this, when ripe foi marriage, he delayed 
Her nuptial bands, and kept her long a maid, 

As envying any else should share a pait 
Of what was his, and claiming all hei heart. 

At length, as public decency required, 

And all his vassals eagerly desired. 

With mind averse, he rather iniderwent 
Ilis people^s will than gave his envn consent 
So was she tom, as from a lover’s side, 

And made, almost in his despite, a bade. 

Short were her maniage joys; for in the prime 
Of youth, her lord expired before hl 'v tune ; 

And to her father’s court in little space 
Restored anew, she held a liigher place ; 

Mord loved, and more exalted into grace. 

This Princess, ffcsh and young, and fair and wise, 

The worshipped idol of her father’s eyes, 

Did all her sex in every grace exceed, 

And had more wit beside than women need. 

Youth, health, and ease, and most an amorous mind, 
To second nuptials had her thoughts inclined ; 

And former joys had left a scciet sting behind. 

But, prodigal in every other grant. 

Her sire left iinsupphed her only want , 

And she, betwixt her modesty and pride. 

Her wishes, which she could not Jielp, would hide. 

Resolved at last to lose no longer time, 

And yet to please her self without a crime, 

She cast her eyes around the court, to find 
A woithy subject suiting to liei mind, 

To him m holy nuptiaL'^ to be tied, 

A seeming widow, and a secret biide. 

Among the train of courtiers, one she found 
With all the gifts of bounteous nature ciowned, 

Of gentle blood, but one whose niggard fate 
Had set him far below her high estate : _ 

Guiscard hio name was called, of blof aning age, 

Now sq[uire to Tancred, and licfine hi'«j page : 

To him, the choice of all the shiiung crowd, 

Her heart the noble SigLsmouda vowed. 

Yet hitherto slie kept her love concealed, 

And with close glance *» every day beheld 
The graceful youth ; and every day incieased 
The raging fire that burned within her bieast ; 

Some secret charm did all hi& acts attend. 

And what his foitune wanted heis could mend *, 

Till, as the fire will force its outward \/ay, 

Or, in the prison pent, consume the piey, 

So long her earnest eyes on liw were set, 

At length their twisted rajo logcthci uiol ; 

And he, surprised with humble joy, suryejed 
One sweet regard, shot by ihc royal maid. 
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Not V7ell assured, while doubtful hopes he nursed, 

A second glance came gliding like the first ; 

And he, ■viio saw the shnipness of the dart, 

Without defence received it in his heart. 

In public, though their passion wanted speech, 

^"et mutual looks interpreted hir each : 

Time, ways, and means of meeting were denied, 

But all those wants ingenious I^ovc supplied. 

The inventive god, who never fails his part, 

Inspires the wit when once he warms the lieait. 

"When Guiscard next was in the circle seen, 

Where Sigismonda held the place of queen, 

A hollow canc within her hand she brought, 

But in the concave had enclosed a note ; 

With this she seemed to play, and, as in spoit, 
Tossed to her love in presence of the coiiit ; 

“ Take it,” she said, “and when your needs require, 
“ This little brand will seive to light your fiic.” 
lie took it with a bow, and soon divined 
The seeming toy was not for nought designed : 

But when rcliied, so long with curious eyes 
He viewed the present, that he found the prize, 
hi uch was in little writ \ and all conveyed 
With cautious care, for fear to be betrayed 
By some false confident or favourite maid. 

Tire time, the place, the manner how to meet, 

Were all in punctual order plainly writ : 

But since a trust must be, she th.ought it best 
To put it out of laymen’s jiowcr at least, 

And for their solemn vows pi epared a priest. 

Guiscard, her secret pin pose understood, 

With joy prepared to meet the coming good ; 

Nor pains nor danger was resolved to spaie, 

But use the means appointed by the fair. 

Near the proud palace of Salerno stood 
A mount of rough ascent, and thick wuth ivood ; 
Through this a cave was dug w'ith vast expense, 

I’lie v'ork it seemed of some suspicious Piince, 

Who, when ahiising power w^ith lawless might, 

From public justice w'ould secure his flight. 

The passage made hy many a wfiiding way, 

Reached even the room in w'hich the tyrant laj^, 

Fit for his puiposc ; on a lower floor, 

He lodged, whose issue was an iron door, 

From whence by slabs descending to the ground, 

In the blind grot a safe retreat he found. 

Its outlet ended in a brake o’crgroivn 
With brambles, choked by time, nncl now unknown. 
A rift there w^as, which fiom the mountain’s height 
Conve>ed a glimmeimg and malignant light,* 

“Sub luce malisnd.”— VjRG. /En, vi. 270. 
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A brcathing-place to draw the damps away, 

A twilight of an intercepted .day. 

The tyrant’s den, whose use, though lost to fame, 

Was now the apartment of the^royal dame ; 120 

The cavern, only to her father known. 

By him was to his darling daughter shown. 

Neglected long she let the secret rest, 

Till love recalled it to her labouiing breast, 

And hinted as the way by Heaven designed 135 

The teacher by the means he taught to blind. 

What will not women do, when need inspires 

Their wit, or love their inclination fires ! i 

Though jealousy of state the invention found, I 

Yet love refined upon the former ground. I30 

That way the tyrant had reserved, to fly 
Pmsuing hate, now served to bring two lovers nigb. 

The dame, who long in vain had kept the key,* 

Bold by desire, explored the secret way ; 

Now tried the stairs, and wading through the night, 135 
Searched all the deep recess, and issued into light. 

All this her letter had so well explained, 

The instructed youth m^ht compass what remained j 
The cavern-mouth alone was hard to find. 

Because the path disused was out of mind : 140 

But in what quarter of the cops it lay, 

His eye by certain level could survey : 

Yet (for the wood perplexed with thorns he knew) 

A frock of leather o’er his limbs he drew ; 

And thus provided searched the biake aiound, 145 

Till the choked entry of the cave he found. 

Thus all prepared, the promised hour arrived, 

So long expected, and so well contrived ; 

With love to friend, + the impatient lover went, 

Fenced from the thorns, and trod the deep descent, j 150 

The conscious priest, who was suborned befoic, 

Stood ready posted at the postem-door ; 

The maids in distant rooms were sent to rest, 

And nothing wantedj but the invited guest. 

He came, and, knocking thrice, without delay 1 55 

The longing lady heard, and turned the key ; 

At once invaded him with all her chaims, 

And the first step he made was in her arms : 

The leathern outside, bo-istrous§ as it was, 

Gave way, and bent beneath her strict embrace : iCo 

^ Key, rhyming with way, was pronounced hiy (quay) : so below, lines 156 and 294, key rhymi's 
with delay ; and again with way line 182 Key is Pryden’s spelling, where ([tuty is now written 
See “Annus Murabilis,” stanra 2-^1, and “ Cymon and Iphigema," line 614 
t This phrase, “ love to friend,” is used by Dr^'den in “Palaraon and Arcite,” bonk r, line 12 
It occurs in Spensci, “Faery Queen,” iii 3, 14. Shakespeare has “the time to inend” (Macbetn, 
act 4, scene 3). 

t The memiing is “Nothing was wanting but,” &c. 
f A peculiar use of hotstcrous, spelt heisiroits by Dryden, meaning strong, 
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On either side the kisses flew so thick, 

That neither he nor she had breath to speak. 

The holy man, amazed at what he saw. 

Made haste to sanctify the bliss by law ; 

And muttered fast the matrimony o’er, 

For fear committed sin should get before. 

His work performed, he left the pair alone, 

Because he knew he could not go too soon ; 

His presence odious, when his task was done. 

What thoughts he had beseems not me to say. 

Though some surmise he went to fast and pray. 

And needed both to drive the tempting thoughts away. 

The foe once gone, they took their full delight ; 
’Twas restless rage and tempest all the night ; 

For greedy love each moment would employ. 

And grudged the shortest pauses of their joy. 

Thus were their loves auspiciously begun. 

And thus with secret care were carried on, 

The stealth it self did appetite restore. 

And looked so like a sin, it pleased the more. 

The cave was now become a common way, 

The -wicket, often opened, knew the key. 

Love rioted secure, and, long enjoyed. 

Was ever eager, and was never cloyed. 

But as extremes are short, of ill and good, 

And tides at highest mark icgorge the flood ; 

So Fate, that could no more improve their joy, 

Took a malicious pleasure to destroy. 

Tancied, who fondly loved, and whose delight 
Was placed in his fair daughter’s daily sight. 

Of custom, when his state affairs were done, 

Would pass his pleasing hours with her alone j 
And, as a father’s privilege allowed, 

Without attendance ot the officious crowd. 

It happened once, that when in heat of day 
He tried to sleep, as was his usual way. 

The balmy slumber fled his wakeful eyes, 

And forced him, in his own despite, to lisc : 

Of sleep forsaken, to relieve his caie, 

He sought the conversation of the fair ; 

But with her train of damsels she was gone, 

In shady walks the scorching heat to shun : 

He would not violate that sweet recess. 

And found besides a welcome heaviness 

That seized his eyes 5 and slumber, which forgot, 

When called before, to come, now came unsought. 
From light retired, behind his daughter’s bed, 

He for approaching sleep composed his head; 

A chair was ready, for that use designed, 

So c[uilted that he lay at ease reclined ; 

The cui tains closely drawn, the light to screen, 
iVs if he had contrived to he unseen : 
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Thus covered with an aitificial night, 

.Sleep did his office soon, and sealed his sight. 

With Heaven averse, in this ill-omened hour 
Was Guiscard summoned to the secret bower. 

And the fair nymph, with expectation fired. 

From her attending damsels was retired : 

For, true to love, she measured time so right 
As not to miss one moment of delight 
The garden, seated on the level floor, 

She left behind, and locking every door. 

Thought all secure ; but little did she know, 

Blind to her fate, she had enclosed her foe. 

Attending Guiscard in his leathern fiock 
Stood ready, with his thrice repeated knock : 

Thrice with a doleful sound the jairing grate 
Uung deaf and hollow, and presaged Oieir fate. 

The door unlocked, to known delight they haste, 

And panting, in each other’s arms embraced, 

Bush to the conscious bed, a mutual freight. 

And heedless press it with their wonted weight. 

The sudden bomid awaked the sleeping sire. 

And showed a sight no parent can desire ; 

His opening eyes at once with odious view 
The love discovered, and the lover knew : 

He would have cried ; but, hoping that he dreamt, 
Amazement tied his tongue, and stopped the attempt. 
The ensuing moment all the tmth declared, 

But now he stood collected and prepared ; 

For malice and revenge had put him on his guard, ^ 
So, like a lion that unheeded lay, 

Dissembling sleep, and watchful to betiay, 

With inward rage he meditates his prey.* 

The thoughtless pair, indulging their desires, 
Alternate kindled and then quenched their fires ; 

Nor thinking in the shades of death they played, 
Full of themselves, themselves alone surveyed, 

And, too secure, were by themselves betrayed. 

Long time dissolved m pleasure thus they lay, 

Till nature could no more suffice their play ; 

Then rose the youth, and through the cave again 
Returned ; the princess mingled with her train. 

Resolved his unripe vengeance to defer, 

The royal spy, when now the coast was clear, 
Sought not the garden, but retired unseen. 

To brood in secret on his gathered spleen, 

And methodize revenge : to death he grieved ; 

And, but he saw the crime, had scarce believed. 
The appointment for the ensuing night he heard } 
And, therefore, in the cavern had prepared 
Two brawny yeomen of his trusty guard. 
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Compare “ Absalom and Acbltophel,” line 447, for the same simile. 
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Scarce had unwary Guiscard set his fool 
■Within the farmost* entrance of the grot, 

When these in secret ambushtready lay, 205 

And, rushing on the sudden, seized the prey. 

Encumbered with his fiock, without defence, 

An easy prize, they led the prisoner thence, 

And, as commanded, brought before the Prince. 

The gloomy sire, too sensible of wrong 270 

To vent his rage in words, restrained his tongue, 

And only said, ‘‘Thus servants are preferred 
“ And trusted, thus their sovereigns they reward ; 

“ Had I not seen, had not these eyes received 
“ Too clear a proof, I could not have believed.” 275 

He paused, and choked the rest. The youth, who saw 
His forfeit life abandoned to the law, 

The judge the accuser, and the offence to him. 

Who had both power and will to avenge'the crime. 

No vain defence prepared, but thus replied : 280 

“ The faults of Love by Love are justified ; 

“ With unresisted might the monaich reigns, 

“He levels mountains and he raises plains, 

“ And, not regarding difference of degree, 

“ Abased your daughter and exalted me.” 285 

This bold return with seeming patience heard, 

The prisoner was remitted to the guard. 

The sullen tyrant slept not all the night, 

But lonely walking by a winking light, 

Sobbed, wept, and groaned, and beat his withered breast, 

But would not violate his daughter’s rest; 29 1 

Who long expecting lay, for bliss prepared, 

Listening for noise, and grieved that none she heard ; 

Oft rose, and oft in vain employed the key, 

And oft accused her lover of delay, 295 

And passed the tedious hours in anxious thoughts away. 

The morrow came ; and at his usual hour 
Old Tancred visited his daughter’s bower ; 

Her cheek (for such his custom was) he kissed, 

Then blessed her kneeling, and her maids dismissed. 300 
The royal dignity thus far maintained. 

Now left in private, he no longer feigned ; 

But all at once his grief and rage appeared, 

And floods of tears ran trickling down his beard. 

“ 0 Sigismonda,” he began to say ; 305 

Thrice he began, and thrice was forced to stay,*t 
Till words with often trying found their way ; 


* Farm&st cbajiged \xA<iforemosi in all modem editions, 
t Compare Milton’s lines : 

'’Thrice he assayed, and thrice, in spite of scorn. 

Tears such as angels weep hurst forth : at last, 

Words interwove with sighs found out their way.” 

Faradise Losi^ i. 6x9. 
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“ I thouglit, O Sighmonda, (but bow blind 
y Are paients’ eyes their chiicfien^s faults to find !) 

"J'hy viitiie, birth, and bieediiig were above 310 

A mean desire, and vulgai sense of love ; 

“Nor less than sight and hearing coaid convince 
“So fond a father, and so just a Prince, 

“Of such an unforeseen and unhelieved offence : 

“ Then what indignant sorrow must I have, 315 

“ To see thee lie subjected to my slave ! 

“ A man so smelling of tlie people’s lec,^ 

“ The court leceived him fust fur chaiity ; 

“ A.nd since with no degiee of lionoui giaced, 

“ But only suffered whete he first was placed ; 320 

“ A grovelling insect still ; and so designed 
“ By natuie’s hand, nor hoiii of noble kind ; 

“ thing by neither man nor woman prized, 

“ And scarcely known enough to be despised : 

“To what has Heaven lOserved my age ? Ah ! \^hy 325 
“ Should man, when nature calls, not choose to die ; 

“ Rather than stietch the span of life, to find 
“ Such ills as Fate has wisely cast behind, 

“For those to feel, whom fond desiie to live 
“ Makes covetous of moie than life can give ! 330 

“ Each has his shaic of good ; and when His gone, 

“ The guest, though hungiy, cannot rise too soon. 

“ But I, expecting more, in my own wi'ong 
“ Protracting life, have lived a day too long, 

“ If yesterday could be recalled again, 335 

“ Even now would I conclude my happy reign ; 

But His too late, my glorious race is lun, 

“ And a dark cloud o’ei takes my setting sun. 

“ Hadst thou not loved, or loving saved the shame, 

“If not the sin, by some illustiious name, 340 

“ This little comfort had relieved my mind, 

‘ ‘ ’IHvas frailty, not unusual to thy kind : 

“ But thy low fall beneath thy royal blood 
“ Shows downward appetite to mix with mud, 

“ Thus not the least excuse is left for thee, 345 

“Nor the least refuge for unhaxipy me. 

“For him I have resolved ; whom by surpilse 
“ I took, and scarce can call it, in disguise j 
“For such was his attire, as, with intent 
* ‘ Of nature, suited to his mean descent : 35^ 

“ The harder question yet remains behind, 

“ What pains a parent and a prince can find. 

“ To punish an offence of this degenerate kind. 

* The use of the singular lee is rare It is probably translated by Dryden from the French, hi 
he (hi ^eu^le. Prior puts the same phrase into the lad^s mouth in his “ Henry r ud Emma ; 

“ My clothes, my sire, exchanged for thee, 

I’il mingle with the people’s wretched lee.” 

‘ Ap id illam perdilissimam atque infimam fsecem popuU.”— -C icero, Ep. ad Q. Er. 6. 
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As I have loved, and yet I love thee 'more 
** Than, ever father loved a chili before ; 355 . 

“ vSo that indulgence drawi. me to forgive : 

“ Nature, that gave thee life, would have thee live, 

But, as a public parent of the slate, 

“ My justice and thy crime requires thy fate. 

“ Fain would I choose a middle course to steer; 3C0 

Nature’s too kind, and justice too severe : 

“ Speak for us both, and to the balance bring 
“ On either side the father and the king. 

“ Heaven knows, my heart is bent to favour thee ; 

“ Make it but scanty weight, and leave the rest to me.” 365 
Here stopping with a sigh, he poured a flood 
Of tears, to make his last expression good. 

She who had heard him speak, nor saw alone 
The secret conduct of her love was known, 

But he was taken who her soul possessed, 370 

Felt all the pangs of sorrow in her breast : 

And little wanted,*"' but a woman’s heart 
With cries and tears had testified her smart. 

But inborn worth, that fortune can control, 

New strung and stiffer bent her softer soul ; 375 

The heroine assumed the woman’s place, 

Confirmed her mind, and fortified her face : 

Why should she beg, or what could slm pretend. 

When her stern father had condemned her friend I 

Her life she might have had ; but her despair 380 

Of saving his had jmt it past her care : 

Resolved on fate, she would not lose her breath, 

But, rather than not die, solicit death. 

Fixed on this thought, she, not as women use, 

Her fault by common frailty would excuse ; 385 

But boldly justified her innocence. 

And while the fact was owned, denied the offence : 

Then with dry eyes, and with an open look, 

She met his glance midway, and thus undaunted spoke : 

Tf»ncred, I neither am disposed to make 390 

Request for life, nor offered life to take ; 

“ Much less deny the deed ; but least of all 
** Beneath pretended justice weakly fall. 

“ My words to sacred tnilh shall be confined, 

“ My deeds shall show the greatness of my mind. 395 
“ That I have loved, I own ; that still I love 
“ I call to witness all the powers above : 

“ Yet more I own ; to Guiscaid’s love I give 
“The small remaining lime 1 have to live ; 

“ And if beyond this life desire can be, 400 

“ Not Fate it self shall set my 2-)a‘-sion fice. 

“ Tins fiist avowed, nor folly waaped my mind, 

Noi the frail texture of the female kind 


The moaning i«, There v, a hltlc vraiulng hui that," &c. Compaie line 
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** Betrayed my virtue ; for too well I knew 
‘‘ What honour was, and honour had his due ; 405 

Before the holy priest my vows were tied, 

So came I not a strumpet, bul*a bride t 
This for my fame, and for the public voice ; 

“Yet more, his meiits justified my choice : 

“ Which had they not, the first election thine, 410 

“ That bond dissolved, the next is freely mine \ 

“ Or grant I erred (which yet I must deny), 

“ Had paicnts power even second vows to tic, 

“ Thy little care to mend my widowed nights 
“ Has forced me to recourse of mairiage rites, 415 

“ To fill an empty side, and follow known delights. 

“ What have I done in this, deserving blame? 

“ State-laws may altci: Nature’s are the same; 

“ Those are usurped on helpless woman-kind, 

“ Made without our consent, and wanting power to bind. 

“ Thou, Tancred, better shouldst have understood, 421 
“ That, as thy father gave thee flesh and blood, 

So gavest thou me : not fiom the quarry hewed, 

“ But of a softer mould, with sense endued; 

“ Even softer than thy own, of suppler kind, 425 

“ More exquisite of taste, and more than man refined. 

“Nor needst thou by thy daughter to he told, 

“ Though now thy sprightly* blood with age bo cold, 

“ Thou hast been young: and canst remember still, 

“ That when thou hadst the power, thou hadst the will : 430 
“ And from the past experience of thy fires, 

“ Canst tell with what a tide our strong desires 
“ Come rushing on in youth, and what their rage requires. 

“ And grant tliy youth was exercised in arms, 

“ When love no leisure found for softer charms, 435 

“ My tender age in luxury was trained, 

“ With idle ease and pageants entertained; 

“ My hours my own, my pleasures unrestrained. 

“ So bred, no wonder if I took the bent 
“ That seemed even warranted by thy consent, 440 

“For, when the father is too fondly kind, 

“ Such seed he sows, such harvest shall he find. 

“ Blame then thy self, as reason’s law requires, 

“ (Since nature gave, and thou fomentst my fires;) 

“ If still those appetites continue strong, 445 

“ Thou mayest consider I am yet but young. 

“ Consider too that, having been a wife, 

“ I must have tasted of a better life, 

“ And am not to be blamed, if I renew 
‘ ‘ By lawful means the joys which then I knew. 450 

“Where was the crime, if pleasure I procured, 

“ Young, and a woman, and to bliss enured? 


Piinled here in folio edition stpniely^ but the same foKo has elsewhere the spelling spnghily* 
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“ That was my case, and this is my defence: 

“ I pleased my self, I shunned incontinence, 

And, urged by strong desires, indulged my sense. 455 
Left to my self, I must avow, I stiove 
From public shame to screen my scciet love, 

‘‘ And, well acquainted with thy native piide, 

‘‘ Endeavoured what I could not help to hide, 

For which a woman’s wit an easy way supplied. 460 

“ How this, so well contrived, so closely laid, 

“ Was known to thee, or by what chance betrayed, 

“ Is not my care ; to please thy pride alone, 

“ I could have wished it had been still unknown. 

“Nor took I Guiscard, by blind fancy led 465 

“ Or hasty choice, as many women wed; 

“ But with deliberate care, and ripened thought, 

“ At leisure first designed, before I wrought : 

“ On him I rested after long debate, 

“ And not without consideung fixed my fate : 470 

“ His flame was equal, though by mine inspired: 

“ (For so the difference of our birth required :) 

“ Had he been bom like me, like me his love 
Had first begun what mine was forced to move : 

“ But thus beginning, thus we persevere; 475 

“ Our passions yet continue what they were^ 

“ Nor length of trial makes our joys the less sincere."*" 

“ At this my choice, though not by thine allowed, 

“ (Thy judgment herding with the common crowd,) 

“ Thou takest unjust offence ; and, led by them, 480 

“ Dost less the merit than the man esteem. 

“ Too sharply, Tancred, by thy pride betrayed, 

“ Hast thou against the laws of kind inveighed; 

“ For all the offence is in opinion placed, 

“ Which deems high birth by lowly choice debased. 485 
“ This thought alone with fury fires thy breast, 

“ (For holy marriage justifies the rest,) 

“ That I have sunk the glories of the state, 

“ And mixed my blood with a plebeian mate : 

“ In which I wonder thou shouldst oversee 490 

“ Superior causes, or impute to me 
“ The fault of Fortune, or the Fates’ decree. 

“ Or call it Heaven’s imperial power alone, 

** Which moves on springs of justice, though unknown. 
“Yet this we sec, though ordered for the best, 495 

“ The bad exalted, and the good oppressed ; 

“ Permitted laurels grace the lawless brow, 

“ The unworthy raised, the Avorthy cast below. 

“ But leaving that : search we the secret springs, 

“ And backward trace the principles of things; 5CO 


I * Sincerit pure, unmixed. See “Annu^ jM!rabl!is/’ stanza pcfi, and the pa'-.'sages quoted in rhe 
• note. 
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“ There ihall we find, that when the woild began, 

“^One common mass composed the mould of man; 

‘‘ One paste of flesh on all degrees^ bestowed/ 

‘ ‘ And kneaded up alike with moistening blood. 

“ The same Almighty Power inspired the frame 505 

With kindled life, and formed the souls the same : 

‘ ‘ The faculties of intellect and will 
' “ Dispensed with equal hand, disposed with equal skill. 

Like liberty indulged with choice of good or ill. 
j Thus born alike, from virtue first began 5^0 

I ** The difference that distinguished man from man : 

I “He claimed no title from descent of blood, 

^ “ But that which made him noble made him good. 

^ “ Wai*med with more particles of heavenly fiame, 

j “ He winged his upward flight, and soared to fame ; 5^5 

I “ The rest remained below, a tribe without a name, 

j “ This law, though custom now diveits the course, 

! “As Nature’s institute, is yet in foice; 

I “ Uncancelled, though disused ; and he, whose mind 

“Is vhtuous, is alone of noble kind; 520 

I “ Though poor in fortune, of celestial race; 

j “ And he commits the crime who calls him base. 

“Now lay the line ; and measure all thy court 
“By inward virtue, not external poit, 

“ And find whom justly to prefer above 5^5 

“ The man on whom my judgment placed my love ; 

^ “So shalt thou see his parts and person shine, 

“ And thus compared, the rest a base degenerate line, 

“Nor took I, when I first suiweyed thy court, 

“ His valour or his virtues on report; 530 

“ But trusted what I ought to trust alone, 

“ Relying on thy eyes, and not my owa ; 

“ Thy praise (and thine was then the public voice) 

“ First recommended Guiscard to my choice : 

“ Directed thus by thee, I looked, and found 535 

“ A man I thought deserving to be crowned ! 

** First by my father pointed to my sight, 

“Nor less conspicuous by his native light ; 

“ His mind, his mien, the features of his face, 

“ Excelling all the rest of human lace : 540 

“ These were thy tlioughts, and thou couldst judge aright, 

' “ Till interest made a jaundice in thy sight. 

“ Or should I grant thou didst not rightly see, 

“ Then thou wert first deceived, and I deceived by thee. 

“ But if thou shalt allege, through pride of mind, 545 
* ' Thy blood with one of base condition joined, 

“ ’Tis false ; for ’tis not baseness to be poor : 

“ liis poverty augments thy crime the more; I 


^ Compare in the dedication of the Fahle*? to the Duke of Ormond, “made of a more. pliant 
paste, humble, courteous, and obliging,” p. 490. 
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** Upbraids tby justice with the scant regard 
“ Of worth; whom princes 'praise, they should reward. 550 
“Are these the kings entrusted by the crowd 
“ With wealth, to be dispensed for common good? 

“ The people sweat not for their king’s delight, 

“ To enrich a pimp, or raise a parasite; 

“ Theirs is the toil ; and he who well has served 555 

“ His country, has his country’s wealth deserved. 

“ Even mighty monarchs oft are meanly bom, 

“ And kings by birth to lowest rank return; 

“ All subject to the power of giddy chance, 

“ For Fortune can depress, or can advance ; 

“ But true nobility is of the mind, 

“Not given by chance, and not to chance resigned. 

“ For the remaining doubt of thy decree, 

“ What to resolve, and how dispose of me, 

“ Be warned to cast that useless care aside, 565 

“ My self alone will for my self provide. 

“ If in thy doting and decrepit age, 

“ Thy soul, a stranger in Ihy youth to rage, 

“ Begins in cruel deeds to take delight, 

“ Gorge witli my blood thy barbarous appetite ; 57 ° 

“ For I so little am disposed to pray 
“For life, I would not cast a wish away. 

“ Such as it is, the olFence is all my own ; 

“ And what to Guiscard is already done, 

“ Or to be done, is doomed by thy decree, 575 

“ That, if not executed first by thee, 

“ Shall on my person be performed by me. 

“ Away ! with women weep, and leave me here, 

“ Fixed, like a man, to die without a tear ; 

“ Or save or slay us both this present hour, 5 So 

“ ’Tis all that Fate has left within thy power.” 

She said ; nor did her father fail to find 
In aU she spoke the greatness of her mind ; 

Yet thought she was not obstinate to die, 

Nor .-deemed the death she promised was so nigh : 5^5 

Secure in this belief he left the dame, 

Resolved to spare her life, and save her shame ; 

But that detested object to remove. 

To wreak his vengeance, and to cure her love. 

Intent on this, a secret order signed 
The death of Guiscard to his guards enjoined ; 

Strangling was chosen, and the night the time ; 

A mute revenge, and blind as was the crime : 

His faithful heart, a bloody sacrifice, 

Torn from his breast, to glut the tyrant’s eyes, S' '5 

Closed the severe commaad ; for, slaves to pay, 

What kings decree the soldier must obey : 

Waged against foes, and, when the wars are o’er, 

Fit only to maintain despotic power; 

Dangerous to freedom, and desired alone Coo 
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By kings, who seek an arbitrary throne.* 


c Such wcie these guards ; as ready to have slain 

The Prince him self, allured with greater gain ; 

So was the charge performed with "belter Avill, 

By men enured to blood, and exercised m ill. 

605 

Now, though the sullen sire had eased his mind. 

The pomp of his revenge was yet behind, 

A pomp prepaied to grace the present he designed. 

A goblet rich with gems, and rough with gold, 

Of depth and breadth the precious pledge to hold, 

610 

With cruel care he chose ; the holloWjpart 

Enclosed, the lid concealed the lover’s heart. 

Then of his trusted mischiefs one he sent, 

* And bad him, with these words, the gift present : 

“ Thy father sends thee this to cheer thy breast. 

And glad thy sight with what thou lovest the best, 

“ As thou hast pleased his eyes, and joyed his mind, 
With what he loved the most of human kind.” 

615 

Ere this, the royal dame, who well had weighed 
The consequence of what her sire had said, 

620 

Fixed on her fate, against the expected hour, 

Procured the means to have it in her power ; 

For this she had distilled with early care 

The juice of simples friendly to despair, 


A magazine of death, and thus prepared, 

625 

Secure to die, the fatal message heard : 

Then smiled severe ; nor with a troubled look, 

'' Or trembling hand, the funeral piesent took ; 

Even kept her countenance, when the lid removed 
Disclosed the heart, unfortunately loved. 

630 

She needed not be told within whose breast 

It lodged ; the message had explained the rest. 

Or not amazed, or hiding her surprise, 

She sternly on the bearer fixed her eyes ; 

Then thub : “Tell Tancred, on his daughter’s part, 

^35 

“ The gold, though precious, equals not the heait ; 

“ But he did well to give his best ; and I, 

“ Who wished a worthier um, forgive his poverty.” 

At this she curbed a groan, that else had come, 
And pausing, viewed the present in the tomb 5 

t 

! 

640 

1 Then to the heart adored devoutly glued 

Her lips, and raising it, her speech renewed ; 

! “ Even from my day of birth, to this, the bound 

“ Of my unhappy being, I have found 
“ My father’s care and tenderness expressed; 

64s 

“ But this last act of love excels the rest : 

“For this so dear a present, bear him back 
“ The best return that I can live to make.” 

1 

1 

- * * Dryden here takes the popular side on the question of standing: armies, 

v/hich had a few years. 

before agitated the country against King WxUiam and his ministers. 
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TfiC messenger dispatched, again she viewed 
The loved remains, and, sighing, thus puisued: 650 

“ Source of my life, and lord of my desires, 

** In whom I hved, with whom my soul expires ! 

Poor heart, no more the spring of vital heat, 

“ Cursed be the hands that tore thee from thy scat ! 

** The course is finished which thy fates decreed, 655 

“ And thou from thy corporeal pnson freed : 

'' Soon hast thou reached the goal with mended pace; 

A world of woes dispatched in little space ; 

“ Forced by thy worth, thy foe, in death become 
Thy friend, has lodged thee in a costly tomb. C60 

There yet remained thy funeral exequies, 

The weeping tribute of thy widow’s eyes ; 

“ And those indulgent Heaven has found the way 
“ That I, before my death, have leave to pay. 

“ My father even in cruelty is kind, 665 

‘‘ Or Heaven has turned the malice of his mind 
To better uses than his hate designed. 

And made the insult, which in his gift appears, 

“ The means to mourn thee with my pious teais; 

“ Which I will pay thee down before I go, 670 

** And save myself the pains to weep below, 

** If souls can weep. Though once I meant to meet 
My fate with face unmoved, and eyes unwet, 

Yet, since I have thee here in narrow loom, 

“ My tears shall set thee fir^t afloat within thy tomb. 675 
“ Tlien (as I know thy spirit hovers nigh) 

“ Under thy friendly conduct will I fly 
To regions unexplored, secure to share 
“ Thy state; nor hell shall punishment appear; 

And Heaven is double Heaven, if thou art there.” 680 
She said. Her brimful eyes, that ready stood, 

And only wanted will to weep a flood, 

Released their watery store, and poured amain, 

Like clouds low hung, a sober shower of rain ; 

Mute solemn sorrow, free from female noise, 685 

SucKa'S the majesty of grief destroys; 

For, bending o’er the cup, the tears she shed 
Seemed by the posture to discharge her head, 

O’er-fiUed before ; and oft (her mouth applied 
To the cold heart) she kissed at once, and cried. 690 

Her maids, who stood amazed, nor knew the cause 
Of her complaining, nor whose heart it was, 

Yet all due measures of her mourning kept, 

Did office at the dirge, and by infection wept. 

And oft inquired the occasion of her grief, 695 

Unanswered but by sighs, and offered vain relief. , 

At length, her stock of tears already shed, 

She wiped her eyes, she raised her drooping head. 

And thus pursued : — “ O ever faithful heart, 

“ I have performed the ceremonial part, 700 
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The decencies of grief ; it rests behind, 

“ That, as our bodies were, our souls he joined; 

To thy whale’ cr abode my shade convey, 

“ And, as an elder ghost, direct the way ! ” 

She said ; and bad the vial to be bi ought, 705 

Where she bcfoie had brewed the deadly draught : 

First pouring out the medicinabic bane, 

The heart her teais had rinsed she bathed again ; 

Tlicn down her throat the death securely throws, 

And quaffs a long oblivion of her w'oes. 710 

This done, she mounts the genial bed, and theie 
(Her body first composed with honest care) 

Attends the welcome rest ; her hands yet hold 
Close to her heart the monumental gold ; 

Nor farther word she spolce, but closed her sight, 715 

And quiet sought the covert of the night. 

The damsels, who the while in silence mourned, 

Not knowing nor suspecting death suborned. 

Yet, as their duty was, to Tancred sent, 

Who, conscious of the occasion, feaicd the event. 720 

Alarmed, and with presaging heart, he came 
And diew the curtains, and exposed the dame 
To loathsome light ; then with a late relief 
Made vain efforts to mitigate her grief. 

She, what she could, excluding day, her eyes 725 

Kept firmly sealed, and sternly thus replies : 

“ Tancied, reshain thy tears unsought by me, 

And sorrow unavailing now to thee : 

Did ever man before afilict his mind 
“ To see the effect of -what himself designed ? 750 

Yet, if thou hast remaining in thy heart 
Some sense of love, some unextinguished jiail 
** Of former kindness, largely once professerl, 

“ Let me by that adjure thy haidencd bicast 
“ Not to deny thy daughter’s last request ; 735 

** The secret love which I so long enjoyed, 

“ And still concoalcd to gratify thy pnde, 

* * Thou hast disjoined ,* but, with my dying breath, 

“ Seek not, I beg thee, to disjoin our death * 

“ Where’er his coips by thy command is laid, 7^0 

“ Thithci let mine in i)iibhc be conveyed : 

‘‘ Exposed in open view, and side by side, 

Acknowledged as a bridcgioom and a bride.” 

The Prince’s anguish hindered his reply ; 

And she, who felt her fate approaching mgh, 745 

Seized the cold heait, and heaving to her bieast, 

Here, precious pledge,” she said, “securely rest.” 

These accents were her last ; the creeping death 
Benumbed her senses first, then stopped her breath. 

Thus she for disobedience justly died ; 750 

The sire was justly ])unishcd for his pride ; 

The youth, least guilty, suffered for the offence 
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Of duty violated to his Prince ; 

Who, late repenting of his cruel deed, 

One common sepulchre for both decreed ; 
Entombed the wretched pah in royal state, 
And on their monument inscribed their fate. 


THEODORE AND HONORIA. 

FROM BOCCACE. 

Of all the cities in Romanian lands, 

The chief and most renowned Ravenna stands ; 
Adorned in ancient times with arms and arts, 

And nch inhabitants with generous hearts. 

But Theodore the brave, above the rest, 

With gifts of fortune and of nature blessed, 

The foremost place for wealth and honour held, 

And all in feats of chivalry excelled. 

This noble youth to madness loved a dame 
Of high degree, Honoria was her name ; 

Eair as the fairest, but of haughty mind, 

And fiercer than became so soft a kind ; 

Proud of her birth (for equal she had none), 

The rest she scorned, but hated him alone ; 

His gifts, his constant courtship, nothing gained ; 

For she, the more he loved, the moic disdained. 

He lived with all the pomp he could devise. 

At tilts and turnaments obtained the prize, 

But', found no favour in his lady^s eyes ; 

Relentless as a rock, the lofty maid 
Turned aU to poison that he did or said ; 

Nor prayers nor tears nor offered vows could move ; 
The work went backward j and the more he stiove 
To advance his suit, the farther from her love. 

Wearied at length, and wanting remedy, 

He doubted oft, and oft resolved to die. 

But pride stood ready to prevent the blow, 

For who would die to gratify a foe? 

His generous mind disdained so mean a fate ; 

That passed, his next endeavour was to hate. 

But vainer that relief than all the il' { ; 

TJic le^is he hoped, with more de^lic i)o^>-2-L-d : 

Love stood the siege, and would not }ii.hl hn, biea-if. 

Change was jlic next, but change lJ liib lvll ; 
Tie sought a fairer, but found none so fair. 

He would have uoiii hei uuc by slow devices, 

A\ men by fasting sianx* the uniame-j dficai 
But ixcsent lo\e reqaixcd a pie&enc ease. 
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Looking, he feeds alone his famished eyes, 

Feeds lingering death, but, looking not, he dies. 40 

Yet still he chose the longest way to fate, 

Wasting at once his life and his estate. 

His friends beheld, and pitied him in vain. 

For what advice can ease a lover’s pain? 

Absence, the best expedient they could find, 45 

Might save the fortune, if not cure die mind : 

This means they long proposed, but little gained. 

Yet after much pursuit at length obtained. 

Hard you may think it was to give consent, 

But struggling with his own desires he went; 

With large expense, and with a pompous train, 

Provided as to visit France or Spain, 

Or for some distant voyage o’er the main. 

But Love had clipped his wings, and cut him shoi*t, 

Confined within the purlieus of his court. 55 

Three miles he went, nor farther could retreat ; 

His travels ended at his country seat : 

To Chassi’s pleasing plains he took his way, 

There pitched his tents, and there resolved to stay. 

The spring was in the prime, the neighbouring grove 60 
Supplied with birds, the choristers of love ; 

Music unbought, that ministered delight 
To morning walks, and lulled his caies by night ; 

There he dischaiged his friends, but not the expense 
Of frequent treats and proud magnificence. 65 

He lived as kings retire, though more at large 
From public business, yet with equal charge ; 

With house and heart still open to receive; 

As well content as love would give him leave : 

He would have lived moie free ; but many a guest, 70 

Who could forsake the friend, pursued the feast. 

It happed one morning, as his fancy led. 

Before his usual hour he left his bed. 

To walk within a lonely lawn,* that stood 

On every side surrounded by the wood : 75 

Alone he walked, to please his pensive mind, 

And sought the deepest solitude to find ; 

’Twas in a grove of spreading pines he strayed ; 

The winds within the quivering branches played, 

And dancing trees a mournful music made; 80 

The place it self was suiting to his care, 

Uncouth and savage as the cruel fair. 

He wandered on, unknowing where he went, 

Lost in the wood, and all on love intent : 

The day already half his race had ran, 85 

And summoned him to due repast at noon, 

But Love could feel no hunger but his own. 

* Here the •spelling in the original folio edition is la^tun ; laund occurs in “ Palamon and 
Arcite/* ii. 235, and in, SgS. 
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While listening to the murmuring leaves he stood, 

More than a mile immersed within the wood, 

At once the wind was laid ; the whispering sound 90* 

Was dumb ; a rising earthqliake rocked the ground ; 

With deeper brown the grove was overspread, 

A sudden horror seized his giddy head, 

And his ears tinkled, and his colour fled. 

Nature was in alarm ; some danger nigh 95 

Seemed threatened, though unseen to mortal eye. 

Unused to fear, he summoned all his soul. 

And stood collected in him self— and whole ; 

Not long : for soon a wliirlwind rose around, 

And from afar he heard a screaming sound, 100 

As of a dame distressed, who cried for aid, 

And filled with loud laments the secret shade. 

A thicket close beside the grove there stood, 

With breers and brambles choked, and dwarfish wood ; 

From thence the noise, which now approaching near 105 
With more distinguished notes invades his eai ; 

He raised his head, and saw a beauteous maid 
With hair dishevelled issuing through the shade ; 

! Stripped of her clothes, and e’en those parts revealed 
. Which modest nature keeps from sight concealed. I JO 

Her face, her hands, her naked limbs were tom, 

With passing through the brakes and prickly thoin ; 

Two mastiffs gaunt and grim her flight pursued, 

And oft their fastened fangs in blood imbrued : 

Oft they came up, and pinched her tender side, 115 

“ Mercy, O mercy, Heaven,” she ran, and cried ; 

When Heaven was named, they loosed their Imld again, 

Then sprung she foith, they followed her amain. 

Not far behind, a knight of swarthy face 
High on a coal-black steed pursued the chace ; 120 

With flashing flames his ardent eyes were filled. 

And in his hands a naked sword he held : 

He cheered the dogs to follow her who fled, 

And vowed revenge on her devoted head. 

As Theodore was bom of noble kmd, 125 

The brutal action roused his manly mind : 

Moved with* unworthy usage of the maid, 

He, though unarmed, resolved to give her aid. 

A saplin pine he wrenched from out the ground, 

The readiest weapon that his fury found. 130 

Thus, furnished for offence, he crossed the way 
Betwixt the graceless villain and his prey. 

The knight came ihundenng on, bui, fiom afar, 

Thus in impenoiis tone forbad the war : 

“ Cease, Theodore, to proffer vain lelief, 135 

“ Nor stop tlie vengeance of so ju-st a grief ; 


* Sc jtt has unncceisauly in'-ioduced the befoie wfwji iky, and la followed by R. Cell 
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“ But give me leave to seize my destined prey, 

“ And let eternal justice take the way : 

I but revenge my fate, disdained, betrayed, 

“ And suffering death for this ungrateful maid.’* 140 

He said, at once dismounting from the steed ; 

For now the hell-hounds with superior speed 
Had reached the dame, and, fastening on her side, 

The ground with issuing streams of purple dyed. 

Stood Theodore surprised in deadly fright, ^ 145 

With chattering teeth, and bristling hair upright ; 

Yet armed with inborn worth, — “ Whale’er,” said he, 

“ Thou art, who knowst me better than I thee ; 

Or prove thy lightful cause, or be defied.” 

The spectre fiercely staling, thus replied : 150 

Know, Theodore, thy ancestry I claim, 

‘‘ And Guido Cavalcanti was my name, 

“ One common sire our fatheis did beget, 

** My name and story some remember yet ; 

Thee, then a boy, within my arms I laid, ^ 155 

When for my sms I loved this haughty maid ; 

Not less adoied in life, nor served by me, 

“ Than proud Honoiia now is loved by thee. 

** What did I not her stubborn heart to gain ? 

But all my vows were answered with disdain : 160 

She sconied my sorrows, and despised my pain. 

Long time I dragged my days in fruitless care ; 

“ Then loathing life, and plunged in deep despair, 

To finish my unhappy life I fell 
“ On this sharp sword, and now am damned in hell. 165 
** Short was her joy^ ; for soon the insulting maid 
** By Heaven’s decree in the cold ^ave was laid ; 

“ And as in unrepenting* sin she died, 

“ Doomed to the same bad place, is punished for her pride : 

** Because she deemed T well deserved to die, i *]0 

And made a merit of her cruelty. 

** There, then, we met ; both tried, and both were cast, 

“ And this irrevocable sentence passed, 

“ That she, whom I so long pursued in vain, ^ 

Should suffer from my hands a lingering pain : 175 

** Renewed to life, that she might daily die, 

I daily doomed to follow, she to fly ; 

“No more a lover, but a mortal foe, 

“ I seek her life (for love is none below) ; 

“ As often as my dogs with better speed 180 

“ Airest her flight, is she to death decreed : 

Then with this fatal swoid, on which I died, 

“ I {>ierce her opened + back or tender side, 

“ And tear that hardened heart from out her breast, 

“ Which witli her entrails makes my hungry hounds a feast. 

Unrejtenting improperly changed into mirepenUd in modem editions, 
t Opened changed into opm in modem editions. 
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** Noflies she long, but as her fates ordain, i86 

** Springs up to life, and fresh to second pain, 

Is saved to-day, to-morrow to be slam.” 

This, versed in death, the infernal knight relates, 

And then for proof fulfilled their common fates ; 190 

Her heart and bowels through her back he drew, 

And fed the hounds that helped him to pursue. 

Stem looked the fiend, as frustrate of his will, 

Not half sufficed, and greedy yet to kill. 

And now the soul, expiring through the wound, 195 

Had left the body breathless on the ground, 

When thus the grisly spectre spoke again : 

** Behold the fruit of ill-rewarded pain ! 

** As many months as I sustained her hate, 

“ So many years is she condemned by Fate 200 

*' To daily death ; and every several place 
Conscious of her disdain and my disgrace, 

Must witness her just punishment, and be 
“ A scene of triumph and revenge to me. 

“ As in this grove I took my last farewell, 205 

“ As on this veiy spot of earth I fell, 

“ As Friday saw me die, so she my prey 
“ Becomes even here, on this revolving day.” 

Thus while he spoke, the virgin from the ground 
Upstarted fresh, already closed the wound, 2ro 

And unconcerned for all she felt before. 

Precipitates her flight along the shore : 

The hell-hounds, as ungorged with flesh and blood, 

Pursue their prey, and seek their wonted food : 

The fiend remounts his courser, mends his pace, 215 

And all the vision vanished from the place. 

Long stood the noble youth oppressed with awe 
And stupid at the wondrous things he saw, 

Surpassing common faith, transgi-essing Nature’s law : 

He would have been asleep, and wished to wake, 220 

But dreams, he knew, no long impression make, 

Though strong at first ; if vision, to what end. 

But su6h as must his future state portend. 

His love the damsel, and himself the fiend ? 

But yet reflecting that it could not be 225 

From Heaven, which cannot impious acts decree, 

Resolved within him self to shun the snare 
Which hell for his destruction* did prepare ; 

And as his better genius should direct, 

From an ill cause to draw a good effect. 230 

Inspired from Heaven he homeward look his way. 

Nor palled his new design with long delay; 

But of his train a trusty servant sent 
To call his friends together at his tent. 


Printed disiruciion in folio edition. 
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They came, and, usual salutations paid, 235 

^ With words premeditated tliutf he said : 

What you have often counselled, to remove 
“ My vain pursuit of miregarde<I love, 

“ By thrift my sinking fortune to repair, 

** Though late, yet is at last become my care ; 240 

“ My heart shall be my own ; my vast expense 
** Reduced to bounds by timely providence : 

“ This only I require ; invite for me 
Honoria, with her father^s family, 

“ Her friends and mine; the cause I shall display, 245 
** On Friday next, for that’s the appointed day.” 

Well pleased were all his friends, the task was light, 

The father, mother, daughter they invite ; 

Hardly the dame was drawn to this repast ; 

But yet resolved, because it was the last. 250 

The day was come, the guests invited came. 

And with the rest the inexorable dame : 

A feast prepared with riotous expense, 

Much cost, moie care, and most magnificence. 

The place ordained was in that haunted grove 255 

Where the revenging ghost pin sued his love ; 

The tables in a proud pavilion spiead, 

With flowers below^, and tissue overhead : 

The rest in rank, Honoria, chief in place, 

Was artfully contrived to set her face 260 

To front the thicket and behold the chace. 

The feast was served, the time so well forecast, 

That just when the dessert and fruits were placed, 

The fiend’s alarm began ; the hollow sound 

Sung in the leaves, the forest shook around, 265 

Air blackened, rolled the thunder, groaned the ground. 

Nor long before the loud laments arise, 

Of one distressed, and mastiffs’ mingled cries ; 

And first the dame came rushing through the uood, 

And next the famished hounds that sought their food, 270 
And griped her flanks, and oft essayed their jaws in b]ood. 

Last came the felon on the sable steed, 

Armed with his naked sword, and urged his dogs to speed. 

She ran, and cried, her flight directly bent 

(A guest unbidden) to the fatal tent, 275 

The scene of death, and place ordained for punishment. 

Loud was the noise, aghast was every guest, 

The women shrieked, the men forsook the feast ; 

The hounds at nearer distance hoarsely bayed ; 

The hmiter close pursued the visionary maid, 280 

She rent the heaven with loud laments, imploring aid. 

The gallants, to protect the lady’s right, 

Their fauchions brandished at the grisly spright ;* 

Printed sprighi here in folio edition, and again in line 371, but elsewhere sprJe. See *uote un 
“ Sigismonda and Guiscardo,” line 428. 
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High *011 his stirrups he provoked the fight. 

Then on the crowd he cast a furious look, 

And withered all their strength before he stiooh : 

Back on your lives ! let be,” said he, ‘‘ my j^rey, 

And let my vengeance take the destined way : 

“Vain are your arms, and vainer your defence, 

“ Against the eternal doom of Providence : 

“ Mine is the ungrateful maid by Heaven designed : 

“ Mercy she would not give, nor mercy shall she find.” 

At this the former tale again he told 

With thundering tone, and dreadful to behold : 

Sunk were their hearts with horror of the crime, 

Nor needed to be warned a second time, 

But bore each other back ; some knew the face, 

And all had heard the much lamented case 
Of him who fell for love, and this the fatal place. 

And now the infernal minister advanced, 

Seized the due victim, and with fury lanced^ 

Her back, and piercing through her inmost lieait, 

Drew backward as before the offending part. 

The reeking entiails next he tore away. 

And to his meagre mastiffs made a prey. 

The pale assistants on each other stared, 

With gaping mouths for issuing words pre2:>arcd ; 

The stillborn sounds upon the palate hung. 

And died imperfect on the faltering tongue. 

The fright was general ; but the female band, 

A helpless train, in moie confusion stand : 

With horror shuddeiing, on a heap they run, 

Sick at the sight of hateful justice done ; 

For conscience rung the alarm, and made the case their ( 
So spread upon a lake, with upward eye, 

A plump of fowl behold their foe on high ; 

They close their trembling troop ; and all attend 
On whom the sowsing eagle will descend. 

But most the proud Honoria feared the event, 

And thought to her alone the vision sent. 

Her guilt presents to her distracted mind 
Heaven’s justice, Theodore’s revengeful kind, 

And the same fate to the same sin assigned j 
Already sees her self the monster’s prey, 

And feels her heart and entrails tom away. 

’Twas a mute scene of sorrow, mixed with fear ; 

Still on- the table lay the unfinished cheer : 

The kmght and hungry mastiffs stood aioimd, 

The mangled dame lay breathless on ihc gioiind ; 

When on a sudden, le-inspired with biealli, 

Again she rose, again to suffer death \ 


I * Printed lauched in folio edition Wince faiinilarly spelt 'icuich. <icc note on ‘‘The liiiid .ind 
j tlic Panther," pait 3, line 133. 
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Nor stayed the hell-hounds, nor the hunter stayed, 

But followed, as before, the flying maid ; 

'The avenger took from earth the avenging swoid, 

And mounting light as air his sable steed he spurred : 335 

The clouds dispelled, the sky resumed her light, 

And Nature stood recovered of her fright. 

But fear, the last of ills, remained behind, 

And hoiTor heavy sat on every mind. 

Nor Theodore encouiaged more his feast, 5.I0 

But sternly looked, as hatching in his breast 
Some deep design, which when Honoiia viewed 
The fresh impulse her former flight renewed ; 

She thought her self the trembling dame who fled, 

And him the grisly ghost that spuri'ed the infernal steed : 

The moie dismayed, for when the gucbts withdiew, 346 
Their courteous host saluting all the crew. 

Regardless passed her o’er, nor graced with kind adieu. 

That sting infixed within her haughty mind, 

The downfall of her empiic she divined; 330 

And her proud heart with secret sorrow pined. 

Home as they went, the sad discourse lenewcd. 

Of the relentless dame to death pursued, 

And of the sight obscene so lately viewed ; 

None durst arraign the righteous doom she boic, 335 

Even they who pitied most yet blamed her moie : 

The parallel they needed not to name, 

But in the dead they damned the living dame. 

At every little noise she looked behind, 

For still the knight was present to her mind : 360 

And anxious oft she started on the way, 

And thought the horseman-ghost came thimdciing for his pri y. 
Returned, she took her bed with little lest, 

But in short slumbers dreamt the funeral feast : 

Awaked, she turned her side, and slept again ; 365 

The same black vapours mounted in her brain, 

And the same dreams returned with double pain. 

Now forced to wake, because afraid to sleep, 

Her blood all fevered, w'ith a furious leap 
She sprung from bed, disti acted in her mind, 370 

And feared, at every step, a twitching spriglit behind. 
Darkling and desperate, with a staggering pace, 

Of death afraid, and conscious of disgrace, 

Fear, piide, remorse, at once her heart assailed ; 

Pride put remorse to flight, but fear prevailed. 375 

Friday, the fatal day, when next it came, 

Her soul forethought the fiend would change his game, 

And her pursue, or Theodore be slain, 

And two ghosts join their packs to hunt her o’er the plain. 

This dreadful image so possessed her mind, 380 

That, desperate any succour else to find, 

She ceased all farther hope ; and now began 
To make reflection on the unhappy man. 
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Rich, brave, and young, who past expression loved, 

Proof to disdain, and not to be removed : 385 

Of all the men respected and^admired, 

Of all the dames, except her self, desiied 

Why not of her? preferred above the rest 

By him with knightly deeds, and open love professed ? 

So had another been, where he his vows addressed. 390 
This quelled her pride, yet other doubts remained, 

That once disdaining, she might be disdained. 

The fear was just, but greater fear prevailed, 

Fear of her life by hellish - hounds assailed : 

He took a lowering leave \ but who can tell 395 

What outward hate might inward love conceal ? 

Her sex’s arts she knew, and why not then 
Might deep dissembling have a place in men ? 

Here hope began to dawn ; resolved to try, 

She fixed on fliis her utmost remedy ; 400 

Death was behind, but hard it was to die : 

’Twas time enough at last on death to call ; 

The precipice in sights a shrub’was all 

That kindly stood betwixt to break the fatal fall. 

One maid she had, beloved above the rest : 405 

Secure of her, the secret she confessed ; 

And now the cheerful light her fears dispelled, 

She with no winding turns the truth concealed, 

But put the woman off, and stood revealed : 

With faults confessed, commissioned her to go, 410 

If pity yet had place, and reconcile her foe. 

The welcome message made was soon received ; 

’Twas what hef wished and hoped, but scarce believed : 

Fate seemed a fair occasion to present, 

He knew the sex, and feared she might repent 415 

Should he delay the moment of consent. 

There yet remained to gain her friends (a care 
The modesty of maidens well might spaie) ; 

But she with such a zeal the cause embraced, 

(As won^en, where they will, are all in haste,) 420 

The father, mother, and the kin beside, 

Were overborne by fury of the tide ; 

With full consent of all she changed her state \ 

Resistless in her love, as, in her hate. 

By her example warned, the rest beware ; 425 

More easy, less imperious, were the fair ; 

And that^ne hunting, which the devil designed 
For one fair female, lost him half the kind. 


* The French idiom, respected of ^ admired of desired of has been noticed in earlier poems 
of Dry den. See note on * * The Medal, ”79 
+ What he wrongly changed to to he in the Wartons* and Bell’s editions 
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Poeta loqidtur. 

Old as I am, forlady^s love unfit, 

The power of beauty I remember yet, 

Which once inflamed my soul, and still inspires my wit. 

If love be folly, the severe divine * 

Has felt diat folly, though he censures mine ; 5 

Pollutes the pleasures of a chaste embrace, 

Acts what I write, and piopagates in grace, 

With riotous excess, a priestly race. 

Suppose him free, and that I forge the offence, 

He showed the way, perverting first my sense : 10 

In malice witty, and with venom fiaught. 

He makes me speak the things I never thought. 

Compute the gams of his ungovemed xeal 5 
111 suits his cloth the praise of railing well. 

The world will think that what we loosely write, 15 

Though now arraigned, he readjwith some delight ; 

Because he seems to chew the cud again, 

When his bioad comment makes the text too plain, 

And teaches more in one explaining page 
Than all the double meanings of the stage. 20 

What needs he paraphrase on what we mean ? 

We were at worst but wanton 5 he’s obscene. 

I nor my fellows nor my self excuse ; 

But Love’s the subject of the comic hluse ; 

Nor can we write without it, nor would you 25 

A tale of only dry instruction view. 

Nor love is always of a vicious kind, 

But oft to virtuous acts intlamcs the mind, 

Awakes the sleepy vigour of the soul. 

And, brushing o’er, adds motion to tlie pool. 30 

Love, studious how to please, improves our parts 
With polished manners, and adonis with aits. 

Love first invented verse, and formed the ihyme, 

The motion measured, harmonized the chime ; 

To liberal acts enlarged the narrow-souled, 35 

Softened the fierce, and made the coward bold ; 

The woild, when waste, he peopled with increase, 

And waning nations reconciled in peace. 

Onnond, the first, and all the fail may find. 

In this one legend to their fame designed, ^ 40 

When beauty fires the blood, how love exalts the mind. 


* Collier’s attack on the immorality of Dryden’s plays is here replied to : unable tr> make a^eood 
defence, Dryden resorts to abuse, and, a Roman Catholic convert, he denounces the maniagc ol 
Protestant clergymen. 
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In iKat sweet isle, where Venus keeps her court, 

And every grace, and all the loves, resort ; 

Where either sex is formed of softer earth, 

And takes the bent of pleasure from their birth ; 45 

There lived a Cyprian lord, above the rest 
Wise, wealthy, with a numerous issue blest. 

But, as no gift of fortune is sincere,* 

Was only wanting in a woithy heir : 

His eldest bom, a goodly youth to view, 50 

Excelled the rest in shape and outward shew, 

Fair, tall, his limbs with due proportion joined, 

But of a heavy, dull, degenerate mind. 

His soul belied the features of his face ; 

Beauty was there, but beauty in disgrace. 55 

A clownish mien, a voice with rustic sound. 

And stupid eyes that ever loved the ground, 

He looked like Nature’s en-or, as the mind 
And body were not of a piece designed, 

But made for two, and by mistake in one were joined. 60 
The ruling rod, the father’s forming care, 

Were exercised in vain on wit’s despair ; 

The more informed, the less he understood. 

And deeper sunk by floundering in the mud. 

Now scorned of all, and gro\vn the public shame, 65 

The people from Galesus changed his name, 

And Cymon called, which signifies a brute ; 

So well his name did with his nature suit. 

His father, when he found his labour lost. 

And care employed that answered not the cost, 70 

Chose an ungrateful object to remove, 

And loathed to see what Nature made him love ; 

So to his country-farm the fool confined ; 

Rude work well suited with a rustic mind. 

Thus to the wilds the sturdy Cymon went, 75 

A squire among the swains, and pleased with banishment. 
His corn and cattle were his only care, 

And his supreme delight a country-fair. 

It happened on a summer’s holiday. 

That to the greenwood-shade he took his way ; 80 

For Cymon shunned the church, and used not much to pray. 
His quarter-staff, which he could ne’er forsake, 

Hung half before and half behind his back. 

He trudged along, unknowing what he sought, 

And whistled as he went, for want of thought. 85 

By chance conducted, or by tliiist constrained, 

The deep recesses of the grove he gained ; 

Where, in a plain defended by the wood. 

Crept through the matted grass a crystal flood, 

By which an alabaster fountain stood ; 90 


For this use in accordance with its Latin meaning as tmalloyed^ so common in 

BrjAeui sec notes on “ Sigisraonda and Guiscardo,*' line 477, and ‘‘Annus Mirabilis,** stanza 20;^ 
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And on the margin of the fount was laid, 

Attended by her slaves, a sleeping maid ; 

Like Dian and her nymphs, when, tired with sjioit, 

To rest by cool Eurotas they resort. 

The dame her self the goddess well expressed, 95 

Not more distinguished by her purple vest 
Than by the charming features of her face, 

And, even in slumber, a superior grace : 

Her comely limbs composed with decent care, 

Her body shaded with a slight cymarr ; 100 

Her bosom to the view was only bare : 

Wheie two beginning paps were scarcely spied, 

For yet their places were but signified : 

The fanning wind upon her bosom blows, 

To meet the fanning wind the bosom lose ; 105 

The fanning wind and purling streams continue her repose. 

The fool of natuie stood with stupid eyes. 

And gaping mouth, that testified surpiise, 

Fixed on hei face, nor could remove his sight, 

New as lie was to love, and novice in delight : iio 

Long mule he stood, and leaning on his staff. 

His wonder witnessed with an idiot laugh ; 

Then would have spoke, but by Ins glimmciing sense 
First found his want of words, and feared offence : 

Doubted for what he was he should be known, 1 15 

By his clown-accent and his country-tone. 

Through the rude chaos thus the running light 
Shot the first ray that pierced the native night : 

Then day and darkness in the mass were mixed, 

Till gathered in a globe the beams were fixed : 120 

Last shone the sun, who, radiant in his sphere, 

Illumined heaven and earth, and rolled around the year. 

So reason in this brutal soul began ; 

Love made him first suspect he was a man ; 

Love made him doubt his broad barbarian sound ; 125 

By love his want of words and wit he found ; 

That sense of want prepared the future way 
To knowledge, and disclosed the promise of a day. 

What not his father’s caie nor tutor’s irt 
Could plant with pains in his unpolished heait, 130 

The best instructor, Love, at once inspired, 

As barren grounds to fruitfulness are fired ;* 

Love taught him shame, and shame with love at strife 
Soon taught the sweet civilities of life. 

His gross material soul at once could find 135 

Somewhat in her excelling all her kind ; 

Exciting a desire till then unknown. 

Somewhat unfound, or found in her alone. 

** Ssepe etiam steriles incendere profuit agros 
Atque levem stipulam crepitattUbub urere 

ViSG. Ceof£' i. 84. 
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This made the first impression on his mind, 

Above, but just above, the brdtal kind. 140 

For beasts can like, but noj’ distinguish too. 

Nor their own liking by reflection know ,* 

Nor why they like or this or t’other face. 

Or judge of this or that peculiar gi*ace ; 

But love in gross,* and stupidly admire ; 145 

As flies, allured by light, approach the fire. 

Thus our man-beast, advancing by degrees, 

First likes the whole, then separates what he sees ; 

On several parts a several praise bestows, 

The ruby lips, the well-proportioned nose, 150 

The snowy skin, the raven-glossy hair, 

The dimpled cheek, the forehead rising fair, 

And even in sleep it self a smiling air. 

From thence his eyes descending viewed the rest. 

Her plump round arms, white hands, and heaving breast. 
Long on the last he dwelt, though every part 156 

A pointed arrow sped to pierce his hcait. 

Thus in a trice a judge of beauty grown, 

(A judge erected from a country clown,) 

He longed to see her eyes in slumber hid, 160 

And wished his own could pierce within the lid. 

He would have waked her, but restrained his thought, 

And love new-bom the first good manners taught. 

An awful fear his ardent wish withstood, 

Nor durst disturb the goddess of the wood ; 165 

For such she seemed by her celestial face, 

Excelling all the rest of human lace ; 

And things divine, by common sense he knew, 

Must be devoutly seen at distant view : 

So checking his desire, with trembling heart 1 70 

Gazing he stood, nor would nor could depart ; 

Fixed as a pilgrim wildered in his way. 

Who dares not stir by night, for fear to stray ; 

But stands with awful eyes to watch the dawn of day. 

At length awaking, Iphigenc the fair 175 

(So was the beauty called who caused his care) 

Unclosed her eyes, and double day revealed, 

While those of all her slaves in sleep were sealed. 

The slavering cudden,+ propped upon his staff. 

Stood ready gaping vrith a grinning laugh, iSo 

To welcome her awake, nor durst begin 
To spe“,k, but wisely kept the fool within. 

Then she : “ What make you, Cymon, here alone ? ” J 
(For Cymon’s name was round the country known. 


* In gross, in the general ; so in ** Religxo I.aid,” 322. Grossly is used in the same way in one 
of the Prologues to the University of Oxford of i68i, p 451 : “ London hkes grossly.” 

+ Cudden, a down. Dryden uses the word again in his comedy of Sir Martin Mar-all,” 
act 5, scene 3, * 

J “What make you?” Ma^e here means “What are you doing?” Compaie “The Wife 
of Bath's Tale,” 229, where, as here, the modern editors have all substituted makes for make* 
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Because descended of a noble mce, 
f And for a soul ill sorted with hjs face.) 

• But still the sot stood silent with surprise, 

With fixed regard on her new opened eyes, 

And in his breast received the envenomed dart, 

A tickling pain that pleased amid the smart. 

iSs 

190 

But conscious of her form, "with quick distri’ t 

She saw his sparkling eyes, and feared his brutal lust. 
This to prevent, she waked her sleepy crew, 

And rising hasty took a shoit adieu. 

Then Cymon first his rustic voice essayed, 

195 

With proffered service to the parting maid 

To see her safe ; his hand she long denied, 

But took at length, ashamed of such a guide. 

So Cymon led her home, and leaving there, 

No more would to his country clowns repair. 

200 

But sought his father’s house, with better mind, 

Refusing in the farm to be confined. 

The father wondered at the son’s return, 

' And knew not whether to rejoice or mourn ; 

But doubtfully received, expecting still 

205 

To learn the secret causes of his altered will. 

Nor was he long delayed : the first lequest 

He made, was like his brothers to be dressed, 

And, as his birth required, above the rest 

With ease his suit was granted by his sire, 

1 

210 

Distinguishing his heir by rich attire : 

' ' His body thus adorned, he next designed 

With liberal arts to cultivate his mind ; 

He sought a tutor of his own accord, 

And studied lessons he before abhorred. 

215 

Thus the man-child advanced, and learned so fast, 
That in short time his equals he surpassed : 

His biutal manners from his breast exUed, 

His mien he fashioned, and his tongue he filed ; 

In every exercise of all admired, 

220 

He seemed, nor only seemed, but was inspired: 
Inspired by love, whose business is to please ; 

He rode, he fenced, he moved with graceful ease, 

More famed for sense, foi courtly carriage more, 

Than for his brutal folly known before. 

225 

What then of altered Cymon shall we say, 

^ But that the fire which choked in ashes lay, 

A load too heavy for his soul to move, 

Was upward blown below, and brushed away by love? 
Love made an active pi ogress through his mind, 

230 

The dusky parts he cleared, the gross refined, 

The drowsy waked ; and, as he went, impressed 

The Maker’s image on the human breast. 

Thus was the man amended by desiie, 

And, though he loved perhaps with too much fire, 

2-35 

His father all his faults witli reason scanned, 
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And liked an erior of tlie ketter hand ; 

Excused the excess of passionhn his mind, 

By flames too fierce, perhaps too much refined : 

So Cymon, since his sire indulged his will, 240 

Impetuous loved, and would be Cymon still ; 

Galesus he disowned, and chose to bear 

The name of fool, confirmed and bishoped by the fair. 

To Cipseus by his friends his suit he moved, 

Cipseus the father of the fair he loved ; 245 

But he was pre-engaged by former ties, 

While Cjnnon was endeavouring to be wise ; 

And Iphigene, obliged by former vows. 

Had given her faith to wed a foreign spouse : 

Her sire and she to Rhodian Pasimond, 250 

Though both repenting, were by promise bound. 

Nor could retract ; and thus, as Fate decreed, 

Though better loved, he spoke loo late to speed. 

The doom was past ; the ship already sent 
Did all his tardy diligence prevent ; 255 

Sighed to her sdf the fair unhappy maid, 

While stormy Cymon thus in secret said : 

‘‘ The time is come for Iphigene to find 
“ The miracle she wrought upon my mind ; 

Pier charms have made me man, her ravished love 260 
“ In rank shall place me with the blessed above. 

‘‘For mine by love, by force she shall be mine, 

“ Or death, if force should fail, shall finish my design.’* 
Resolved he said ; and rigged with speedy care 
A vessel strong, and well equipped for war. 265 

The secret ship with chosen friends he stored, 

And bent to die, or conquer, went aboard. 

Ambushed he lay behind the C3q)rian shore, 

Waiting the sail that all his wishes bore ; 

Nor long expected, for the following tide 2 70 

Sent out the hostile ship and beauteous bride. 

To Rhodes the rival bark directly steered. 

When Cymon sudden at her back appeared. 

And stopped her flight : then standing on his prow, 

In haughty terms he thus defied the foe : 275 

“ Or strike your sails at summons, or prepare 
“ To prove the last extremities of war.” 

Thus warned, the Rhodians for the fight provide ; 

Already were the vessels side by side. 

These gbstinate to save, and those to seize the bride. 2S0 
But Cyinon soon his crooked grapples cast, 

Which with tenacious hold his foes embraced, 

And, armed with sword and shield, amid the press he 
passed. 

Fierce was the fight, but hastening to his prey, 

By force the furious lover freed his v/ay ; 285 

PHm self alone dispersed the Rhodian crew. 

The weak disdained, the valiant overthrew 5 
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Cheap conquest for his following friends remained, 

He reaped the field, and they but only gleaned* 

• ifis victory confessed, the foes retreat, 290 

And cast their weapons at the victoris feet. 

Whom thus he cheered : O Khodian youth, I fought 
“ For love alone, nor other booty sought ; 

“ Your lives are safe ; your vessel I resign, 

Youis be your own, lestoring what is mine ; 295 

“ In Iphigene I claim my rightM due, 

“ Robbed by my rival, and detained by you : 

“ Your Pasimond a lawless bargain drove, 

‘‘ The parent could not sell the daughters love ; 

“ Or if he could, my love disdains the laws, 300 

And like a king by conquest gains his cause ; 

‘‘ Where arms take place, all other pleas are vain ; 

“ Love taught me force, and force shall love maintain. 

“You, what by strength you could not keep, lelease, 

“ And at an easy ransom buy your peace.” 305 

Fear on the conquered side soon signed the accotd, 

And Iphigene to Cymoii was restoied. 

While to his arms the blushing bride he took, 

To seeming sadness she composed her look ; 

As if by force subjected to his will, ^ 310 

Though pleased, dissembling, and a woman still. 

And, for she wept, he wiped her falling tears, 

And prayed her to dismiss her empty fears ; 

“For yours I am,” he said, “and have deserved 
“ Your love much better, whom so long I served, 315 
“ Than he to whom yoiu: formal father tied 
“ Your vows, and sold a slave, not sent a bride.” 

Thus while he spoke, he seized the willing prey, 

As Pans bore the Spartan spouse away. 

Faintly she screamed, and even her eyes confessed 320 
She rather would be thought, than was, distressed. 

Who now exults but Cymon in his mind ? ^ 

Vain hopes and empty joys of human kind, 

Proud 01 the present, to the future blind I 

Secure of fate, while Cymon ploughs the sea, 325 

And steers to Candy with his conquered prey, 

Scarce the third glass of measured hours was run, 

When like a fiery meteor sunk the sun, 

The promise of a storm ; the shifting gales 

Forsake by fits and fill the flagging sails ; 33 ® 

Hoarse murmurs of the main fiom far were heard, 

And night came on, not by degrees prepared, 

But all at once ; at once the winds arise, 

The thunders roll, the forky lightning flies. 

In vam the master issues out commands, 335 

In vain the trembling sailors ply their hands j 
The tempest unforeseen prevents their care, 

* For this interrogative turn see *' Palamon and Arcite,” book i, line 381, and note. - 


640 


CYMON AND IPHIGENIA, 


And fiom the first they labour in despair. 

The giddy ship betwixt the wifids and tides, 

Forced back and forwards, in a circle lides, 340^ 

Stunned with the different Hows ; then shoots amain, 

Till counterbufied she stops, and sleeps again. 

Not more aghast the proud archangel fell, 

Plunged from the height of heaven to deepest hell, 

Than stood the lover of his love possessed, 345 

Now cursed the more, the more he had been blessed ; 

More anxious for her danger than his own, 

Death he defies, but would be lost alone. 

Sad Iphigeiie to womanish complaints 
Adds pious prayers, and wearies all the saints ; 350 

Even if she could, her love she would repent. 

But since she cannot, dreads the punishment : 

Her forfeit faith and Pasimond betrayed 
Are ever present, and her crime upbraid. 

She blames her self, nor blames her lover less ; 355 

Augments her anger as her fears increase ; 

From her own back the burden would remove, 

And lays the load on his ungovemed love, 

Which interposing durst, in Heaven’s despite, 

Invade and violate another’s right : 360 

The Powers incensed awhile deferred his pain, 

And made him master of his vows in vain : 

But soon they punished his presumptuous pride ; 

That for his daring enterpnsc she died, 

Who rather not resisted than comphed. ' 365 

Then, impotent of mind, wrth altered sense, 

She hugged the offender, and forgave the offence, 

Sex to the last. Mean time with sails declined 
The wandering vessel drove before the wind, 

Tossed and' retossed, aloft, and then alow ; 370 

Nor port they seek, nor certain course they know, 

But every moment wait the coming blow. 

Thus blindly driven, by breaking day they viewed 
The land before them, and their fears renewed ; 

The land was welcome, but the tempest bore 375 

The threatened ship against a rocky shore. 

A winding bay was near ; to this they bent, ' 

And just escaped ; their force already spent. 

Secure from storms, and panting from the sea, 

The land unknown at leisure they survey ; 3S0 

And saw (but soon their sickly sight withdrew) 

The risifTg towers of Rhodes at distant view ; 

And cursed the hostile shore of Pasimond, 

Saved from the seas, and shipwrecked on the ground. 

The frighted sailors tried their strength in vain 38 5 

To turn the stem, and tempt the stormy main ; 

Bui the stiff wind withstood the labourjiig oar, 

And forced them forward on the fatal shore ! 

The crooked keel now bites the Rhodian strand, 
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And the ship moored constrains the crew to land : 

, Yet still they might be safe, because unknown ; 

IJiit as ill fortune seldom comes'alone, 

The vessel they dismissed was dnven before, 

Already sheltered on their native shore ; 

390 

Known each, they know, but each with change of cheer ; 395 1 

The vanquished side exults ; the victors fear ; 1 

Not them but theirs, made prisoners ere they fight, 

Despairing conquesi and deprived of flight 

The country rings around with loud alarms, 

And raw in fields the rude militia swarms f 

Mouths without hands ; maintained at vast expense, 

In peace a charge, in war a weak defence ; 

Stout once a month they march, a blustering band. 

<00 

And ever, but in times of need, at hand ; 

This was the morn when, issuing on the guard. 

Drawn up in rank and file they stood prepared 

Of seeming anns to make a short essay, 

Then hasten to be drunk, the business of the clay. 

The cowards would have fled, but that they knew 


405 

1 Them selves so many, and their foes so few ; 

' But crowding on, the last the first impel, 

1 Till overborne with weight the Cyprians fell. 

, Cymon enslaved, who first the war begun, 

And Iphigene once more is lost and won. 

<10 

Deep in a dungeon was the captive cast. 

Deprived of day, and held in fetters fast ; 

His life was only spared at their request, 
i Whom taken he so nobly had released : 

But Iphigenia was the ladies’ care, 

41:5 

Each in their turn addressed to treat the fair ; 

1 While Pasimond and his the nuptial feast prepare. 

Her secret soul to Cymon was inclined, 

But she must suffer what her fates assigned ; 

So passive is the church of womankind. 

,420 

What worse to Cymon could his fortune deal. 

Rolled to the lowest spoke of all her wheel ? 

It rested to dismiss the downward weight, 

Or raise him upward to his former height ; 

The latter pleased ; and love (concerned the most) 

.425 

Prepared the amends for what by love he lost. 

The sire of Pasimond had left a sou. 

Though younger, yet for courage earlyknown, 

Ormisda called, to whom, by promise tied, 

A Rhodian beauty was the destined bride.; 

43«> 

Cassandra was her name, above the rest 

Renowned for biith, with fortune amply bles.sed. 
Lysimachus, who ruled the Rhodian state, 

Was then by choice their annual magistrate : 

435 1 

A sneering preference to the English rallitia: and Dryden has already 
denounced a standing army (** Sigismonda and Guiscardo, ’ 596), 

T T 

in the “Fables” 



642 


CVMON AND UPHIGENIA: 


He loved Cassandra too with equal fire, 

But Fortune had not favoured his desire ; 440 

Crossed by her friends, by her not disapproved, , 

Nor yet preferred, or like ©rmisda loved : 

So stood the affair : some little hope remained. 

That, should his rival chance to lose, he gained. 

Meantime young Pasimond his mariiage pressed,’ 445 
Ordained the nuptial day, prepared the frast ; 

And frugally resolved (the charge to shun, 

Which would be double should he wed alone,) 

To join his brother’s bridal with his own.. 

Lysimachus, oppressed with mortal grief, 450 

Received the news, and studied quick relief ; 

The fatal day approached j if force were used, 

The magistrate his public trust abused ; 

To justice liable, as law required, 

For when his office ceased, his power expired : 455 

While power remained, the means were in his hand 
By force to seize, and then forsake tlie land : 

Betwixt extremes he knew not how to move, 

A slave to fame, but more a slave to love \ 

Restraining others, yet him self not free, 460 

Made impotent by power, debased by dignity. 

Both sides he weighed : but after much debate. 

The man prevailed above the magistrate. 

Love never fails to master what he finds, 

But works a different way in different minds, 465 

The fool enlightens, and the wise he blinds. 

This youth proposing to possess and scape, 

Began in murder, to conclude in rape : 

Unpraised by me, though Heaven sometime may bless . 

An impious act with undeserved success : 470 

The great, it seems, are privileged alone, 

To punish all injustice but their own. 

But here I stop, not daring to proceed, 

Yet blush to flatter an unrighteous deed ; 

For crimes are but permitted, not decreed. 475 

Resolved on force, his wit the praetor bent 
To find the means that might secure the event ; 

Nor long he laboured, for his lucky thought 
In captive Cymon found the friend he sought. 

The example pleased : the cause and crime the same, 480 
An injured lover and a ravished dame. 

How much he durst he knew by what he dared, 

The l^s he had to lose, the less he cared 
To menage* loathsome life when love was the reward. 

This pondered well, and fixed on his intent, 48$ 

In depth of night he for the prisoner sent ; 


* Drydte's-JYench spelling, menage^ preserved here as before in the Dedication of ‘'Eleonora,” 

pagft347. 
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In secret sent, the public view to §hun, 

- Then with a sober smile he thus begun : 

“ The Powers above, who bounteously bestow 


Their gifts and graces on mankind below, 

** Yet prove our merit first, nor blindly give 

To such as are not worthy to receive : 

For valour and for virtue they provide 
“ Their due reward, but first they must be tried : 

490 

“ These fruitful seeds within your mind they sowed ; 

*Twas yours to improve the talent they bestowed j 
** They gave you to be born of noble kind, 

They gave you love to lighten up your mind 
“ And purge the grosser paits ; they gave you caie 

495 

I 

“To please, and courage to deserve the fair. 

“ Thus far they tiled yon, and by proof they found 
“ The grain entrusted in a grateful ground : 

“ But still the great experiment remained, 

“ They suffered you to lose the prize you gained, 

500 , 

i 

) 

\ 

“ That you might learn the gift was theirs alone, 

“ And, when restored, to them the blessing own. 

“ Restored it soon will be ; the means prepared, 

“ The difficulty smoothed, the danger shared: 

“ But be your self, the care to me resign, 

50s 1 

! 

! 

1 

“ Then Iphigene is yours, Cassandra mine. 

Sio 1 

“ Your rival Pasimond pursues your life. 

“ Impatient to revenge his ravished wife, 

“ But yet not his ; to-morrow is behind, 

? “ And Love our fortunes in one band has joined i 


“ Two brothers are our foes, Ormisda mine 
“ As much declared as Pasimond is thine : ^ 

“ To-morrow must their common vows be tied: 

“ With Love to friend, and Fortune for our guide, ^ 

“ Let both resolve to die, or each redeem a bride. 

515 

“ Right I have none, nor hast thou much to plead ; 

“ ’Tis force, when done, must justify the deed : 

“ Our task performed, we next prepare for flight : 

“ And let the losers talk'in vain of right : 

“We with the fair will Sail before the wind ; 

520 

“ If they are grieved, I leave the laws behind. 

“ Speak thy resolves : if now thy courage dioop, 

“ Despair in prison and 'abandon hope ; 

“ But if thou darest in arms- thy love le^in, 

“ (For liberty without thy love were vain :) 

“ Then second my design to seize the^prey, 

525 


“ Or lead to second rape, for well thou knowest the way 
Said Cymon, overjoyed : “Do thou propose 
“ The means to fight, and only show the foes 
“ For from the first, when love had fired my mind, 


“ Resolved, I left the care of life behind.” 

535 

1 * This line is repeated from “ Palamon and Arcite,” book i, line ra. 

TT 2 
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' To this the bold Lysimachus replied, 

“ Let Heaven be neuter an 5 . the sword decide : 

‘ ‘ The spousals are prepared, already play 
The minstrels, and provoke the tardy day : 

“ By this the bndes are waked, their grooms are dressed ; 

“ All Rhodes is summoned to the nuptial feast, 541 

All but my self, the sole unbidden guest. 

** Unbidden though I am, I will be there, 

And, joined by thee, intend to joy the fair. 

“Now hear the rest ; when day resigns the light, 545 
** And cheerful torches gild the jolly night, 

“ Be ready at my call ; my chosen few 
“ With arms administered shall aid thy crew. 

V Then entering unexpected wdll we seize 
“ Our destined prey, from, men dissolved in ease, -550 

“ By wine disabled, unprepared for fight, 

“ And hastening to the seas, suborn our flight : 

“ The seas are ours, for I command the fort, 

“ A ship well manned expects us in the port : 

“ If they, or if their friends,, the prize contest, 555 

Death shall attend the man who dares resist.” 

It pleased ; the prisoner to his hold retired. 

His troop with equal emulation fired, 

All fixed to fight, and all their wonted work required- 
The sun arose ; the streets were thronged around, . 560 
The palace opened, and the posts were crowned. 

The double bridegroom at the door attends 
The expected spouse, and entertains the friends: 

They meet, they lead to church, the priests invoke 
The Powers, and feed the flames with fragrant smoke. 565 
This done, they feast, and at the close of night 
By kindled torches vary their delight, 

These lead the lively dance, and those the brimming .bowls 
invite. 

Now, at the appointed place and hour assigned. 

With souls resolved the ravishers were joined : 5.70 

Three bands are formed y .the first is sent before 
To fiivour the retreat and guard the shore ; 

The 'Second at the palace-gate is placed, 

And up the lofty stairs ascend the last : 

A peaceful troop they seem with shining vests, 575 

But coats of mail beneath secure their breasts. 

Dauntless they enter, Cymon at their head. 

And find the feast renewed, the table spread : 

Sw^e^c voices, mixed with instiiimental sounds, 

Ascend the vaulted roof, the vaulted roof rebounds. 580 
When, like the harpies, rushing through the hall 
The sudden troop appears, the tables fell, 

Their smoking load is »on the pavement thrown ; 

Each ravisher prepares to seize his owm : 

/The brides, invaded with a rude embrace, 585 

Shriek out for aidy confusion .fills the place. 
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Quick to redeem the prey their plighted lords 
Advance, the palace gleams with* shining swoids. 

But late is ail defence, and succoiy: vain; 

The rape is made, the ravisheis remain : 590 

Two sturdy slaves were only sent befoie 
To bear the purchased prize in safety to the shore. 

The troop retires, the lovers close the rear. 

With forward faces not confessmg fear: 

Backward they move, but scorn Sieir pace to mend; 595 
Then seek the stairs, and with slow haste descend. 

Fierce Pasimond, their passage to prevent, 

Thrust full on Cymon’s back in his descent, 

The blade returned unbathed, and to the handle bent. 

Stout Cymon soon remounts, and cleft in two 600 

PIis rival’s head with one descending blow : 

And as the next in rank Ormisda stood, 

Pie turned the point; the sword enured to blood 
Bored his unguarded breast, which poured a put pie flood. 

With vowed revenge the gathering crowd puisues, 605 
The ravishers turn head, the fight renews ; 

The hall is heaped with corps ; the sprinkled gore 
Besmears the walls, and floats the marble floor. 

Dispersed at length, the drunken squadron flies, 

The victors to their vessel beai the prize, 610 

And hear behind loud groans, and lamentable cries. 

The crew with meiry shouts their aucliois weigh, 

Then ply their oara, and brush the buxom sea, 

While troops of gathered Rhodians crowd the key.*’ 

What should the people do when left alone ? 615 

The governor and government are gone; 

The public wealth to foreign parts conveyed ; 

Some troops disbanded, and the rest unpaid. 

Rhodes is the sovereign of the sea no more ; 

Their ships unrigged, and spent their naval store ; 620 

They neither could defend nor can puisue, 

But grind their teeth, and cast a helpless view: 

In vain with darts a distant war they try, 

Short, and more short, the missive weapons fly. 

Mean while the ravishers their crimes enjoy, 625 

And flying sails and sweeping oars employ : 

The cliffs of Rhodes in little space aie lost ; 

Jove’s isle they seek, nor Jove denies his coast. 

In safety landed on the Candian shore, 

With generous wines their spirits they restore ; 630 

There Cymon with his Rhodian friend resides, 

Both court and wed at once the vdliing brides. 


* the spelling of the folio edition, qiiay being here meant. The spelling was similarly 
preserved in “Annus Mirabilis,” stanea 231 See note on “ Sigismonda and Guiscardo,” Iir« 133 
This ts another example of the pronunciation of key as kay^ rhyming with iveigk and with $ea^ 
which was similarly pronounced. See note on pronunciation of sea m line 16 “verses fo the 
Duchess of York,” p. 32. 



A war ensues, the Cretanjs own their cause, 
Stiff to defend their hosprtable laws : 

Both parties lose by turns, and neither wins, 
Till peace, propounded by a truce, , begins. 
The kindred of the slain forgive the deed, 
But a short exile must for show precede : 

The term expired, from Candia they remove. 
And happy each at home enjoys his love. 



TRANSLATIONS OF LATIN HYMNS 

AND 


MINOR MISCELLANIES. 



INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 

T}ie first translated hymn^ the “ Veni^ Creator SfiirituSt’' has been from the first in 
collections of Diy denis Poems : it was printed in Tonson's folio edition of 1701 . 
The translations of the “ Te Denm ” and the “ Hymn for St, JoJijds Eve^'^ were first 
published by Sir Walter Scott, who had no doubt of their authenticity. Scott received 
them from Captain MacDonogh of the Inverness militia : th^ had beefi the property 
of Mr, Charles Butler, who has mentioned them in his ^^lour thi’ough Italy: ” on 
M7\ ButlePs death they passed into the hands of Dr, Alban, from whom Captain 
MacDonogh acquired them, Scott, in publishing them, says : I think most of my 
readers will join with me in opinion that both their beauties and their faults are 
such as ascertain their authenticity!'* 

Four small pieces ascribed to Dry den in the State Poems** {vol, it, pp. 21^ and 
216, and vol, iii, p, 132 ), on Hyde, Earl of Rochester's dismissal from the Treasury 
in 1687 , on King James II, after the Revolution of 1688 , on the Duke of Bucking- 
ham, and on the Duchess of Portsmouth, are probably none of them his. A longer 
piece, called **Tarqmn and Tullia,** in the third volume of the State Poems also 
asci’ibed to Dry den, is clearly not authentic ; and the same inay be said of “ Suum 
Cuique!* The two last-named poems are Satires on William and Mary and their 
Government. All these spurious pieces are printed in Scolds edition of Dry den* s 
works, being treated by him as doubtful, if not spurious. They all appeared in a 
collection of DrySen*s poems for the first time in the edition of the Brituh Poets, Jor 
which Johnson made his celebrated Lives, 



VENI, CREATOR SPIRITUS. 

TRANSLATED IN PARAPHRASE. 

Creator Spirit, by whose aid 
The world’s foundations first were laid, 

Come, visit every pious mind ; 

Come, pour thy joys on human kind ; . 

From sin and sorrow set us free, 5 

And make thy temples worthy thee. 

0 source of uncreated light, 

The Father’s promised Paraclete I* 

Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire, 

Our hearts with heavenly love inspire ; lo 

Come, and thy sacred unction bring 
To sanctify us, while we sing. 

Plenteous of grace, descend from high. 

Rich in thy sevenfold energy [ 

/Thou strength of his Almighty hand, 15 

“Whose power does heaven and earth command. 

Proceeding Spirit, our defence, 

Who dost the gift of tongues dispense. 

And crownst thy gift with eloquence. 

Refine and purge our earthy parts ,* 20 

But, oh, inflame and fire our hearts 1 
Our fiailties help, our vice control, 

Submit the senses to the soul ; 

And when rebellious they are grown, 

Then lay thy hand, and hold them down. 25 

Chase from our minds the infcnial foe, 

And Peace, the fruit of Love, bestow ; 

And lest our feet should step astray, 

Protect and guide us in the way. 

Make us eternal truths receive, 30 

And practise all that we believe : 

Give us thy self, that we may see 
The Father and the Son by thee. 

Immortal honour, endless fame, 

Attend the Almighty Father’s name ; 35 

The Saviour Son be glorified. 

Who for lost man’s redemption died : 

And equal adoration be, 

Eternal Paraclete, to thee. 

* There is a pronunciation in Scotland of ^lede as g-lUe, which majr help to explain this rhyme 
of Hight and Farticlete. See rhyme of decrees with ratifies and relies in “The Hind. and the 
Panther/* part 2, line 82. 
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TE ■ DEUM. 

Thee, Sovereign God, our grateful accents piaise ; 

We own thee Lord, and bless thy wondrous ways; 

To thee, Eternal Father, earth’s whole frame 
With loudest trumpets sounds immortal fame. 

Lord God of Hosts ! for thee the heavenly powers 5 

With sounding anthems fill the vaulted towers. 

Thy Cherubims thrice Holy, Holy, Holy cry ; 

Thrice Holy, all the Seraphims reply. 

And thrice returning echoes endless songs supply. 

Both heaven and earth thy majesty display ; 10 

They owe their beauty to thy glorious ray. 

Thy praises fill the loud apostles’ quire : 

The train of prophets in the song conspire. 

Legions of Martyrs in the chorus shine, 

And vocal blood with vocal music join.* 15 

By these thy church, inspired by heavenly art, 

Around the world maintains a second part, 

And tunes her sweetest notes, O God, to thee, 

The Father of unbounded majesty; 

The Son, adored co-partner of thy seat, 20 

And equal everlasting Paraclete. 

Thou King of Glory, Christ, of the Most High 
Thou co-etemal filial Deity ; 

Thou who, to save the world’s impending doom, 
Vouchsafedst to dwell within a Virgin’s womb ; 25 

Old tyrant Death disarmed, before thee flew 
The bolts of heaven, and back the foldings drew, 

To give access, and make thy faithful way ; 

From God’s right hand thy filial beams display. 

Thou art to judge the living and the dead ; 30 

Then spare fiiose souls for whom thy veins have bled. 

O take «s up amongst thy blessed above. 

To share with them thy everlasting love. 

Preserve, O Lord ! thy people, and enhance 

Thy blessing on thine own inheritance. 35 

For ever raise their hearts, and rule their ways, 

Each day we bless thee, and proclaim thy praise ; 

No age shall fail to celebrate thy name. 

No hour '•neglect thy everlasting fame. 

Preserve our souls, O Lord, this day from ill ; 40 

Have mercy on us. Lord, have mercy still : 

As we have hoped, do thou reward our pain ; 

We’ve hoped in thee, let not our hope be vain. 


* points out this line as peculiarly characteristic of Dryden. “Vocal hlood” occurs I.3 

j The Hind and the Panther,” part i, hne 15. 
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LINES TO HONOR DRIDEN, 651 j 


HYMN FOR ST; JOHN'S EVE, 

29TH JUNE. I 

O SYLVAN prophet 1 whose eternal fame ' 

Echoes fiom Judah’s hills and Jordan’s stream, , 

The music of our numbers raise, * 

And tune our voices to thy praise. | 

A messenger from high Olympus came 5 

To bear the tidings of thy life and name, ! 

And told thy sire each prodigy 1 

That Heaven designed to woik in thee. 

Hearing the news, and doubting in surprise, i 

His faltering speech in fettered accent dies ; 10 1 

But Providence, with happy choice, j 

In thee restored thy father’s voice. i 

In the recess of Nature’s dark abode, 

Though still enclosed, yet knewest thoii thy God ; , 

Whilst each glad parent told and blessed 15 

The secrets of each other’s breast. i 


LINES IN A LETTER TO HIS LADY COUSIN, 
HONOR DRIDEN, 

WHO HAD GIVEN HIM A SILVER INKSTAND, WITH A SET OF 
WRITING MATERIALS, 1655.* 

For since ’twas mine, the white hath lost its ?iue,t 
To show ’twas ne’er it self but whilst in you, 

The virgin wax hath blushed it self to red 
Since it with me hath lost its maidenhead. 

You, fairest nymph, are wax i O, may you be 5 
As well in softness as in purity ! 

Till fate and your own happy choice reveal ^ 

Whom you shall so far bless to make your seal 


• Bryden, now twenty-four and living at Cambridge, was in love with his fair cousin, Honor, 
one of the daughters 01 Sir John Briden, haronet The letter, of which these lines are part, is 
printed by Malone, and in Scott’s edition of Dryden’s Works 

t written hiew by Bryden, The same spelling occurs in ** The Hind and the Panther,” 
published in 1687 (part i, line 543I. Throughout the folio volume of “Fables,” published in 
1699, the word is printed as it is now spelt, hue. 
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LINES PRINTED UNDER THE ENGRAVED PORTRAIT 
OF MILTON, 

IN tonson’s polio edition of the “paradise lost,” 1688.'* 

Three poets, in three distant ages bom, 

Greece, Italy, and England did adorn. 

The first in loftiness of thought surpassed, 

The next in inajcst}^ in both the last * 

The force of Nature could no farther go ; 5 

To make a third she joined the former two. 


IMPROMPTU LINES ADDRESSED TO HIS COUSIN, 1 
MRS. CREED, 

IN A conversation AFTER DINNER ON THE ORIGIN OF NAMES.f 

So much religion in your name doth dwell, 

Your soul must needs with piety excel. 

Thus names, like well- wrought J pictures drawn of old, 

Their owners^ nature and their story told. 

Your name but half expresses, for in you 5 

Belief and practice do together go. 

My prayers shall be, while this short life endures. 

These may go hand in hand, with you and yours ; 

Till faith hereafter is in vision drowned, 

And practice is with endless glory crowned. 10 


* This edition was published by subscription, and under the patronage of Somers Dryden was 
a subscriber. Mr. Malone has suggested that the idea of these lines was derived fiom Salvaggi’s 
Latin distich : 

** Graeda Maeonidem, jactet sibi Roma Maronem, 

Anglia Miltonum jactat utrique parem.” 

t Mrs. Creed was a daughter of Sir Gilbert Kckering, bart. and wife of John Creed of Oundle, in 
Northamptonshire She was a warm friend of her cousin the poet, and of his reputation, and raised 
a monument to his memory in the church of Tichmarsh in 1722 Mr Malone, who published 
these lines, received them from Mr Walcot of Oundle . they had been preserved by Mr Walcot’s 
mother, who was grand-daughter of Mrs. Creed The lines were prefaced with this memorandum 
Conversation one day after dinner, at Mrs. Creed’s, running upon the origin of names, Mr. 
Dryden bowed to the good old lady, and spoke extempore the following verses,” 

X Well^wrought inserted by M^one to complete the line ; skilful would do as well. 



EPITAPH ON A NEPHEW, 



FRAGMENT OF A CHARACTER OF JACOB TONSON,* | 

I 

HIS PUBLISHER. 

With leering looks, bull-faced, and freckled fair, 

With two left legs, and Judas-coloured hair, 

And frowzy pores that taint the ambient air. 

I 

i 

i 

EPITAPH ON A NEPHEW, IN CATWORTH CHURCH, j 
HUNTINGDONSHIREt ! 

Stay, stranger, stay, and drop one tear. j 

She always, weeps who laid him here ; 

And will do till her race is run ; | 

His father’s fifth, her only son. 

♦ There were frequent quarrels between Dryden and Jacob Tonson about payments, particularly . 
during the progress of the Translation of Virgil : and on one occasion Diwden sent these three line*; i 
, to Tonson, saying to his messenger, *^TelI the dog that, he who wrote these can write more ’* ' 

t This JEpitaph, printed for the first time m Sir James Pnor’s “Life of Malone ’I fiom Malone’s 
MS. additions to his own Life of Dryden, which are in the Bodleian Library, Oxford, was acci- 
dentally omitted in printing the “ Epitaphs ” The nephew, for whom the Epitaph was written, | 
was the only son of Dry den's sister, Rose,iwho was the second wife of the Rev , Dr Laughton of 
Catworth 
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